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77.    CYCLE. 

HAT  a  universal  joy  of  the  people  could  now 
ring  and  roar,  for  a  space  of  eight  days,  from 
one  frontier  of  the  land  to  the  other !  For 
so  long  was  the  public  sorrow  suspended; 
the  bells  sounded  for  something  better  than  a  march  to 
the  grave ;  music  was  again  allowed  to  all  musical  clocks 
and  people ;  all  theatres  would  have  been  opened,  had 
there  been  one  there,  6r  had  the  court  been  shut  up, 
which  was  a  continual  play-house ;  and  now  one  could 

•  Jean  Paul  here  Germanizes  (or  Frenchifies)  the  Latin  word  ter^ 
ritio  (a  terrifying).  The  meaning  is,  that  this  marriage  might  well  be 
an  in  terrorem  affair  to  poor  Lnigi  (as  well  as  to  the  bride,  according 
to  Schoppe's  droll  conceit,  that  all  this  furor  of  joy  was  a  mere  noise 
made  to  scare  her  back),  The  only  other  case  in  which  the  author 
uses  this  word  is  near  the  end  of  the  third  paragraph  of  Cycle  16, 
where  the  reader  should  have  been  informed  that  real  ierrition  is  au 
expression  borrowed  from  the  Inquisitors,  who,  when  verbal  threaten- 
ings  fail,  bring  on  octUar  ones  by  showing  the  instruments  of  torture 
to  the  victim.  This  is  applied  to  Froulay's  System  with  his  children. 
In  this  sense  the  rod  which  used  to  hang  over  the  fireplace  or  looking« 
fßasB  when  some  of  ns  were  children  was  a  real  terrilion,  — Tb. 
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walk  and  visit  and  promulgate  decrees  in  high  places, 
without  the  black  border.  By  and  by,  when  this  refresh- 
ing  interlude  was  over,  during  which  one  enjoyed  orches- 
tra,  punch,  and  cakes,  they  were  to  go  back  agfdn  witli 
the  more  zest  to  weeping  and  tragedies. 

On  the  mommg  of  the  tedious  procession  of  carriages 
going  forth  to  form  the  escort,  the  Piince  rode  out  before- 
hand  over  the  limits,  with  Bouverot  and  Albano,  —  all 
three  as  being  the  only  people  in  the  land  who  were  inde- . 
pendent  and  uninterested  in  the  festival.  Poor  Luigil 
I  have  already  very  distinctly  stated,  in  the  first  volume 
of  "Titan,"  that  the  princely  bridegroom  who  to-day 
mounts  the  bridal  bed  can  only  be  a  father  of  his  country, 
not  father  of  a  family.  Under  the  heaven  of  his  princely 
throne,  as  on  the  first  row  of  the  chess-field,  all  is  to  be 
made  and  regenerated,  —  officers,  even  the  queen  of 
chess,  but  not  the  Schach*  himself.  It  were  to  be  wished, 
since  the  drcumstance  makes  the  festival  shade  into  the 
ridiculous,  that  the  bridegroom  could  only,  by  way  of 
shaming  many  old  families  that  laugh  at  him,  —  old  so 
oflen,  even  in  the  heraldic  and  medical  sense  at  once,  — 
show  them  some  dozen  of  the  princes  ranged  around  the 
nuptial  altar,  whom  he  has  seated  in  Calabria,  Wales, 
Asturia,  in  Dauphtny,  —  all  Europe  was  a  Dauphiny  to 
him,  —  in  short,  in  so  many  acttve  f  hereditary  lands,  — 
that  is,  the  heirs,  not  heirlooms,  of  foreign  princes.  Could 
he  do  that,  then  would  he  look  more  contentedly  into  this 
da/s  congratulations,  because  some  dozen  fulfilments 
would  -  be .  already  Standing  by,  and  awaiting  his  nod. 

*  Schach  means  both  chess  and  the  Persian  king,~the  Shah.--i 
Tb. 

t  In  the  (French  and  German)  sense  of  actiVe  property,  namely,  that 
doe»  something.  brings  in  somethiug.   Active  debts  are  one*8  assets. — Tr, 


THE    BRIDEGBOOM'S-COAT.  3 

But  as  the  Marchioness  of  Exeter  can  transform  the  bed 
of  the  Marquis  in  London,  which  costs  three  thousand 
pounds,  into  ä  throne,  s(f  must  the  Piincess  also  do  with 
hers,  without  being  able,  like  her,  to  reverse  the  trans- 
formation. 

I  will  therefore  introduce  and  lead  bim  out  on  the 
dancing-floor  of  to-day's  joy,  not  at  all  as  bridegroom, 
but,  in  every  instance,  —  just  as  we  speak  of  the  crown 
without  the  crowned  head,  —  merely  as  BridegroomV 
coat,  80  as  not  to  make  him  ridiculous.  Albano  rode 
along  with  a  breast  fuU  of  indignation,  scom,  and  pity 
beside  this  victim  of  dark  State  policy,  and  simply  could 
not  comprehend  how  it  was  that  Luigi  did  not  send  the 
Grerman  gentleman,  that  hired  axe  and  uprooter  of  his 
family  tree,  with  one  kick  far  behind  him  howling.  Grood 
youth !  a  prince  more  easily  sets  himself  free  from  men 
whom  he  loves,  than  from  such  as  he  has  füll  long  hated ; 
for  his  fear  is  stronger  than  his  love. 

The  great-hearted,  never  narrow-chested,  always  broad- 
breasted  youth  found  to-day,  in  his  solemn,  painfui  frame 
of  mind,  everything  tragical,  noble  and  ignoble,  greater 
than  it  was.  He  showed,  indeed,  only  a  fiery  eye  and 
animated  countenance,  because  he  was  too  young  and 
modest  to  make  a  display  of  personal  grief ;  but  beneath 
the  eye,  which  was  fixed  on  the  spot  of  blue  in  the  heav- 
ens  where  his  dark  clouds  were  this  day  to  break  away 
er  fall  upon  him,  stood  the  glistening  tear-drop.  The 
Coming  evening,  into  which  he  had  so  often  looked  as  into 
a  hell,  and  füll  as  oflen  as  into  a  heaven,  stood  now,  as  a 
confused  medium  between  the  two,  so  near,  —  ah,  hard  by 
him  !  A  throng  of  kindred  feelings  attended  him  to  the 
(in  his  opinion  unhappy)  bride  of — his  father  and  this 
prinoe. 
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A  quarter  of  a  raile  the  other  side  of  Hohenflief?s  might 
already  be  seen  jogging  on  her  Gibbon,  well  known 
among  all  natural  iiistorians  —  not  among  the  politicians 
—  by  the  long  anna  which  this  owner  of  the  Moluccas 
and  Ape  notoriously  carries.  "  Where  is  my  Gibbon  ?  " 
the  Princess  usually  asked  (even  supposing  she  had  in 
her  haQd,  at  the  moment,  the  English  namesake,  —  the 
historian  with  long  nails  and  short  sentences  against  the 
Christians)  when  she  wanted  her  Longimanus, 

At  last  she  came  prancing  along  —  all  plumed  and 
in  riding-habit  —  on  the  finest  English  steed,  —  a  tall, 
majestic  figure,  who,  indifferent  to  her  court-retinue, 
although  freighted  with  relatives,  would  much  rather  have 
looked  a  welcome  to  the  blue  morning  sun  behind  a  rear- 
ing  horse's  and  swan's  neck.  She  gave  the  Bridegroom's- 
Goat  with  propriety  greeting  and  kiss,  but  neither  with 
emotion  nor  dissimulation  nor  embarrassment,  but  freely 
and  frankly  and  cordially,  too  far  exalted  above  the  ridic- 
ulousness  of  her  genealogical  disproportion  to  do  other- 
wise ;  yes,  even  above  every  thought  of  that  disproportion 
which  necessity  or  tyranny  created.  In  her  otherwise 
fairly  built  —  rather  than  finely  drawn  —  face,  her  nose 
alone  was  not  so,  but  angularly  cut  and  presenting  more 
bones  than  cartilage  in  contrast  to  the  commonplace 
character  of  regents.  With  women,  marked,  irregulär 
noses,  e.  g.  with  deep  indenture  of  the  bridge,  or  with 
concave  or  convex  archings,  or  with  facettes  at  the  knob, 
^.,  signify  far  more  for  talent  than  with  men ;  and  — 
except  in  the  case  of  a  few  whom  I  myself  have  seen  — 
beauty  must  always  sacrifice  something  to  genius,  although 
not  so  much  as  aflerward  the  genius  of  others  sacriüces  to 
beauty,  as  we  men  in  general  have,  unfortunately  per- 
haps,  done. 
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The  Count  was  presented  to  the  Princess ;  she  had  not 
known  him,  —  although  she  had  heard  of  him  and  seen 
his  father  so  long,  —  but  had  rather  fancied  him  to  re- 
semble  the  Bridegroom*s-coat.  The  coat  could  not  —  or 
should  not  —  have  failed  to  be  flattered  by  this  blooming 
likeness.  The  likeness  entirely  explains  the  beautiful 
mterest  which  she  now  most  needs  take  in  both,  becaüse 
it  always  takes  a  couple  of  people  to  make  a  Tesemblance. 

She  spoke  with  the  son  without  anjr  embarrassment 
about  the  Knight  of  the  Fleece  having  been  presented  by 
her  and  her  Court  with  a  (flower-)  basket,*  and  extolled 
his  knowledge  of  art.  "Art,"  said  she,  "makes  in  the 
end  all  lands  alike  and  agreeable.  When  that  h  once 
had,  one  thinks  of  nothing  fnrther.  At  Dresden,  in  the 
inner  gallery,  I  really  believed  .1  was  in  joyous  Italy. 
Yes,  if  one  should  go  to  Italy  itself,  one  would  forget  even 
Italy  in  the  midst  of  all  that  one  £nds  there."  Albano 
answered,  "  I  know,  I  too  shall  one  day  intoxicate  myself 
with  the  old  wine  of  art,  and  glow  under  it ;  but  for  the 
present  it  is  to  me  merely  a  beautiful,  blooming  vineyard, 
whose  powers  I  certainly  know  beforehand,  without  as  yet 
feeling  them.'*  The  Princess  won  his  esteem  so  exceed- 
ingly,  that  he  put  the  question  to  her,  when  the  Prince,  a 
few  Steps  onward,  was  surveying  from  the  window  the 
swelling  flood  of  the  Pestitz  escort,  how  the  German 
ceremonies  of  her  rank  Struck  her  artistic  taste.  "  Teil 
me,"  Said  she,  lightly,  "  what  Station  among  us  has  not 
füll  as  many,  and  where,  in  the  whole  ränge  of  situations, 
do  not  priests  and  advocates  play  tl^eir  part  ?  Just  look 
for  once  at  the  marriages  of  the  imperial  cities.  The 
Germans  are  herein  no  better  nor  worse  than  any  other 
nation,  old  or  new,  wild  or  polished.     Think  of  Louis 

•  Beferring,  of  course,  to  her  refusal  of  him.  —  Tb. 
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Fourteenth.  Once  for  all,  such  is  man ;  but  I  do  not,  of 
course,  respect  him  for  tbat" 

The  Prince  reminded  them  now  of  the  hour  of  march ; 
and  the  Princess  mustered  together,  by  way  of  attiring 
herseif  for  the  grand  entree,  more  dressing-maids  and 
toilet-boxes  than  Albano,  according  to  her  words,  or  we, 
accörding  to  the  cartilages  of  her  nose,  —  which  seemed 
Spiritual  wing-bones,  —  should  have  expected.  Her 
hunymg  people  followed  her  with  more  dread  than 
reverence  for  her  rank  or  character;  and  some,  who 
occasionally  ran  by  out  of  the  dressing-chamber,  had 
downeast  faces. 

At  last  she  appeared  again,  but  much  fairer  than  be- 
fore.  There  must  surely  belong  to  the  manliest  woman 
more  charming  womanliness  than  we  think,  since  such  a 
one  gains  by  female  finery,  by  which  the  most  effeminate 
man  would  only  lose.  . "  Rank,"  said  she  to  Albano,  show- 
ing  a  great  candor  in  opinions,  which  easily  consists  with 
a  quite  as  great  reserve  in  emotions,  "  oppresses  and  con- 
fines  a  great  soul  oftentimes  less  than  sex."  Her  calling 
herseif  a  great  soul  could  not  but  strike  the  Count,  be- 
cause  he  now  saw  before  him  the  first  example  —  another 
man  knows  innumerable  examples  —  of  the  fact,  that  dis- 
tinguished  women  praise  themselves  outright,  and  far 
more  than  distinguished  men. 

The  grand  movement  began.  On  a  boundary  bridge, 
which,  like  the  printer's  hyphen,  was  at  once  sign  of  Sep- 
aration and  of  connection  between  the  two  principalities, 
half  Hohenfliess  alre^dy  sat  halting  in  carriages  and  on 
horseback,  until  an  upset,  shabby  old  vehicle,  with  village 
comedians,  could  be  raised  again  on  the  fourth  wheel,  and 
the  mythological  household  fumiture  which  they  had  in 
band  päcked  in.     Bat  when  the  Princess  made  her  way 


SCHOPPE'S    DBOLL    HYPOTHESIS.  J 

by  main  force  on  to  the  bridge,  suddenly  passengers  and 
packers  converted  themselves  iiito  muses,  gods  of  musicy 
gods  of  love,  and  a  pretty  little  Hymen,  and,  in  theatrical 
decoration  and  apparatus,  flooded  the  encircled  bride  with 
their  poeüc  effusions,  representing  the  war  of  the  other 
gods  against  the  virgin-stealer  iHymen.  The  son  of  the 
muses  who  had  versified  the  matter  acted  a  part  himself, 
as  father  of  the  muses.  I  dare  say  that  this  original 
invention  of  the  Minister  was  very  favorably  received,  as 
well  by  Haarhaar  as  by  Hohenfliess. 

Froulay,  all  prinked  and  powdered,  as  if  he  were 
stretching  himself  out  on  the  bed  of  State  between  funeral* 
gueridons,*  marched  out  before  her  as  spokesman  of  the 
country,  which  wished  to  testify  its  happy  participation  in 
her  marriage  to  the  Bridegroom's-coat  The  Princess 
abridged  and  clipped  short  all  festal  lying  with  a  üne  pair 
of  ladies'  scissors. 

Froulay  had,  among  other  carriages,  brought  with  him 
also  one  oontaining  several  trumpeters  and  kettle-drum- 
mers,  levied  from  all  quarters,  in  which,  for  joke's  sake, 
Schoppe  stood,  too,  who  did  not  oflen  stay  away  from 
great  processions  of  men,  for  this  reason,  because  men 
never  looked  more  ridiculous  than  when  they  did  any- 
thing  in  mass  and  multitude.  By  way  of  bringing  salt 
to  the  solemnities,  he  set  up  in  bis  carriage  the  hypoth- 
esis  that  they  were  doing  all  this  merely,  with  the  best 
intention,  for  the  sake  of  driving  the  bride  back  again  to 
where  she  had  come  from,  partly  by  way  of  sparing  her 
the  sham-  and  stage-marriage,  partly  by  way  of  sparing 
the  land  the  new  court-state.  Her  ear,  he  assumed,  when 
the  cannon  drawn  up  on  the  surrounding  hills  mingled 
with  the  trumpeting  of  bis  thunder-car,  and  three  post 

*  A  French  name  for  candlesticks.  —  Tb. 
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masters,  with  fifteen  postilions,  who  had  not  been  posted 
there  for  nothing,  with  their  best  homs  and  lungs,  blew 
their  homs  at  the  same  moment,  —  her  ear  must  be  very 
much  tortured,  and  she  somewhat  repelied,  hj  such  a 
welcome.  Hence  they  even  send  empty  state-coaches 
with  the  rest,  just  for  the  sake  of  the  rattling,  even  as,  in 
the  province  of  Anspach,  the  farmer,  merely  by  frightful 
Bcreaming,  without  ammunition  or  dogs,  drives  the  stags 
from  bis  crops.*  As  ships  do  in  the  fog  by  lanterns  and 
drums,  so  would  states  fidn  keep  themselves  apart  by 
Illumination  and  firing. 

She  still,  however,  I  see,  moves  onward,  said  he,  on 
the  way,  —  sometimes  taking  into  bis  hands  with  profit 
the  diphthong  of  the  ketüe-drum,  —  and  we  must  all 
accopdingly  follow  after ;  but  perhaps  her  ear  is  already 
dead,  and  she  is  now  only  to  be  come  at  through  the  eye. 
In  this  hope  he  was  exceedingly  delighted  with  the  dapple 
uniform  of  the  assembled  officers  and  feather  scarecrows 
of  the  court-liveries.  Now  there  is  still  to  come,  he  pre- 
dicted,  joyfuUy,  the  gold-spangled,  triumphal  arch,  with 
vases  and  pipers,  through  which  she  must  directly  pass  ; 
and  do  not  people  scare  away  sparrows  from  the  cherry 
tirees,  then,  with  gold  leaf  and  Selzer  pitchers  ? 

O,  thought  he,  when  she  was  through,  if  that  Gothic 
tyrant  suflPered  himself  to  be  led  back  from  bis  plundering 
expedition  into  holy  Bome  by  the  suppliant  procession  of 
the  Pope  that  came  to  meet  him,  then  certainly  it  must 
prevail  with  her,  when  the  orphan  children  in  the  suburbs 
come  imploringly  to  meet  her  with  their  foster-father, 
then  the  schoolmasters  with  their  pages,  then  the  gj'^mna- 

•  Frigbtfully  is  this  trae  cry  of  humaüity  echoed  in  Hess's  Flying 
Jonmeys,  Part  IV.  p.  156 ;  at  present  a  more  humane  admlnistration 
has  quieted  it  by  means  <^  the  game-taz. 
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sium  and  the  university,  —  all  wliich,  however,  to  be  snre, 
is  only  a  skirmish  with  the  outposts  ;  for  the  gate  is  occu- 
pied  with  infantry,  the  whole  market  with  Citizens  capable 
of  bearing  arms,  the  eathedral  is  guarded  by  the  clergy, 
the  council-house  by  the  magistracy,  all  ready,  if  she  does 
not  tum  back,  to  march  afler  her  at  a  certain  distance, 
as  police-patrol  and  choirs  of  Observation ;  and  are  there 
not  seven  bridal  couples  stationed  at  the  palace-gate,  as 
seven  prayers  and  penitential  psalms  ?  and  do  they  not 
bring  to  meet  her  —  upon  a  pillory  of  satin,  quite  uncon- 
scious  of  the  effect  —  a  dismal  Pereat-Carmen  *  oomposed 
by  myself,  a  decree  of  the  19th  June  ? 

All  right !  Said  he,  when  the  whole  train,  by  way  of 
afibrding  an  easier  inspection  to  the  powers  and  prin- 
cipalities  clustered  at  the  palace-windows,  rode  twice 
through  the  palace-yard;  this  double  dose  must  take 
hold.  Schoppe's  hopes  were  farthest  from  failing  when 
he  found  that,  because  it  was  gala,  they  kept  themselves 
up-stairs  long  concealed  and  silent;  and  at  length  the 
Prince,  as  victor,  but  exhausted,  was  brought  down  by 
court-cavaliers  into  the  chapel,  in  order  publicly  to  give 
thanks  for  the  retreat  of  the  hostile  forces.  Nay,  when 
presently  the  bride,  too,  pressed  after,  held  back,  however, 
by  the  arms  of  chamberlains,  —  even  drawn  back  by  her 
court-dames  holding  her  train,  —  then  could  the  Librarian 
easily  afibrd  to  dismiss  all  anxicty. 

Albano's  tossing  soul  imaged  the  confused  court  world 
as  still  more  wild  and  misshapen  than  it  was.     He  heard 

•  It  was  to  him  a  hearty  pleasnre  to  present  such  a  marriage-poem 
with  the  rhymes,  flights,  and  notes  of  admiration  and  exclamation  by 
the  very  best  new-year's  rhymer  in  the  world ;  and  the  conscioasness 
of  his  pure,  though  satirical,  purpose  set  him  entirely  at  ease  about 
any  Charge  of  being  elaborate  or  too  servile  in  particolar  applioations. 
[The  Pereat-Carmen  means,  an  Ode  of  Anathema.  —  Tb.] 
1* 


lO  TITAN. 

the  princely  consins,  even  the  future  successor  to  chair 
and  throne,  wish  their  cousin  Luigi  health,  a  happy  mar- 
riage,  and  sequel  thereto,  although  they,  through  tbeir 
friend,  —  a  living  successlon-poison,*  —  had  caused  so 
much  of  these  three  things  to  be  taken  away  from  him 
that  they  could  assign  him  precisely  their  cold-blooded 
kinswoman  as  crown-guard  of  their  next  succession.  He 
heard  the  same  marriage-songs  from  all  court  Pestitzers, 
who,  like  a  muscle,  manifested  a  special  efifort  to  make 
themselves  short.  He  saw  how  lightly,  coldly,  and  with 
what  malidous  pleasure,  the  Prince,  although  with  the 
feeling  that  he  shoiild  soon  drown  in  his  dropsy,  his 
water  or  fat  in  the  limbs,  carried  ofiP  all  the  lies.  O, 
must  not  princes  themselves  lie,  because  they  are  eter- 
nally  cheated  ?  themselves  leam  to  flatter,  because  they 
are  forever  flattered  ?  He  himself  could  not  bring  him- 
self  to  cast  so  much  as  the  smallest  mite  of  a  lying  con- 
gratulation  into  the  general  treasury  of  lies. 

The  Princess  flung  the  Count — as  often  as  it  would  do, 
and  almost  oftener — two  or  three  Ipoks  or  words ;  for  this 
blooming  one,  among  the  throne-coasters,  from  whom  one 
more  easily  hears  an  echo  than  an  answer,  was  reminded 
only  of  his  powerful  father.  The  Captain  — who,  like  all 
enthusiasts,  and  like  moths  and  crickets,  loved  warmth  and 
shunned  light,  and  because  all  people  of  mere  understand- 
ing  were  tedious  to  him  —  complained  several  times  to 
Albano,  that  the  Princess  displeased  him  with  her  cold, 
witty  understanding ;  but  the  Count  —  out  of  regard  for 
the  beloved  of  his  father,  and  out  of  hatred  toward  her 
sacrificial  priests  and  butchers  —  could  only  pity  a  being, 
who  perhaps  must  hate  now,  because  her  greatest  love  had 

*  Poison  administered  to  obtain  a  successioxi  or  inheritance.  Adler. 
-Tb. 
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set  How  many  noble  women,  who  would  otherwise  h&ve 
lield  it  a  higher  thing  to  admire  than'to  be  admired,  have 
become  powerful,  rieh  in  knowledge,  almost  great,  but  un- 
happj  and  coquettish  and  cold,  because  thej  found  ovlj  a 
pair  of  arms,  but  no  heart  between  them,  and  because  their 
ardently  devoted  souls  met  with  no  likeness  of  themselves, 
bj  which  a  woman  means  an  unlike  Image,  namely  one 
higher  than  her  own !  Then  the  tree  with  its  frozen 
blossoms  Stands  there  in  autumn  high,  broad,  green,  and 
fresh,  and  dark  with  foliage,  but  with  empty,  fruitless 
twigs. 

At  last  thej  came  out  of  the  sweltrj  dining-halls  into 
the  fresh  evening  of  Lilar,  into  the  open  air  and  freedom. 
Half  indignant,  half  bewildered  with  love,  Albano  went  to 
meet  a  veiled  hour,  in  which  so  many  a  riddle  and  his 
dearest  one  were  to  be  solved.  What  does  man  see  be- 
fore  him,  when  with  the  thread  in  his  band  he  steps  out  of 
the  subterranean  labyrinth?  Nothing  but  the  open  en- 
trances  into  other  labjrinths,  and  the  choige  among  them 
is  his  only  wish. 

78.  CYCLE. 


o 


N  the  loveliest  evening,  when  the  heavens  were 
transparent  to  the  very  bottom  of  all  the  stars,  the 
Prince  let  the  weary  assembly  drive  to  Lilar,  in  order  to 
make  a  better  illusion  with  his  two  invisibilities,  with  the 
Illumination  and  with  Liana's  taUeau  vivant.  With  what 
growing  anxiety  and  tendemess  did  the  honest  Albano's 
susceptible  heart  beat,  as,  during  the  rolling  down  from 
the  woodland  bridge  into  the  expectant  throng  of  the  tu- 
multuous  populace,  he  thought  to  himself,  —  She,  too,  went 
this  way  into  the  Lilar  which  used  to  be  so  dear  to  her. 
His  whole  reahn  of  ideas  became  an  evening  rain  before  the 
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Bun,  of  whicb  one  half  trembles  glistening  before  tbe  stin 
and  the  otber  vapishes  in  a  gi'ay  mist.  Ab,  before  Liana 
it  bad  rained  without  sunsbine,  wben  sbe  to-day  secretly 
went  over  merelj  into  tbe  Temple  of  Dream^  in  order  only 
to  personale  a  beloved  being,  but  not  to  be  one. 

Not  a  lamp  was  yet  buming.  Albano  looked  into  every 
green  deptb  after  bis  angel  of  light.  Even  tbe  Prince 
himself,  wbo  kept  tbe  sudden  kindling  up  of  tbe  St  Peter's 
dorne  still  awaiüng  bis  nod  and  beck,  anticipated  tbe 
pleasure,  so  rare  at  courts,  of  giving  a  twofold  surprise. 
Tbe  Princess  bad  spared  tbe  Minister  the  dilemma  of  a  lie 
or  an  answer,  for  sbe  bad  not  inquired  at  all  after  her 
future  court-dame  Liana,  like  the  whole  of  tbat  strong 
class  of  women,  indifferent  to  her  sex,  but  attaching  her- 
seif so  much  tbe  more  fixedly  to  a  select  one.  Albano 
espied,  in  the  dark,  driving  whirl,  bis  foster-parcnts  and 
Kabette ;  but  in  tbis  reeling  of  the  ground  and  of  the  soul 
he  could  only,  like  others,  direct  bis  eyes  toward  tbe  veil 
(itself  veiled).  behind  whicb  be  bad  more  than  all  others 
to  find  and  to  lose.  In  the  years  of  youth,  however,  no 
black  veil,  only  a  motley  one,  hangs  down,  and  in  all  its 
ßorrows  are  stiU  hopes  I 

The  people  awaited  the  splendor  and  the  music.  Tbe 
Prince  at  last  led  bis  bride  toward  tbe  Temple  of  Dream; 
Charles,  to-day  blind  to  bis  Rabette,  not^br  her,  took  with 
him  the  glowing  Count.  In  tbe  outer  temple  nothing 
could  be  detected  corresponding  to  its  magic  name ;  only 
the  Windows  went  from  tbe  roof  of  tbis  Pavilion  down  to 
the  very  ground ;  and,  instead  of  frames  and  window-sills, 
were  set  in  twigs  and  leaves.  But  wben  tbe  Princess  bad 
gone  in  through  a  glass  door,  the  Pavilion  seemed  to  her 
to  have  vanished  away;  one  seemed  to  stand  on  a 
fiolitary,  open  spot,  guarded  with  some  tree-stems,  where 
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all  vistas  of  the  garden  met  and  crossed.  "Wondrously,  as 
if  by  sportive  dreams,  were  the  regions  of  Lilar  intermin- 
gled,  and  opposites  drawn  together ;  beeide  thö  mountain 
with  the  thunder-liouse  stood  the  one  with  the  altar,  and 
hard  by  the  enchanted  wood  the  high,  dark  Tartarus  reared 
itself.  The  near  and  the  far  swallowed  each  other  up ;  a 
fresh  rainbow  of  garden-hues  and  a  faded  mock-rainbow 
ran  on  beside  each  other,  as,  when  one  wakes,  the  shadow 
of  the  dream-image  glides  away,  still  visible,  before  the 
glittering  present  While  the  Princess  was  still  sinking 
away  into  the  dreamy  Illusion,*  Liana  —  as  if  gliding  out 
of  the  air  through  a  glass  side-door,  in  Idoine's  favorite 
attire, — in  a  white  dress  with  silver  flowers,  and  in  un- 
adomed  hair,  with  a  veil,  which,  fastened  only  on  the  left 
ade,  flowed  down  at  füll  length  —  came  tremulously  forth, 
and  when  the  deceived  Princess  cried  out,  "  Idoine  ! "  she 
whispered,  with  a  trembling  and  scarcely  audible  voice : 
^Jene  suis  qu^un  songe.^^  She  was  to  say  more  and  offer 
a  flower ;  but  when  the  Princess,  with  emotion,  went  on  to 
exclaim :  "  Sceur  cherie!"  %  and  folded  her  passionately  in 
her  a^s,  then  she  forgot  all,  and  only  wept  out  her  heart 
upon  another  heart,  because  to  her  anothei^'s  vain  lan- 
guishing  after  a  sister  was  so  touching.  Albano  stood 
near  to  the  sublime  scene ;  the  bandage  was  tom  off  from 
all  his  wounds,  and  their  blood  flowed  down  warmly  out  of 
tbem  all.  O,  never  had  she,  or  any  other  form,  been  so 
ethereally  beautiful,  so  heavenly-blooming,  and  so  meek 
and  lowly ! 

•  Between  evcry  two  mndows  stood  a  pier-glass,  which  blended  its 
reflection  of  the  distant  vista  with  those  of  the  Windows.  Opposite 
each  mirror  stood  only  one  window;  the  inteiral  between  the  two  was 
filled  and  concealed  with  follage. 

t  "  I  am  but  a  dream.*' 

I  ««CherishedBistölr.'* 
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When  she  raised  her  eyes  out  of  the  embrace,  they  feil 
upon  Albano's  pale  countenance.  It  was  pale,  not  with 
sickness,  but  with  emotion.  She  started  back,  quivering, 
and  embraced  the  Princess  again;  the  pale  youth  had 
wrung  from  her  agitated  heart  one  tear  afler  another'; 
but  the  two  did  not  greet  each  other,  —  and  thus  began 
their  evening. 

Döring  the  Illusion  and  the  embrace,  at  a  nod  from  the 
Prince,  all  twigs  and  gates  of  the  garden  were  involved 
m  a  glistening  conflagration ;  all  water-works  of  the  en- 
chanted  wood  started  up,  and  fluttered  alofl  with  golden 
wings;  in  the  inverted  rain  played  a  white,  green, 
golden,  and  gloomy  world,  and  the  jets  of  water  and  of 
flame  flew  up  mischievously  against  each  other,  like 
silver  and  gold  pheasants.  And  the  splendor  of  the 
buming  Eden  embraced  the  Temple  of  Dream,  and  the 
refiection  feil  on  its  inner  green  foliage-work,  and 
tumed  it  to  gold. 

Liana,  holding  the  band  of  the  admiring  Princess, 
ßtepped  out,  with  downcast,  bashful  eyes,  into  the  bright, 
busy  city  of  the  sun,  into  the  din  of  the  music  and  of 
the  exultant  spectators.  Upon  Albano  the  stormy  scene 
came  shooting  like  a  torrent ;  such  opposite  and  strangely 
intermingled  parts  played  before  such  opposite  persons, 
the  splendor  of  the  evening^s  gladness,  and  the  nightly 
bewilderment  in  bis  bosom,  made  it  hard  for  bim  to  walk 
through  this  evening  with  a  firm  step. 

The  Princess  soon  drew  him  onward  in  her  wake  and 
vortex ;  Liana  she  let  not  go  from  her  side.  The  Minis- 
ter daubed  and  starched  up  with  old  gallantries  the  erotic 
slave ;  but  to  every  one  he  appeared,  as  the  Princess 
settles  with  creditors  after  the  death  of  the  Prince,  to 
Imitate  only  the  manner  of  ministers,  whose  spirit  loves 
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to  proceed  from  Father  and  Dauphin — filioque*  —  at 
once,  in  order  to  seat  itself,  not  between,  but  upon  two 
princely  chairs.  She  seemed,  however,  since  bis  manocu- 
vring  with  Liana,  to  receive  bim  more  baugbtily.  He 
was  sufficiently  blessed  in  tbe  good  fortune  of  bis  daugbter, 
aä  bis  step-son  Bouverot  was  by  ber  neamess,  and  tbis 
pair  of  knaves  lay  deeply  buried  and  revelling  in  notbing 
but  flowers.  Albano  could  divine  notbing  more  tban  tbat 
even  a  cold  dragon,  an  orang-outang  of  souls,  was  darkly 
spying  out  tbe  cbarms  of  tbis  angel. 

Tbe  Minister's  lady  and  tbe  Lector  took  tums,  witb  an 
easy  altemation,  in  guarding  Liana  from  every  word  — 
of  Albano.  Tbe  Frincess  let  berself  be  conducted  tbrougb 
tbe  sparkling  pleasure-avenues,  tbrougb  tbe  encbanted 
wood  wbicb  was  standing  in  moist  ligbtnings,  and  finally 
to  tbe  tbunder-bouse,  by  way  of  taking  tbe  buming  gar- 
den  from  all  points  into  ber  picturesque  eye  ;  Liana  and 
Albano  attended  ber  tbrougb  all  tbe  walks  of  ber  witb- 
ered,  stale  Arcadia,  and  beld  tbeir  sbattered  bearts  mutely 
and  steadfastly  togetber.  True  to  ber  word  witb  her 
parents,  sbe  gave  bim  no  warmer  look  or  tone  tban  any 
otber,  bat  no  eolder  one  neltber ;  for  her  soul  would  not 
tormenty  but  only  suffer  and  obey.  He  made  —  be 
tbougbt  —  all  bis  looks  and  tones  gentle,  nor  did  tbe 
noble  man  avenge  bimself  by  a  single  manifestation  of 
coldnessy  or  in  fact  of  any  insincere  making-of-friends 
witb  tbe  princely  female-recruiting-officer  of  crowns  and 
bearts.  ^ 

Tbe  Frincess  began  to  be  unintelligible  to  bim.  They 
passed  from  tbe  romantic  to  romance,  tben  to  tbe  ques- 
tion,  wby  it  did  not  portray  marriage.    "Because,"  sbe 

*  An  allosion,  of  conrse,  to  the  theological  dogma  of  the  procession 
of  the  H0I7  Spirit  firom  Father  and  Son.  —  Tb. 
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replied,  "  it  [romance]  cannot  be  without  love."  "  And 
marriage  ?  "  asked  Aibano,  uncourteously.  "  Cannot  ex- 
ist  without  a  fi-iend,"  said  ehe;  "but  Love  is  a  god,  nee 
Dens  intersit,  nisi  dignus  vindice  nodus  inctderit,*'  *  she 
added,  for  she  had  leamed  Latin  for  the  sake  of  the 
poets. 

Bouverot  finished  the  verse,  in  order  to  make  the 
sense  ambiguous,  —  "  Nee  quarta  loqui  persona  laboret*'  f 
No  one  understood  this  last  bat  the  Lector  and  the 
Princess. 

"  Why  are  there  no  lamps  in  that  house?  "  she  inquired. 
**  Who  lives  there  ?  **  She  meant  Spener's  house.  Liana 
answered  only  the  latter  question,  and  concluded  her 
glowing  picture  with  the  words,  *^He  lives  for  immor- 
tality."  "  What  does  he  write  ?  "  inquired  the  Princess, 
misunderstanding  her;  and  Liana  must  needs  give  a 
Christian  explanation  of  the  matter,  whereupon  the  unbe- 
lieving  woman  smiled.  There  arose  forthwith  a  dispute 
for  and  against  the  etemal  sleep,  which  took  up  not  much 
less  time  than  they  needed  for  making  the  circle  of  the 
thunder-house.  The  Princess  began :  "  We  should  have 
quite  as  much  to  say  against  our  every-day  sleep,  if  it 
were  not  a  fact,  as  against  the  etemal  one."  "  More,  too, 
however,  against  our  ever  waking  out  of  it,"  said  Aibano, 
striking  in,  and  cut  short  the  religious  disturbances. 

The  Princess  came  back  again  with  her  inquiries  after 
Spener,  who  had  interested  her  by  bis  long  mourning 
for  her  deceased  father-in-law ;  and  Liana,  sure  of  her 
mother^s  concurrence,  poured  herseif  out  into  a  stream  of 

*  '*  Nor  let  a  god  interpose  nnless  a  knot  occnrs  which  is  worthy  of 
such  helper." 

t  "  Nor  let  a  fourth  person  (i.  e.  when  you  have  the  married  couple 
and  friend)  intnide  his  advioe.*' 
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6peech  and  emotion,  —  her  eyes  were  forbidden  to  shed 
one,  —  on  which  was  borne  along  a  sublime  Image  of  her 
teacher.  How  the  exaltation  of  this  so  delicate,  tender 
60ul  thrilled  her  friend  I  So  in  the  pale,  small  moon  and 
evening  star  do  higher  mountains  rear  themselves  than 
on  our  larger  eartH  I  "  She  was  once  inspired  for  thee, 
too,  but  now  DO  more,"  said  Albano  to  himself,  and  stajed 
behind  aller  all  the  rest  had  gone  on,  because  his  soul  had 
been  long  since  füll  of  pains,  and  because  now  the  Princess 
began  to  displease  him. 

He  posted  himself  alone,  and  looked  at  the  ringing, 
gleaming  war-dance  of  joy.  The  children  ran  illuminated 
through  the  uproar  and  in  the  bright  green  foliage.  The 
tones  hovered  and  hung  twining  together  into  one  wreath, 
high  in  their  ether  above  the  noisy  swarm  of  men,  and 
sang  down  to  them  their  heavenly  songs.  Only  in  me, 
«aid  he  to  himself,  do  the  tones  and  the  lights  toss  a  sea 
of  agony  to  and  fro,  in  no  one  eise,  in  her  not  at  all ;  she 
has  brought  with  her  for  all  others  her  old  gladdening 
heart  of  love,  not  for  me ;  she  has  not  thus  far  suffered, 
fihe  blooms  in  health.  He  eonsidered  not,  however,  that 
in  fact  his  Bti*n^les  also  had  shed  not  a  drop  of  water 
into  the  dark  red  glow  of  his  youth ;  in  Liana  well  might 
woands  fix>m  such  conflicts,  like  those  of  the  scratched 
Aphrodite,  only  dye  the  white  roses  red. 

But  he  determined  to  remain  a  man  before  so  many 
eyes,  and  to  await  the  crisis  and  Liana's  solitude.  He 
therefore  exchanged  several  rational  words  with  his  foster 
relatives  from  Blumenbühl ;  —  he  said  to  Rabette :  "  It 
pleases  you,  does  it  not  ?  "  He  startled,  unintentionally, 
the  Captain,  whb  was  hovering  about  some  new  faces 
from  Haarhaar,  with  the  unmeaning  question,  "  Why  dost 
thou  leave  my  sister  so  alone  ?  " 

B 
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But  as  often  as  he  looked  at  Liana,  who  to-day  went  in 
her  long  veil,  as  the  only  one  without  any  thick,  heavy 
gala-wrappage,  as  if  she  were  a  young,  brealhing,  tender 
form  among  painted  stone  statues,  so  bashfully  putting 
others  to  the  blush,  glistening  and  trembling  like  an 
egrette,  —  so  often  did  masses  of  flaifie  fly  wildly  to  and 
fro  within  him.  Fassion,  as  the  epilepsy  often  does  with 
its  victims,  hurries  us  away,  precisely  at  the  dangerous 
crises  of  life,  to  shores  and  precipices.  He  leaned  his 
head  against  a  tree,  slightly  bowed  down ;  then  Charles 
oame  along  out  of  his  waltzes  of  joy,  and  asked  him,  with 
alarm,  what  provoked  him  so ;  for  his  bending  down  had 
cast  gloomy,  wild  shadows  npon  his  tense,  muscular  face ; 
"  Nothing,"  Said  he,  and  the  face  gleamed  mildly  when  he 
lifted  it  up.  At  this  moment,  also,  came  the  unreflecting 
Kabette,  and  would  fain  draw  him  into  the  general  joy, 
and  Said,  "  Does  anything  ail  thee  ?  "  "  Thou  I "  he  re- 
plied,  and  looked  at  her  very  indignantly. 

"  Gro  ihto  the  gloomy  oak-grove  to  Gaspard's  rock ! " 
eried  his  heart  "  Thy  father  never  bowed ;  be  his  son !" 
Thereupon  he  strode  away  through  the  world  of  bril- 
liancy ;  but  when,  far  within,  amidst  the  darkness,  he 
leaned  his  head  upon  the  rock,  and  the  tones  came  toy- 
ingly  and  teasingly  in  after  him,  and  he  thought  to  him- 
self,  how  he  could  have  loved  such  a  noble  soul,  —  O  how 
exceedingly !  —  then  it  was  as  if  something  said  within 
him,  "  Now  thou  hast  thy  first  sorrow  on  earth  ! " 

As  during  an  earthquake  doors  fly  open  and  bells 
ring,  80  at  the  thought,  "  first  sorrow,"  was  his  soul  rent 
asunder,  and  hard  tears  dashed  down.  But  he  wondered 
at  hearing  himself  weep,  and  indignantly  wiped  his  face 
on  the  cool  moss. 

Weakened,  not  hardened,  he  stepped  out  into  the  en- 
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cbanted  land,  besprinkied  with  glimmering  jewels,  and 
among  the  tones  wliich  came  dancing  more  rapturously 
to  meet  him,  and  ivould  fain  snatch  bis  soul  awaj 
and  lifl  it  up  and  set  it  on  higb  places,  so  that  it  migbt 
look  down  into  far  and  wide  spring-times  of  life !  Here 
on  tbis  once  b]^lsed  soil  he  saw  lying  tbe  sbattered, 
trampled  pearl-string  of  bis  future  days.  "  O  bow  bappy 
we  migbt  bave  been  tbis  evening !"  tbougbt  be,  and  looked 
into  tbe  brigbt  Feast  of  Tabernacles,  into  tbe  gilded  but 
living  brancbwork, — into  tbe  green,  flitting  reflection, 
rocked  by  tbe  nigbt-wind,  and  into  tbe  wild-fire  t)f 
buming  busbes  in  tbe  flowing  waters.  On  tbe  arcbed 
triumpbal  gates  stood  ligbts  like  beaven-descended  con- 
stelkitions  of  tbe  wain,  and  bebind  bim  tbe  dark  clois- 
ter-wall  of  Tartarus,  wbicb  sbowed  sublimely  in  its 
summits  only  single  small  ligbts ;  and,  over  beyond,  tbe 
silent  mountains  sleeping  in  nigbt,  and  bere  tbe  noisy 
life  of  men,  playing  with  tbe  nigbt-butterflies  about  tbe 
lamps ! 

Tbus  does  tbe  fire  witbin  us  of  itself  create  in  us  tbe 
storm-wind  wbicb  fans  it  still  bigber.  Tbe  tones  tbat 
floated  by  bim  spoke  to  bim  every  tbougbt  wbicb  be 
would  fain  kill.  As  man  see&  bimself,  so  does  be  often 
bear  bimself,  in  die  presence  of  a  sound  of  music. 

At  tbis  moment  Liana  went  off  some  distance  from  tbe 
crowd  witb  Augusti.  "  I  will  speak  witb  ber,  tben  it  will 
be  over,"  said  be  to  bimself,  as  be  drew  near  ber,  battling 
and  wrestling  witb  bimself:  be  saw  plainly  ibat  she  wanted 
to  be  back  again  among  stränge  listeners.  ^'  Liana,  wbat 
bave  I  tben  done  to  tbee  ?  "  said  be,  witb  tbe  deep-souled 
tone  of  a  tender  beart,  bitterly  despising  tbe  Lector's 
presence  and  powers.  "Only  do  not  desire  an  answer 
to-day,  dear  Count,"  said  sbe,  tuming  back,  and  took  in 


20  TITAN. 

haste  Augusti's  arm ;  but  he  remarkod  not  that  she  did 
it  to  avoid  sinking.  Upon  this  he  cast  at  the  Lector  a 
fiery  look,  hoping  to  be  offended  and  then  avenged,  —  left 
her  in  haste  and  silenee; — the  sweetest  wine  of  love  a  bot 
ray  had  sharpened  into  vinegar ;  —  and  he  slipped  away, 
without  knowing  it,  into  the  temple  of  dream. 

He  went  up  and  down  therein,  murmuring,  "  Je  ne  suis 
qu*un  songe^ ;  but  was  soon  driven  out  into  Tartarus 
by  bis  disgust  at  so  many  copies  of  himself  moving  round 
with  bim,  and  by  the  etemal  spring  of  tones  flying  after 
him,  which  just  now  beside  the  uptumed  flower-bed  of  lifo 
was  so  intolerable. 

In  Tartarus  all  the  apparatus  of  horror  seemed  to  him 
now  very  diminutive  and  ridiculous.  Just  then,  not  far 
.  from  the  Catacomb  avenue,  Boquairol  and  Rabette  came 
to  meet  him.  Roquairol's  flaming  face  was  extinguished 
and  Rabette's  tumed  backward,  when  Albano  passionately 
strode  forth  to  meet  them,  and,  still  more  imbittered  by 
the  remembrance  of  the  time  when  their  heavens  were  con- 
temporaneous,  and  flaming  up  under  the  wind  which  blew 
upon  bis  glowing  ruins,  attacked  the  Captain  with  :  "  Art 
thou  a  friend?  Art  thou  no  devil?  Thou  hast  re- 
ferred  me  to  this  evening  :•  never,  never  say  a  word  more 
ofit!"  Both  trembled,  confused  and  colorless;  Albano, 
without  further  reflection,  ascribed  the  growing  pale  and 
tuming  away  to  their  sympathy  for  bis  martyrdom. 
What  a  confounding,  hostile  night ! 

He  roved  onward  and  onward,  the  licking  fire  of  the 
joy  and  music  that  pursued  him  tormented  him  unspeaka- 
bly, — the  tones  were  to  him  mocking  tropical  birds  of 
fairer,  warmer  zones  that  came  fluttering  to  meet  him. 
"I  will  just  go  to  my  bed,  so  soon  as  it  once  becomes  still 
within  there ! "     He  was  half  a  mile  off,  when  the  music 
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of  Lilar  still  continued  to  sound  after  him;  he  sternly 
stoppcd  his  ears,  but  Lilar  still  sounded  on  witliin  them,  — 
then  he  perceived  that  he  was  only  listening  to  himself. 
But  all  the  time  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  the  merry  ringing 
must,  as  in  Don  Jtmn^  resolve  itself  into  a  cry  of  murder 
at  the  presence  of  ghosts. 

The  avenue  of  Coming  days  ran  to  a  frightful  point 
before  him,  when  he  now  snatched  out  from  them  the 
moon  of  his  heaven,  which  had  once  gleamed  upon  his 
childish  heart  and  upon  the  paths  of  Blumenbühl.  The 
bloomiog,  daneing  genius  of  his  past,  all  unseen,  with  only 
the  wreath  of  joy  in  its  band,  stole  away  behind  him, 
while  he  struggled  with  the  dark  angel  of  futurity  going 
before  him,  who  dragged  him  along  after  him  through 
sounding  thickets,  —  through  sleepy  villages,  —  through 
moist,  trickling  Valleys.  At  last  Albano  looked  up  to 
heaven,  beneath  the  innumerable  eternal  stars,  to  the 
hanging  blossom-garden  of  God.  "I  am  not  ashamed 
before  you,"  said  he, "  because  I  weep  on  this  ball,  and  am 
oppressed  before  your  immensity.  üp  there  ye  stand,  all 
of  you,  far  asunder,  —  and  on  all  great  worlds  every  poor 
spirit  has,  afler  all,  only  one  little  spot  beneath  its  feet 
where  it  is  happy  or  miserable.  When  only  this  night 
has  once  gone  by,  and  I  ain  gone  to  my  bed ;  to-morrow  I 
shall  certainly  be  a  man  and  stand  fast ! " 

Suddenly  he  heard  several  times  an  almost  exasperated 
cry  of  lamentation.  At  length  he  beheld,  near  a  stream, 
outstretched  white  sleeves  or  arms ;  he  went  to  the  female 
form.  "  Alas!  I  am  blind  of  God,"  said  she  ;  "  I  too  was 
at  the  illumination,  and  have  strayed  away ;  I  am  gener- 
ally  acquainted  with  road  and  lane ;  over  yonder  lies  our 
village ;  I  hear  the  shepherd  dog,  but  I  cannot  find  the 
bridge  over  the  water/'     It  was  the  grown-up  blind  girl 
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of  the  herdsman's  hut  "  Does  it  still  go  on  pleasantly 
there  ?  "  he  asked,  as  he  guided  her  along.  "  All  over ! " 
Said  she.  On  the*  bridge  of  the  Rosana  ehe  would  not, 
out  of  vanity,  let  herseif  be  directed  any  farther. 

He  returaed  through  the  pleasant  bushes,  which  were 
already  dripping  with  the  dew  of  moming,  to  an  eminence 
before  Lilar.  All  was  still  down  below  there ;  a  few 
scattered  lamps  flickered  in  the  flute-dell,  and  in  Tartarus 
a  eouple,  like  deadly  tiger-eyes,  still  lingered.  He  went 
down  into  the  vacant  land  away  over  the  silent,  Hat  grave, 
—  up  through  his  gloomy,  downward-ascending  cavem- 
avenue,  —  and  into  his  bed.  "  To-morrow  I "  said  he  with 
energjf  and  meant  his  vow  of  steadfastness. 


EIGHTEENTH   JUBILEE. 


6aspabd*b  Lxtteb.  —  Thb  B'lxtuenbuhl  Ghübch.  —  Eclipss  of 
THE  Sun  and  of  thb  Soul. 


79.  CYCLE. 

F  in  tbe  foregoing  night  a  stränge,  hostüe 
spirit  cruelly  drove  against  each  other  and 
away  from  each  other  human  beings  with 
bandaged  ejes,  so  will  that  spirit  on  the 
morning  after,  when  from  a  cold  cloud  he  surveyed  hia 
battle-field  with  sparkling  eyes,  have  almost  smiled  at  all 
the  jojs  and  harvests  which  lie  prostrate  round  about  him 
down  below  there. 

In  Blumenbühl,  Rabette,  in  lonely  comers,  wrings  her 
hands  with  trembling  arms,  and  breathes  upon  the  wall- 
plaster,  to  wipe  away  the  redness  of  wet  eyes ;  out  of 
Lilar  comes  Albano,  gloomily  looks  upon  the  earth  instead 
of  its  inhabitants,  and  from  the  astronomical  tower  gazes 
eagerly  into  the  heayens,  and  seeks  no  friend ;  Eoquairol 
musters  up  horses  and  riders,  and  makes  himself,  out  in  the 
country,  a  merry,  drunken  evening ;  Augusti  shakes  his 
head  over  letters  from  Spain,  and  reflects  upon  them  dis- 
agreeably,  but  deeply ;  Liana  leans  in  an  easy-chair,  all 
crushed,  with  her  face  falling  towards  her  Shoulder,  and 
nothing  blooming  in  it  any  longer  save  innocence ;  her 
fiitther  strides  up  and  down,  with  a  reddish-brown  complex« 
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ion ;  she  answers  but  faintly,  lifling  frora  time  to  time 
her  folded  liands  a  little.  Before  the  night-spirit  on  the 
cloud  men's  time  goes  swiftly  by,  as  a  fleeting  pair  of 
wings  without  beak  or  tail ;  the  spuit  has  near  him  the 
distant  week  when  Albano  shall  see  by  night  from  the 
observatory  how  in  the  Blumenbühl  church  there  bums 
an  altar-lighty  how  Liana  kneels  therein  with  uplifted 
hands,  and  how  an  old  man  lays  his  own  on  her  serene, 
ehining  brow,  which  direots  itself  with  tearless  eyes  toward 
heaven. 

The  spirit  looks  down  deeper  into  the  months ;  he 
writhes  around  himself  for  delight,  and  grins  over  all 
dwelling-places  and  pleasure-haunts  of  men  which  lie 
about  him ;  oflten  a  laugh  runs  round  along  all  his  open 
hell-teeth,  only  sometimes  he  gnashes  them  under  the 
Cover  of  the  lip-flesh. 

Look  away,  —  for  he  too  sees  and  wills  it,  —  and  step 

down  from  the  wintry  spectre  among  the  warm  children  of 

men,  and  on  the  firm  ground  of  reality,  where  flying  time, 

like  the  flying  earth,  seems  to  rest  upon  steadfast  roots, 

-  and  where  only  etemity,  like  the  sun,  seems  to  rise. 

Albano's  wound,  which  cut  through  his  whole  inner 
man,  you  can  best  measure  by  the  bandage  which  he 
ßought  to  bind  around  it  Our  grief  may  be  guessed  from 
the  solace  and  self-deception  we  resort  to.  The  next 
moming  he  let  his  griefs  discourse  aoross  one  another,  and 
lay  still,  before  their  funeral  wail,  as  a  corpse;  then  he 
rose  up,  and  spoke  thus  to  himself:  "  Only  one  of  two 
things  is  possible,  — either  she  is  still  true  to  me,  and  only 
her  parents  now  constrain  her,  —  then  they  again  must  be 
constrained,  and  there  is  nothing  at  all  to  be  lamented,  — 
or  eise,  from  some  weakness  or  other,  perhaps  towards 
her  tyrannical  and  belpved  par^nt^,  she  i^  np  ipnger  true 
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to  me,  or  it  may  be  out  of  coldness  toward  me,  or  from 
religious  scruples,  error,  and  so  on ; .  in  that  case  I  see,'* 
he  continued,  and  tried  to  tread  his  two  feet  deeper  and 
firmer  into  the  ground,  without,  however,  having  any  j^wr- 
chasej  ^  nothing  eise  to  be  done  than  to  do  nothing ;  not  to 
be  a  crying  suckling,  a  groaning  sickling,  but  an  iron 
man ;  n9t  to  weep  blood  over  a  past  heart,  over  the  ashes 
of  deatL  lying  deep  upon  all  fields  and  plantations  of  my 
youth,  and  over  my  monstrous  grief."  Thus  did  he  delude 
himself,  and  mistake  the  necessity  of  consolation  for  its 
actual  presence. 

Every  eveninghe  visited  the  star-tower  out  of  the  eity,  on 
the  Blumenbühl  heights.  He  found  the  old,  solitary,  meagre, 
etemally-reekoning,  wifeless,  and  childless  keeper,  always 
friendly  and  unembarrassed  as  a  child,  making  no  inquiries 
after  war-news,  Journals  of  fashion,  and  poesies,  and  never 
paying  moneyforhis  pleasure,  exeept  for  postage  to  Bode 
and  Zach.  But  the  old  eye  sparkled  when  it  looked  from 
under  the  sparse  eyebrows  into  heaven,  and  his  heart 
and  tongue  rose  to  poetry  when  he  spoke  of  the  highest 
mundane  spot,  the  light  heaven  over  the  dark,  low  earth, 
—  of  the  immense,  universal  sea  without  shore,  wherein 
the  spirit,  which  in  vain  seeks  to  fly  across  it,  sinks  ex- 
hausted,  and  whose  ebb  and  flow  only  the  Infinite  One 
sees  at  the  foot  of  his  throne,  —  and  of  the  hope  of  a  starry 
heaven  after  death,  which  then  no  earthly  disk,  as  now, 
shall  intersect,  but  which  shall  arch  itself  around  itself, 
without  beginning  and  without  end. 

If  Socrates  humbled  the  proud  Alcibiades  with  a  map 
of  the  World,  so,  when  this  in  tum  is  annihilated  by  a 
Chart  of  the  heavens,  must  our  pride  and  sorrow  oft  the 
earth  be  still  more  put  to  the  blush.  Albano  was  ashamed 
to  think  of  himself,  when  he  looked  up  into  the  immense 
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ascending  night  above  him,  wherein  days  and  moming 
twilights  abide  and  move.  He  edified  himself  and  bis 
teacber  wben  be  spoke  of  this :  how  even  now  overbead, 
in  tbe  immensity,  spring-times  and  paradises  of  new-bom 
worlds  and  tbundering  *  suns  and  eartbs  buming  up  are 
flying  across  eacb  otber's  patbs,  and  we  stand  bere  below 
like  deaf  men  under  tbe  sublime  burricane,  and  tbe  roar- 
ing  tempest  and  torrent  sbows  itself  to  us,  so  far  ofl^  only 
as  a  still,  stationary,  wbite  rainbow  on  tbe  brow  of  nigbt 

As  often  as  Albano's  great  eye  came  back  from  beaven, 
it  found  tbe  eartb  brigbter  and  ligbter.  But  at  lengtb  tbe 
nigbt  came,  wbich  tbe  bostile  spirit  bad  already  so  long 
lived  in  anticipation.  It  was  already  very  late,  and  tbe 
beavens  quite  serene ;  tbe  nebulae  crowded  down  nearer, 
as  bigber  market-towns ;  f  tbe  sky  seemed  more  wbite 
tban  blue.  Albano  tbougbt  of  tbe  bidden  loved  one, 
wbo,  were  sbe  by  bis  side,  would  still  more  consecrate 
tbe  beavens  and  bimself  witb  her  beartful  of  unceasing 
prayers ;  wben  suddenly,  tbrougb  bis  lowered  telescope, 
be  espied  ligbt  in  tbe  Blumenbübl  churcb,  —  tbe  princely 
vault  open,  —  Liana  kneeling  at  tbe  altar,  witb  uplifted 
bands,  —  and  an  old  man  near  ber,  as  if  blessing  ber. 
FeaxfuUy  stood  tbe  torcb-flames  and  Liana's  face  and 
arms  upside  down ;  for  tbe  telescope  caused  everytbing  to 
appear  inverted. 

Albano,  sbuddering,  begged  tbe  astronomer  to  look  tbat 
way.  He  too  saw  tbe  apparitions,  to  bim,  bowever,  name- 
less.    "There  are  probably  people  in  tbe  cburcb,"  said 

•  Angela»  Song  in  Faust,  where  the  sirn  completes  his  course  with 
Donnergang.  —  Tr. 

t  Nebelflecken  and  Marktflecken  are  the  German  words  ;  Flecken, 
like  OUT  9wX,  having  two  meauings,  as  if  we  should  say  spoi»  of  mist 
and  dwelling-4po<g.  —  Tb. 
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he,  indifferently.  But  Albano  rushed  down,  —  hardly  al- 
lowing  the  astonished  astronomer  time  to  call  out  after 
him  with  an  invitation  to  the  total  eclipse  of  the  sun  to- 
morrow,  —  and  ran  toward  Blumenbühl.  How  his  heart 
wore  itself  out  in  the  race,  and  most  of  all  in  the  hoUows, 
where  he  lost  sight  of  the  illuminated  church,  must  remain 
a  secret,  beeause  it  was  hidden  even  from  himself  in  the 
tempest  of  his  feelings.  At  last  he  saw  the  white  church 
before  him,  but  the  church-windows  were  without  any 
light  He  knocked  hard  at  the  iron  church-door,  and 
Glied,  **Open!"  he  heard  only  the  echo  in  the  empty 
church,  and  nothing  more. 

So  he  went  back,  with  a  stormy  past  in  his  bosom,  through 
the  sleeping  night :  the  earth  was  to  him  a  spirit-island, 
the  spirit-islands  were  to  him  earths ;  his  being,  his  city 
of  Grod  was  buming  up,  he  feit 

It  lay  on  the  morrow  still  in  füll  glow,  when  the  Lector 
came  to  him,  and  brought  him  the  incomprehensible  mes- 
sage  from  Liana,  that  she  wished,  about  noon,  to  speak 
with  him  alone  in  Lilar.  He  was  not  this  time  enraged 
against  the  snspected  messenger,  and  said,  füll  of  wonder, 
"  Yes."  With  what  bold,  adventurous  forma  does  our  life- 
eloud  rise  to  heaven,  ere  it  disappears  I 

80.  CYCLE. 

LET  US  go  to  Liana,  with  whom  the  riddles  dwell ! 
On  the  moming  afler  the  illuminated  night  she  feit, 
upon  reflection,  for  the  first  time,  the  horrible  effort  with 
which  she  had  kept  the  promise  of  silence  made  to  her 
parents ;  she  sank  down  with  unstrung  energies,  but  also 
with  renewed  and  ardent  fidelity.  "  What,"  she  kept  con- 
tmnallj  saying  to  herseif, — ^what  then  had  tMs  nobk 
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man  done  to  deserve  that  I  should  cause  him  a  whole 
evening  füll  of  pangs  ?  How  often  he  looked  at  me  im* 
plormgly  and  judgingly  I  O  that  I  might  have  been  per- 
mitted  to  hold  up  thj  beautiful  head,  when  thou  leanedst  it 
heavily  against  the  rough  pine-bark ! "  What  had  made 
her  most  melancholj  in  the  heavy  midnight  had  been  bis 
silent  disappearance ;  how  oflen  had  she  looked  up  at 
his  thunder-house  outwardlj  illuminated  with  lamps,  while 
within  only  darkness  lay  at  the  window !  Now  she  feit 
how  near  he  dwelt  to  her  soul ;  and  she  wept  the  whole 
morning  over  the  night,  and  the  ray  of  love  stung  her 
more  and  more  hotly,  just  as  buming-glasses  bring  the 
sun  before  us  more  potently  when  it  looks  down  just  after 
rain.  The  mother  showed  her  gratitude  to  her  to-day  for 
her  yesterday's  sacrifice  in  keeping  her  word  by  retuming 
love  and  confidence;  though  the  father  did  not  by  any 
means,  since  witli  him  one  was  as  little  saved  by  good 
works  as  with  the  eider  Lutherans,  but  only  damned  for 
the  want  of  them ;  even  now,  however,  when  the  parents 
had  drawn  from  the  previous  night  the  newest  hopes  of 
renunciation,  the  daughter  could  not  humor  a  Single  one 
of  them. 

How  often  she  thought  of  Gaspard's  letterl  Is  it  a 
shot-off  arrow,  which,  with  a  wound  on  its  poisonous 
point,  is  on  its  slow  way  from  Spain  to  Germany,  or  the 
friendly  light  of  a  never  yet  seen  fixed  star,  just  entered 
upon  its  distant  track  towards  our  lower  world  ? 

Augusti  had,  however,  received  the  letter  even  before 
the  night  of  the  illumination,  only  he  had  not  found  good 
reasons  for  delivering  it.     Here  it  is  :  — 

"  I  must  needs  value  your  anxiety  very  much,  without, 
however,  adopting  it     Albano's  love  for  Mademoiselle 
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von  Fr.,  in  whom  I  have  already  formerly  remarked, 
with  great  pleasure,  a  certain  virtuosity  *  in  virtue,  so  to 
speak,  secures  us  and  him  against  the  inf  uence  of  the 
^hostly  machinery,  and  against  connections  of  other  kinda 
which  might  well  be  more  dangerous  for  bis  studies  and 
his  warm  blood.  Only  one  must  leave  this  kind  of  youtb- 
fiil  plays  to  tbeir  own  course.  If  be  becomes  too  dosely 
attacbed  to  ber,  tben  be  may  see  to  tbe  denauement  of 
tbe  affair.  Wby  sbaU  we  cut  tbis  pleasure  still  sberter 
for  him,  wben  you,  too,  already  complain  to  me  of  tbe 
sickliness  of  tbe  fair  one  ?  In  tbe  latter  part  of  autuma 
I  shall  see  bim.  His  brave,  vigorous  nature  will  know 
well  bow  to  bear  privation.  Assare  tbe  Froulay  bouse 
of  my  best  sentiments, 

G.  D.  C." 

Tbe  Lector  woald  gladly  bave  tbrown  tbis  letter  into 
tbe  paper-mill,  so  little  was  tbere  in  it  that  was  "  ostensi* 
Wc."  To  be  sure,  Gaspard's  murderously  polisbed  and 
pointed  irony  about  Liana's  sickliness,  if  be  sbowed  ber 
tbe  letter,  would  still  remain,  to  tbis  innocent,  unsuspect- 
ing  peace-princess,  a  sbeatbed  blade.  Tbe  nortb-wind  of 
egotism,  too,  wbieb  ran  tbrougb  tbe  communication  would 
not,  as  it  was,  afler  all,  a  favorable  side-wind  for  Albano's 
prosperous  passage  tbrougb  life,  be  feit  or  beeded  by  tbe 
lovers ;  but  tbat  was  tbe  very  rub ;  for  sbe  migbt  look 
upon  Gaspard's  disguised  "  No "  as  a  "  Yes,"  and  just 
fatally  entangle  berself  in  tbe  tbread  wbereby  a  friend 
would  draw  ber  up  over  ber  steep  precipice. 

Meanwbile  tbe  letter  must  be  delivered ;  but  be  did  it 
witb  long,  besitating  evasions,  wbicb  were  intended  appar- 
ently  to  witbdraw  tbe  veil  for  ber  from  tbe  covered  "  No.** 

*  A  coqaetting  with  yirtue  as  a  yirtuoso,  of  conne  Gaspard  meanfl« 
The  Word  corresponds  to  reUgioriiy.  —  Tb. 
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Slie  read  it  with  fear,  smiled,  weeping,  at  the  murderons 
irony,  and  said,  softly,  "  Yes  indeed ! "  The  Lector  had 
already  half  a  hope  m  his  eye.  "  K  the  knight,"  said 
she,  "  thinks  so,  can  I  do  less  ?  No,  good  Albano  ;  now 
I  remain  true  to  thee.  My  life  is  so  short,  therefore  let 
it  be  cheering  and  devoted  to  him  as  long  as  is  in  my 
power." 

She  thanked  the  Lector  so  wannly  and  pleasantly  for 
the  arrow  from  Spain,  that  he  had  not  the  capacity  of 
being  hard  enough  to  thrust  home  its  darkly  poisoned  end 
into  the  fiEur  heart  She  begged  him,  for  the  sake  of 
spanng  him,  not  to  be  present  at  her  firm  explanation 
with  her  father,  but  rather,  at  most,  out  of  indulgence 
to  her  own  and  her  mother's  feelings,  to  take  upon  him- 
self  the  task  of  making  her  explanation  to  her  mother. 
He  consented  simply  to  —  both,  instead  of  one,  of  these 
things. 

The  gentle  form  stepped  quietly  into  her  father's  pres- 
ence,  and  there,  shrinking  not  before  thunder  and  light- 
ning,  carried  her  explanation  through  to  a  close,  saying 
that  she  severely  rued  her  disapproved  love,  that  she 
would  bear  all  penalties,  and  do  and  sufier  all,  both  here 
and  with  the  Princess,  as  "  ehtr  phre  "  should  demand, 
but  that  she  dared  not  longer  offend  the  innocent  Count 
of  Zesara  by  the  show  of  a  most  undutiful  desertion.  At 
this  address  the  Minister,  who  had  sufifered  himself,  in 
consequence  of  her  recent  submissive  self-denial,  to  be 
lifted  up  by  refreshing  expectations,  now  stretched  pros- 
trate on  the  ground,  dashed  down  from  his  Tarpeian  rock, 
could  not  utter  a  Single  sound  but  this :  ^^  Imb^cille !  thou 
marriest  Herr  von  Bouverot;  he  takes  thy  picture  to- 
morrow ;  thou  sittest  to  him."  He  took  her,  with  stem 
band  and  three  terribly  long  strides,  to  his  lady.     "  She 
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will  remain,"  said  he,  "  under  guard  in  her  Chamber ;  no 
one  raay  visit  her  except  mj  son-in-law;  he  will  paint 
the  Imbecille  en  mimature."  "  Go,  Imb^ille  1 "  said  he, 
beside  himself.  Her  entire  want  of  womanly  cunning  had 
actually,  to  the  statesman,  drawn  a  curtain  over  her  deep» 
Sharp  eye«  A  straightforward  man  and  mind  resembles 
a  straight  allej,  which  appears  onlj  half  as  long  as  one 
which  runs  by  crooks  and  tums. 

The  Lector,  who  never  meant  to  be  regarded  as  a 
ßpecial  amateor  of  connubial  sham-fights,  had  alreadj 
taken  himself  off.  The  thirty  years'  war  of  the  spoosea 
—  for  it  only  wanted  a  few  years  of  that  —  gained  life 
and  reinforcement  The  old  bridegroom  diffused  over  hia 
face  that  convulsive  smile  which,  with  some  men,  resem- 
bles  the  convulsive  quiver  of  the  cork  when  it  announces 
the  bite  of  the  fish.  He  asked  whether  he  were  now 
wrong  in  trusting  neither  daughter  nor  mother,  both  of 
whom  he  charged  with  a  partisan  understanding  against 
him,  and  insisted  that  now,  af^er  such  proofs,  he  ought  not 
to  be  blamed  either  for  stricter  measures  or  for  a  straight- 
forward march  to  his  object;  and  with  the  sitting,  for 
which  the  German  gentleman  had  twice  begged  him,  he 
commenced  the  campaign.  The  Minister's  lady,  as  a 
punishment  for  Liana,  remained  silent  on  the  subject  of 
so  exoessively  great  a  present  to  Bouverot  as  a  miniature 
likeness  would  be. 

The  tender  daughter,  jammed  and  crushed  in  the  meet- 
ing  between  two  stone  statues,  represented  to  her  mother, 
that  she  could  not  possibly  hold  out  under  so  long  inspec- 
tion  of  a  man's  eye,  and  least  of  all  Herr  von  Bouverot's, 
whose  looks  oflen  went  like  thoms  into  her  soul.  Here- 
upon  the  father  replied  and  retorted  in  the  mother's  name, 
by  drawing  a  chalr  up  to  the  desk,  and  inviting,  oü  the 
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spot,  the  German  gentleman  to  come  to-morrow  and  paint. 
Then  Liana  was  sent  awaj  with  a  word  which  drew  evea 
fix>m  this  delicate  flower  the  üghtning-spark  of  a  momen- 
tarj  hatred. 

The  Imperial  peace-protocol  lay  open  now  before'  the 
two  spouses,  and  there  merelj  wanted  some  one  to  dic- 
tate,  when  the  Minister's  lady  rose  up,  and  said,  "  You 
must  leam  to  respect  me  more." 

She  had  the  coach  tackled,  and  drove  off  to  the  Court 
Chaplain,  Spener's.  She  knew  Liana's  respect  for  him, 
and  his  omnipotence  over  her  pious  disposition.  Even  to 
herseif  he  was  still  imposing.  Down  from  that  earlier 
theological  age  in  which  the  Lutheran  Father-confessor 
still  reigned  nearer  to  the  Catholic,  he  had,  through  the 
power  and  magnanimity  of  his  character,  brought  a  shep- 
herd's  staff,  which  was  distinguished  from  a  bishop's  staff 
only  by  belog  made  of  better  wood.  She  must  needs 
narrate  to  him  twice  over  Liana's  relations ;  the  ardent, 
indignant  old  man  could  not  at  all  comprehend  or  believe 
a  love  which  must  have  been  spun  out  right  under  his  old 
eyes  without  his  knowledge.  "  Your  excellence,"  he  at 
length  answered,  ^'  has,  indeed,  committed  a  mistake  in  not 
communicating  to  me  this  important  circumstance  before 
to-day.  How  easily,  with  God's  help,  would  I  have  con- 
ducted  aU  to  a  blessed  issue  I  However,  there  is  nothing 
lost  Let  your  excellence  send  the  maiden  this  very 
night  to  me,  but  alone,  without  you ;  that  must  be  done  ; 
then  I  stand  pledged  for  the  rest  I " 

Objections  and  cautions  would  merely  have  inflamed 
the  old  man's  ambition  and  anger,  —  both  which  still 
worked  on  beneath  the  ice  of  his  hoary  hair ;  she  therefore 
confidently  promised  him  all,  with  that  submissiveness, 
which  she  had  also  transmitted  as  an  inheritance  to  Liana. 
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Right  hopefuUy  did  Liana  receive  the  command  of  a 
night  ride  to  the  good,  pious  f ather.  She  starte J  oflf  with 
only  her  devoted  maiden.  With  deeply  agitated  soul  she 
appeared  before  her  father-confessor.  She  opened  herseif 
to  him  as  to  a  God ;  he  decided  just  as  if  he  were  one. 
What  a  sight  for  another  eye  less  proud  than  Spener's 
would  have  been  this  lowly,  but  composed  saint,  whose 
heart,  like  a  sunbeam,  always  appeared  loveliest  in  its 
breaking  asunder. 

But  here  the  history  moves  in  veils!  The  cid  man 
commanded  her  maiden  to  stay  behind,  and  took  her  alone 
over  into  the  silent  BlumenbühL  He  unlocked  for  her  the 
church,  lighted  a  torch  at  the  altar,  in  order  that  the  deso- 
late darkness  might  not  play  any  prelude  to  her  timid  eye^ 
and  completed  what  her  parents  could  not. 

How  he  extorted  from  her  the  promise  to  renounce  her 
Albano  forever  is  a  mystery  watched  and  hidden  by  the 
Great  Sphinx  of  the  oath  which  she  swore  to  him,  —  only 
the  far-ofif  man,  who  lost  the  fair  soul,  had  from  the  ob- 
servatory  of  the  suns  gazed  at  the  bright  church-windows 
and  discovered  behind  them  disturbing  apparitions,  with« 
out  knowing  that  they  were  true,  and  decided  his  Hfe. 

She  went  back  again  coldly  across  the  meadows  and 
mountains  of  old  days,  which  had  once  been  so  bright,  to 
the  dwelling  of  the  old  man,  who  dismissed  her  with  greater 
reverence  than  had  marked  his  reception  of  her.  On  the 
nigbt-joumey  she  was  mute,  and  wrapped  up  in  herseif, 
and  exchanged  not  a  word  with  her  maiden.  Her  parents 
still  awaited  her ;  the  mother  looked  anxiously  out  into  the 
night  and  into  the  future.  At  length  the  living  carriage 
roUed  into  the  court.  Great  and  mighty  as  one  who,  hav- 
ing  been  executed  in  innocence,  Starts  up  into  life  again 
before  the  dissector  and,  regarding  him  as  the  judge  on 
2*  o 
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high,  speaks  with  unfettered  freedom  and  gladness,  so  did 
ehe  come  into  the  presence  of  her  parents :  like  the  cold 
marble  of  a  god's  form,  she  stood  tbere,  pale,  tearlessly 
cold  and  calm.  She  knew  it  not,  and  she  willed  it  not,  but 
she  soared  high  over  life,  even  beyond  a  child's  love,  —  she 
eould  not  kiss  her  mother  so  fervently  as  once,  —  she  stood 
ondismajed  before  her  blustering  father,  and  said,  then, 
without  a  tear,  without  emotion,  without  a  blush,  and  with 
soft  voiee,  "  I  have  this  night  renouneed  my  love  before 
God.  The  pious  father  has  convineed  me."  ^  And  had 
the  man  better  reasons  for  it  in  petto  than  I  ?  '*  said  Frou- 
lay.  "  Yes,"  said  she ;  "  but  I  have  swom  in  the  Tem- 
ple  to  keep  silence  mitil  time  discloses  all.  Now  I  pray 
you  by  the  All-just  One  only  to  allow  me  to  give  him  back 
in  person  bis  letters,  and  teil  him  that  I  cease  to  be  bis, 
not,  however,  from  fickleness,  but  from  duty ;  I  entreat 
this,  dear  parents.  Then  may  God  dispose  of  the  rest, 
and  I  shall  never  be  disobedient  to  yoü  again."  The 
wretched  father,  puffed  up  still  more  by  this  triumph, 
wouM  fain  have  made  this  last  prayer  of  the  dying  heart 
bitter  to  her,  and  even  insinuated  a  flying  suspicion  of  the 
motive  of  the  interview ;  but  the  mother,  smitten  in  her 
fair  soul  by  the  fsdrest,  interceded  warmly,  and  contemp- 
tuously  and  arbitrarily  decided  in  the  affirmative.  Nor 
did  Liana  seem  to  take  much  notice  of  the  patemal  No. 
When  he  had  gone,  the  mother,  weeping  for  bliss,  snatched 
the  silent  form  to  her  embrace ;  but  Liana  wept  not  so 
easily  upon  her  bosom  as  once  out  of  love,  whether  it  was 
that  her  heart  was  too  much  exalted,  or  that  it  came  back 
just  as  slowly  into  the  old  condition  as  it  went  out  of  it. 
•'  Beceive  thanks,  daughter,"  said  the  mother ;  "  I  shall 
now  make  thy  life  more  happy."  "  It  was  happy  enough. 
I  was  to  die ;  therefore  I  must  needs  love,"  said  she.     So 
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she  went  smiling  into  the  arms  of  sleep,  with  hard-beating 
heart.  Bat  in  dream  it  appeared  to  her  as  if  she  were 
sinking  away  in  a  swoon,  losing  her  mother,  and  struggling 
up  again  fearfuUj  out  of  the  grasp  of  flying  death,  and  then 
weeping  for  joy  that  she  lived  again.  Thereupon  she 
awoke,  and  the  glad  drops,  sofüj  released  by  the  dream, 
still  flowed  from  her  open  eyes,  and  soflened  like  a  thaw- 
ing-wind  the  stiff  soil  of  life. 

Ye  great  or  blessed  spirits  above  us !  When  man  here, 
under  the  poor  clouds  of  life,  throws  away  his  fortune,  be- 
cause  he  prizes  it  less  than  his  heart,  then  is  he  as 
blessed  and  as  great  as  you.  And  we  are  all  worthy  of  a 
holier  earth,  because  the  sight  of  the  sacrifice  exalts,  and 
does  not  oppress  us,  and  because  we  shed  buming  tears, 
not  &om  pity,  bat  from  the  deepest,  holiest  love  and  joy» 

81.   CYCLE. 

WARMLY  Mid  brilliantly  did  the  sun,  who  to- 
day,  like  the  unhappy  one,  was  to  be  eclipsed, 
begin  his  morning  race.  Liana  awoke  on  the  burial-day 
■  of  her  love,  not  with  yesterday's  strength,  bat  faint  and 
languid,  somewhat  cheered,  however,  by  the  prospect  of  a 
retum  of  her  peaceful  time.  The  mother,  although  her- 
seif sickly,  pressed  her,  early  in  the  morning,  to  her  heart, 
in  Order  to  prove  the  pulse  of  the  heart  most  precious 
to  her.  Liana  looked  affectionately  and  yeamingly,  with 
moist  eye,  into  her  moist  eye  a  long  time,  and  was  silent. 
**What  wilt  thou?"  asked  her  mother.  "Mother,  love 
me  more  now,  as  I  am  alone,"  said  she.  Then  in  her 
mother's  presenöe  she  bound  together  all  Albano's  letters, 
without  reading  them,  except  the  one  in  which  he  begs 
her  brother  for  his  love.     She  sported  with  her  mother. 
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as  fate  does  with  us  and  as  poor  parents  do  with  their 
children,  who  at  first  give  them  bright,  gay  garments,  be- 
cause  these  are  more  easilj  djed  into  dark  ones. 

Her  mother  sought  graduallj  to  take  awaj  from  her 
her  Spiritual  fantasies,  the  death-moss,  as  it  were,  which 
düng  sucking  to  her  green,  joung  life.  ^^Thou  seest," 
Said  she^'^^how  thj  angel  can  err,  since  he  approved  thy 
love,  which  thou  now  condemnest."  Bat  she  had  an 
answer:  ^^No,  the  pious  father  said,  it  had  been  right 
until  the  time  when  he  told  me  the  secret,  and  that  the 
Bible  sajs,  one  must  forsake  everjthing  for  loye.''  Thus, 
then,  does  this  poor  creature,  as  they  teil  of  the  bird  of 
Parädise,  soar  straight  upward  in  heaven,  until  she  drops 
down  dead. 

She  manifested  to  her  mother  almost  a  feverish  gayety, 
—  a  sunshine  on  the  last  day  of  the  year.  She  said,  how 
it  refreshed  her,  that  she  could  now  speak  freely  with  her 
dear  mother  of  her  former  lovely  days.  She  portrayed 
to  her  Albano's  great,  glowing  heart,  and  how  he  deseryed 
the  sacrifice,  and  the  "pearly  hours"  which  they  had 
lived  together.  "  After  all,**  said  she,  cheerfully,  but  in 
such  a  way  that  tears  came  into  the  hearer's  eyes,  "  noth- 
ing of  it  has  really  passed  away.  Bemembrances  last 
longer  than  present  reality,  as  I  have  conserved  blossoms 
many  years,  but  never  fruits."  Yes,  there  are  tender 
female  souls  which  intoxicate  themselves  only  among  the 
blossoms  of  the  vineyard  of  joy,  as  others  do  only  with 
the  berries  of  the  vine-hilL  The  Lector's  note  arrived 
with  the  intelligence  that  Albano  was  awaiting  her  in 
Lilar. 

Now,  as  the  hour  of  interview  drew  so  near,  she  grew 
more  and  more  uneasy.  "  If  I  can  only  persuade  him," 
said  she,  ''that  I  haye  acted  as  an  upright  maidenl" 
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Before  exchanging  her  moming  Chamber  for  the  moum- 
ing-carriage,  she  set  all  things  to  rights  there  for  drawmg, 
when  she  should  retum ;  she  had,  she  said,  had  a  very 
bad  dream,  but  she  hoped  it  would  not  come  to  pass. 

With  her  work-basket  on  her  arm,  in  which  the  letters 
laj,  she  stepped  into  the  carriage,  which  thej  had  to  open, 
because  its  sultrj  air  oppressed  her.  But  the  soltriness 
was  the  breath  and  atmosphere  of  her  own  spirit,  and 
everything  beautifhl  which  met  her  became  to  her  to-daj 
a  bennmbing  poison-flower.  FearfiiUy  she  kept  grasping 
and  pressing  the  band  of  her  mother,  because  every  cry, 
every  form  that  darted  by,  fluttered  over  her  like  a  rus- 
tHng  storm-bird ;  a  crier,  with  bis  rough  tone,  cut  across 
her  nerves ;  they  trembled  more  gently  again,  only  when 
a  pastor  and  bis  servant  passed  by  with  the  sick-cup  for 
the  evening  drink  of  weary  people.  O,  the  fair  way 
was  long  to  her!  She  had  so  long  to  hold  together 
with  fainting  powers  the  breaking  heart,  which  was  to 
speak  so  firmly  and  decidedly  and  distinctly  with  her 
beloved. 

The  sky  was  blue,  and  yet  neither  of  them  remarked 
that  it  was  beginning  to  be  dark  without  clouds,  since  the 
moon  already  stood  with  her  night  upon  the  sun.  As 
they  passed  over  the  woodland  bridge  into  the  living 
lälar,  where  on  all  branches  hung  the  old  bridal-dresses 
of  a  decorated  past,  Liana  said,  with  intense  eamestness,  to 
her  mother :  "  For  God's  sake,  not  into  the  old  Castle  of 
the  dead ! "  ♦  "  But  which  way  then  ?  That  is  bis  ren- 
dezvous,'*  said  the  mother.  "  Anywhere  eise,  —  into  the 
Dream-temple.  He  sees  us  already  ;  yonder  he  goes 
over  the  gates,**  said  she.  "  God  Ahnighty  be  with  thee, 
and  speak  not  long,"  said  the  weeping  mother,  as  she  went 
*  Where  the  Prince  had  died  and  she  had  been  made  blind. 
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from  her  into  the  tetnple,  in  whose  mirrors  ehe  could 
behold  the  parting  of  the  innocent  beings. 

Albano  came  slowlj  along  down  through  the  walks ;  he 
had  cleared  his  eye  of  tears  and  bis  heart  of  storms.  O, 
how  had  he  hitherto,  like  a  long-tossed  mariner,  peered 
into  his  dark  clouds,  in  order  between  their  mistj  peaks 
to  discover  the  moantain-peaks  of  a  green  continent  I  — 
that  he  was  to-day  to  lose  so  mach,  namelj  all,  his  most 
moumful  condusions  had  not  gone  so  far  as  that ;  naj,  he 
maintained  so  much  tranquillitjr,  that  he  sent  back  over- 
head  the  little  Pollax,  who  came  danciiig  after,  not  with 
threats,  but  withpresents. 

At  last  he  stood  with  quivering  lips  before  the  belored, 
beautiful  form,  who,  childlike,  pale,  trembling,  and  watch- 
ing  her  work-basket,  looked  upon  him  a  little,  and  then 
struggled  with  her  sinking  ejes.  Then  his  heart  melted ; 
the  flood  of  old  love  rushed  back  high  into  his  life. 
*^  Liana,"  said  he,  in  the  soflest  tone,  and  drops  feil  from 
his  ejes,  ^  art  ihon  still  mj  Liana  ?  I  am  still  the  same  as 
ever ;  and  hast  thou  too  not  changed  ?  "  But  she  jcould 
not  saj  no.  A  gash  was  made  into  the  arteries  of  her 
life,  and  tears  sprang  up  instead  of  blood.  His  good  form, 
bis  familiär,  brotherlj  voice  stood  again  so  near  to  her,  and 
his  hand  held  hers  again,  and  jet  all  was  over ;  a  bot  suiü- 
glance  flashed  across  her  former  flowerj  garden-life,  and 
ßhowed  it  in  a  melancholy  illumination,  but  it  laj  far  from 
her.  "  Let  us,"  he  went  on, "  be  streng  nowat  this  Singu- 
lar meeting  again.  Teil  me  very  briefly  everything,  why 
thou  hast  hitherto  been  so  silent  and  done  so.  I  have 
nothing  to  say,  —  then  let  all  be  forgotten."  He  had 
unconsciously  raised  her  hand,  but  the  hand  pressed  itself 
down  and  trembled  withaL  •*  Dost  thou  tremble,  or  do 
I  ?  "  said  he,     «I,  Albano,"  said  she,  "  but  not  from  any 
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fimlt :  I  am  true,  O  God,  I  am  true  even  unto  death !  * 
He  looked  upon  her  with  a  wild,  wondering  look.  "  To 
yoM,  to  you  I  am  so,  but  it  is  all  over,"  she  cried,  con- 
founded  and  confounding.  "No^"  ehe  added,  command- 
iogly,  as  he  was  acddentallj  on  the  pomt  of  goug  with 
her  out  of  the  perspective  ränge  of  the  Dream-temple,-— 
^  no,  mj  mother  wishes  to  8ee  us  from  the  Dream-temple 
yonder." 

He  grew  red  at  the  matemal  espionage ;  his  eye  flashed 
into  hers  a  certain  resentment  against  the  ^  you,"  and  his 
hot  looks  wanted  to  draw  out  of  her  agitated  face  the 
delaying  riddle.  Necessity  commanded  strength;  sha 
began. 

"  Here  "  —  she  stammered,  and  could  hardly  raise  the 
basket  for  trembling,  ^'  your  letters  to  me  I "  He  took 
them  gently.  "  I  have  reaigned  you,"  she  continued ;  "  my 
parents  are  not  to  blame,  although  they  did  not  like  omr 
love.  There  is  a  mystery,  which  ^sonceiiis  merely  you 
and  your  happiness,  that  has  constrained  me  to  part  from 
you  and  from  every  joy."  "  Do  you  wish  your  letterg 
too  ?  "  Said  he.  "  My  parents  —  "  said  she.  "  The  mys^ 
tery  about  me?"  said  he.  "An  oath  binds  me,"  said 
she.  "Last  mght  in  the  church  at  Blumenbühl  before 
the  priest  ?  "  he  asked.  She  covered  her  eyes  with  her 
hand  and  nodded  slowly. 

"  O  God ! "  cried  he,  weeping  aloud,  "  is  it  thus  with 
life  and  joy  and  all  truth  ?  So  ?  How  ye  have  lied  "  — 
he  looked  at  his  letters — "about  etemal  fidelity  and  love! 
Whom  did  you  mean  then,  ye  hellish  liars  ?  "  He  flung 
them  away.  Liana  was  about  to  pick  them  up ;  he  trod 
on  them  violently,  and  looked  bitterly  upon  the  affrighted 
one.  Now  he  feil  into  a  storm,  and  drew  and  poured  out, 
like  a  water-wheel  during   the  influx  of  the  floods,  his 
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tumultuous,  suffering  breast,  and  ceased  not  bis  crael 
pictures  of  his  love,  her  weakness,  her  coldness,  his  pain, 
her  former  oaths,  and  her  present  violated  one  about  his 
mysterioas  fortune,  which  he  said  he  did  not  want  at  alL 
Her  silence  wrought  bim  up  to  a  wilder  whirL  Her  quick, 
intense  breatbing  he  beard  not 

^^  Do  not  torment  tbjself.  It  is  all  impossible  now,"  she 
answered,  imploringly.  "  O,"  said  he  indignantly,  "  I  will 
not  re-change  the  change,  for  the  Lector  and  tbe  Pope 
would  again  change  that  I "  He  feil  now  into  that  Indura- 
tion and  palsy  of  tbe  heart  which  is  peculiar  to  man ;  the 
stream  oflove  hung  as  a  fix)zen9  jagged  waterfall  over  the 
rocks. 

<^  I  did  not  tbink  thou  wert  so  bard,**  said  she,  and  smiled 
strangelj.  ^  I  am  harder  still,"  said  be ;  ^  I  speak  as  thou 
actest"  "Leave  off,  leave  off,  Albano,  —  it  grows  so 
dark  to  me.  O,  I  will  instantly  to  my  mother  I "  she  cried 
suddenly.  The  two  old  black  spiders,  let  down  by  Fate, 
stood  again  over  her  fair  eyes  and  overspun  them,  busily 
gpinning,  with  a  closer  and  closer  web ;  and  over  tbe  golden 
Strips  of  life  already  grew  a  gray  mould. 

^  It  is  tbe  solar  eclipse,"  said  he,  ascribing  the  blind- 
ness  to  the  faintly  gleaming  sickle  of  tbe  quarter-sun. 
He  saw  overhead  in  the  blue  beaven  the  lunar  lump  cast 
like  a  gravestone  into  the  pure  sun.  Not  so  much  as  a 
real  shadow,  butonly  enervated  shadows  lived  in  the  un- 
certain  gray  light;  the  birds  fluttered  timidly  arouiid; 
cold  shudders  played  like  ghosts  of  the  noonday  hour  in 
the  little,  faint  lustre  which  was  neitber  sunligbt  nor  moon- 
light  Gloomy,  gloomy  lay  life  before  the  youth ;  througb 
the  long  black  marble  colonnade  of  the  years  sorrows  came 
stalking  on  like  panthers,  and  grew  brightly  spotted  under 
tbe  retreating  sun-glances  of  tbe  past 
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**  This  is  indeed  very  fitting  for  to^day,"  he  continued ; 
^8uch  a  sudden  night  without  evening-twilight.  Lilar 
müst  be  covered  up  to-day.  Look  up  at  the  moon, — 
how  darkly  it  has  rolled  over  the  sun ;  once  she  too  was 
cur  fiiend.  O,  make  it  still  gloomier,  utter  night!'' 
^Albano,  forbear;  I  am  innocent,  and  I  am  blind. 
Where  is  the  temple  and  my  mother  ?  "  she  cried,  moan- 
ing ;  the  spiders  had  fast  dosed  the  wet,  tearful  eyes. 

"  By  the  Devil,  it  is  the  eclipse  of  the  sun ! "  ssdd  he,  and 
gazed  into  the  blindly  groping,  timid  face^  and  guessed  all ; 
but  he  could  not  weep,  he  could  not  console.  The  black 
tiger  of  the  most  cruel  anguish  hung  clambering  on  bis 
breast  and  carried  him  away.  "  No,  no,"  said  Liana,  "  I 
am  blind,  and  I  am  innocent  too." 

Little  Pollux,  made  happy  by  bis  presents,  had  led  along 
a  be^ng  mute,  who  foUowed  with  the  ringing  mute's- 
belL  "  The  dumb  man  cannot  say  anything,"  said  Pollux. 
Liana  cried,  "  Mother,  mother  I  my  dream  comes,  the 
death-bell  toUs." 

The  Minister's  lady  mshed  out  "  Tour  daughter,"  said 
Albano,  ^^  is  blind  again,  and  6od  send  the  father  and  the 
mother,  and  whoever  is  to  blame  for  it,  their  retribution  of 
misery."  "  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  cried  Spener,  sudden- 
ly  stepping  out,  who  had  previously  seen  the  meeting,  and 
had  Gome  to  the  mother.  ^A  wretched  maiden;  your 
work  too ! "  replied  Albano. 

"  Farewell,  unhappy  Liana  I "  said  he,  and  was  about  to 
depart ;  but  stopped,  and  after  gazing  wildly  on  the  beau- 
tiful,  tortured  countenance  which  wept  with  its  blind  eyes, 
he  cried,  "  Dreadful  I "  and  went  away. 

Long  did  he  Ue,  up  in  the  thunder-house,  with  bis  eyes 
bnried  in  bis  arms,  and  when  he  at  last,  and  quite  late, 
without  knowing  where  he  was,  roused  himself,  as  €rom  a 
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dream,  he  saw  the  whole  land^cdpe  iUumined  bj  a  serene 
daj,  the  sunshine  unveiled  and  wann  in  the  pure  blne, 
and  the  close  carriage  with  the  blind  one  roUed  rapidly 
axsross  the  woodland  bridge.  Then  Albano  sank  down 
again  on  his  aims* 
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82.    CYCLE. 

OW  that  Albano  lived  without  love  or  hope; 
now  that  he  had  seen  thc  polar-star  of  his  life 
fall  like  a  shooting-star  into  a  wilderness  still 
as  death ;  now  that  every  one  of  his  actions 
and  everj  recollection  darted  out  a  scorpion-sting,  and  he 
sent  back  Liana*s  letters,  forsook  Lilar,  thc  house  of  the 
Doctor,  the  Lector,  Liana's  relatives,  and  the  pious  father; 
now  that  he  directed  his  face,  gradually  growing  pale, 
only  to  books  and  stars ;  men  who  know  no  higher  soirow 
than  selfish  sorrow  must  needs  imagine  that  nothing  weighs 
upon  his  bosom  but  the  ruins  and  rubbish  of  the  shattered 
air-castles  of  his  hope  and  youthful  love.  But  he  was 
more  nobly  unhappy  and  disconsolate  :  he  was  so,  because 
he  had  for  the  first  time  made  a  human  creature  and  the 
best  of  beings  miserable,  —  his  beloved  blind  I  Into  this 
abyss  of  his  heart  all  neighboring  fountains  of  sorrow 
flowed  together.  The  smaUest  gayly-painted  shards  of  his 
um  of  fortune  were  as  if  shattered  afresh,  when  he  heard 
from  day  to  day  that  the  poor  girl,  although  daily  stationed 
in  the  bath-house  before  the  healing  fountains,  was  nev- 
ertheless  brought  back  each  time  without  a  ray  of  light 
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or  bope,  and  that  she  now  feared  nothing  raore,  lament- 
ed  nothing  more  on  this  robbers'  earth,  than  that  deatb 
might  perhaps  close  her  ejes  before  they  had  seen  her 
mother  again. 

O,  the  wound  of  conscience  is  no  scar,  and  time  cools 
it  not  with  bis  wing,  but  merelj  keeps  it  open  witb  bis 
scytbe!  Albano  called  back  to  remembrance  Liana's 
bitter  entreaty  for  indulgence ;  and  tben  it  was  no  conso- 
lation  to  bim,  that,  during  that  eclipse  of  the  sun,  he  bad 
not  wisbed  to  sacrifice  ber  eyes,  but  only  her  beart  In 
the  buming-glass  and  magnifying-mirror  of  consequences 
fate  shows  us  the  ligbt,  playing  worms  of  our  inner  man 
as  grown-up  and  armed  furies  and  serpents,  How  many 
eins  pass  tbrough  us  unseen  and  witb  soft  looks,  like 
nightly  robbers,  because,  like  their  sisters  in  dreams,  they 
steal  not  out  from  the  circle  of  the  breast,  and  get  no 
outward  object  to  fall  upon  and  strangle.  The  fair  soul 
readily  detects  in  an  accident  a  sin.  Only  those  hard 
stormers  of  heaven  and  eartb  before  wbose  triumphal 
chariots  there  Starts  up  beforehand  a  wagon-rampart  füll 
of  wounds  and  corpses,  —  that  is,  the  fathers  of  war, 
which,  in  the  long  course  of  history,  ministers  have  oftener 
been  than  princes,  —  only  these  can  calmly  kindle  all  the 
Yolcanoes  of  earth,  and  let  aU  their  lava-torrents  stream 
down,  merely  that  they  may  have  —  fair  prospects.  They 
manure  Elysian  fields  into  a  battle-field,  in  order  to  raise 
therein  a  redder  rose-bush  for  a  mistress. 

The  first  thing  Albano  did,  when.be  arrived  at  the 
Doctor's  bouse,  was  to  trudge  out  of  it  down  into  tho 
remote  Valley  town,  in  order  neither  to  see  the  suspected 
Lector,  still  less  to  bear  daily  the  malicious  Doctor  Sphex 
upon  the  relapse  of  the  blindness.  Only  the  faithful 
Scboppe  jogged  off  witb  bim,  especiaUy  as  be,  by  a  well- 


SCHÖPFE,    THE    COMIC    COMFORTEB.         45 

adapted  course  of  behavior,  had  contrived  to  get  up  an 
Opposition  partj  against  himself  in  the  Sphex  family, 
which  could  no  longer  suffer  him  in  the  house.  The 
Librarian's  wannth  toward  the  Count  had  grown  very 
much  with  the  Lector's  coldness,  and  on  similar  grounds. 
The  bold  march  out  to  Lilar  and  the  passionate  wildness 
of  the  jouth  had  fastened  him  more  closelj  to  Albano*s 
side,  "I  thought  at  first,"  said  Schoppe,  "the  young 
man  was  Coming  to  be  nothing  but  an  elderly  one,  when 
I  saw  him  stalking  along  so  to  school.  I  oflen  held  the 
man  in  the  moon — where  notoriously,  from  an  absence  of 
thirst  and  atmosphere,  there  is  nothing  to  drink  —  to  be  a 
greater  tippler  than  he.  But  at  last  he  strikes  out.  A 
youth  must  not,  like  old  Spener,  represent  everything  in 
bird's-eye  perspective,  from  the  apex  downward.  He 
must,  in  the  beginning,  like  incipients  in  authors'  studies 
and  painters'  Studios,  make  all  lines  a  little  too  large, 
because  the  little  ones  come  of  themselves.  There  are 
thunder-steeds,  but  no  thunder-asses  and  thunder-sheep ; 
as,  however,  the  tutors  and  lectors  would  be  glad  if  there 
were,  and  would  be  glad  to  have  such  to  drive  along 
before  them,  —  they  who,  like  the  billiard-markers,  suffer 
no  open  fire  in  the  pipe,  but  only  one  under  cover." 

Albano  lived  alone  now  among  books.  Liana's  brother 
came  to  him  seldom,  and  then  ice-cold,  and  said  nothing 
of  the  patient,  although  he  always  stayed  for  her  sake.  As 
he  himself  had  once  woven  the  first  web  of  her  blindness, 
he  must,  of  course,  especially  with  his  un^amted  fire  of 
love  for  his  sister,  have  a  real  hatred  for  him  who  had 
drawn  it  over  her  again ;  so  Albano  thought,  and  gladly 
bore  it  as  a  punishment.  So  much  the  oftener  did  the 
Captain  let  himself  be  drawn  to  the  German  gentleman's, 
upon  whose  good  graces  he  now,  contrary  to  what  was  to 
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when  one  is  out  in  tbe  country,  all  inquiries  about  one's 
health  are  done  with,  and  all  these  poisonous  anxieties 
about  the  answer;  and  xm  retum  one  finds  mach  pain 
spared  or  in  fact  all  the  trouble  gone. 

Albano  obejed  his  last  friend ;  and  they  rode  off  into 
the  Principalitj  of  Haarhaar. 


83.   CYCLE. 

WHOEVER  thinks  that  Schoppe,  on  the  way, 
was  to  Albano  a  flying  field-lazaretto  of  con- 
solation,  —  an  antispasmodicumy  —  a  Struve's  table  of  ail- 
ments  and  remedies,  —  a  polyerized  Fos^s  lung  for  the 
hectic  of  the  heart,  &c.,  and  that  at  every  milestone  he 
delivered  a  consolatory  sermon,  —  whoever  thinks  so, 
Schoppe  himself  laughs  him  to  scom« 

"  What  then,"  said  he,  "  if  misfortune  does  knead  a 
young  man  thoroughly  and  soundly  in  her  kneading-trough  ? 
The  next  time,  he,  who  is  now  in  the  power  of  grief,  will 
have  her  in  his  power.  Whoso  has  never  bome  anything, 
never  leams  to  bear  up  ander  anything."  *  As  regards 
weeping,  he,  as  a  Stoic,  was,  as  may  well  be  imagined,  an 
enemy  to  it  at  least;  Epictetus,  Antonine,  Cato,  and  sev- 
eral  such,  men  made  less  of  ice  than  of  iron,  would  very 
willingly,  as  he  so  often  said,  have  allowed  the  body  these 
extreme  unctions  of  sorrow,  provided  only  the  spirit  be- 
neath  and  behind  all  had  kept  itself  dry.  The  true 
disconsolateness  is  to  desrre  and  to  accept  consolation ; 
why  will  not  one  then  for  once  just  go  through  with  the 
pang  out  and  out  without  any  physic  ? 

*  Or  one  might  paraphrase  Schoppens  half-pnnning  and  half-pro- 
yerbial  saying:  **Who  has  never  known  her  duromce^  never  leams 
endurancty  —  Tb. 
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But  bis  view  of  things  and  bis  actual  life  became, 
without  his  express  intention,  powerful  over  the  CJount, 
whom  eveiything  great  only  enlarged,  as  it  belittles 
otbers.  Schoppe  sat  like  a  Cato  upon  ruins,  but,  to  be 
eure,  upon  tbe  greatest  of  all ;  if  the  wise  man  ougbt  to 
be  a  barometer-tube  at  the  Equator,  in  wbicb  even  the 
tomado  produces  littl6  displacement,  he  was  a  wise  man. 
Accidentally  he  tore  open  the  Count's  glued-up  wings  at 
an  inn  bj  meisuis  of  the  Hamburg  Impartial  Correspondent^ 
which  be  found  Ijing  there.  Schoppe  read  aloud  out  of  it 
two  extensive  battles,  wberein,  as  by  an  earthquake,  lands 
instead  of  houses  were  buried,  and  whose  wounds  and 
tears  only  the  evil  genius  of  the  earth  could  be  willing  to 
know ;  thereupon  he  read,  —  after  the  death-marches  of 
whole  generations,  and  the  rending  open  of  the  craters  of 
bumanity,  —  witb  uninterrupted  seriousness,  the  notices, 
nnder  the  head  of  Intelligence,  where  one  solitary  indi- 
Tidual  mounts  upon  an  unknown  little  grave  and  announ- 
ces  and  asseverates  to  the  world,  which  surely  condoles 
with  bim,  —  "  Frightfiil  was  the  blow  which  laid  our  child 
of  five  weeks — "•;  or,  **In  the  bitterest  anguisb  which 
ever — '* ;  or,  "  Overwhelmed  with  the  loss  of  our  father 
in  the  eighty-first  year  of  his  age,"  &c 

Schoppe  Said,  he  pronounced  that  to  be  right ;  for  every 
distress,  even  a  universal  one,  afler  all,  housed  itself  only 
in  one  individual  breast ;  and  were  he  himself  lying  on 
a  red  battle-field  fiiU  of  fallen  sheaves,  he  would  sit  up 
among  them,  if  only  he  could,  and  deliver  to  those  lying 
siround  him  a  short  funeral  sermon  upon  his  shot-wound. 
**  So  has  Galvani  observed,*'  he  said,  "  that  a  frog  which 
Stands  in  electrical  relations  quivers  as  often  as  thunder 
rolls  over  the  earth." 

He  adhered  to  this  position,  also,  out  of  doors.     He 
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cited  with  disapprobadon  what  Matthison  remarks,  — as  a 
traveller's  note  by  the  way,  —  that  in  the  modern  tofni, 
Avenches,  in  Switzerland,  on  the  site  of  the  Helvetian 
capital,  AverUieum,  which  was  laid  in  ruins  by  the  Romans, 
ihe  plan  of  the  streets  and  walls  may  be  traoed  by  the 
thinner  Strips  of  grass  ;  whereas,  in  fact,  the  same  stereo- 
graphic  projections  of  the  past  lay*  manifestly  all  about  in 
every  meadow,  —  every  mountidn  was  the  shore  of  a 
deluged  old  world ;  every  spot  here  below  was  actually ' 
six  thousand  years  old  and  a  relic ;  all  was  churchyards 
and  roins  on  the  earth,  particolarly  the  earth  itself ; 
**  Heavens  I  **  he  continued,  "  what  is  there,  in  fact,  which 
is  not  already  gone  by,  —  nations,  fixed  stars,  female 
yirtae,  the  best  Paradises,  many  just  men,  all  Reviews, 
Etemity  a  parte  antey  and  just  now  even  my  feeble 
description  of  all  this  ?  Now,  if  Ufe  is  such  a  game  of 
nothingness,  one  must  prefer  to  be  card-painter  rather 
than  king  of  cards" 

A  vigorous,  high-minded  man,  like  Albano,  will  hardly, 
ihen,  in  the  midst  of  thirty-years'  wars,  last  days,  emigrat- 
ing  nations,  crumbling  suns,  strip  off  his  coat,  and  exhibit 
to  himself  or  the  universe  the  ruptured  vein  which  bleeds 
on  his  breast 

So  Btood  matters,  when  the  two  friends  at  evening 
climbed  a  half-open  woodland  height,  from  which  they 
saw  below  them  a  wonderfiil  glory-land,  so  friendly  and 
foreign,  as  if  it  were  the  remains  of  a  time  when  the 
whole  earth  was  still  warm,  and  an  ever-green  orient 
land.  It  seemed,  so  far  as  they  could  see  for  the  trees 
and  the  evening-sun,  to  be  a  Valley  formed  by  the  angle 
of  mutually  approaching  mountains,  and  stretching  away 
immeasurably  toward  the  west.  A  party-colored  wind- 
mill,  flinging  round  its  broad  wings  before  the  sun,  con« 
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ftised  the  eye,  which  would  fain  analjze  the  tlirong  of 
eyening  lights,  gardens,  sheep,  and  children ;  on  both  steeps 
white-clad  children,  with  long,  green  hat-ribbons  äowing 
behind  them»  were  keeping  watch;  a  mötley  Swisserj 
ran  througb  the  meadow-green  along  the  dark  brook ;  on 
a  high-arched  hay-wi^on  there  drove  along  a  peasant- 
woman,  dressed  as  if  for  a  marriage  festival,  and  at  the 
side  went  coontry-people  in  Sunday  finery ;  the  sun  with- 
drew  behind  a  colonnade  of  round,  leafy  oaks,  —  those 
Gennan  liberty-trees  and  temple-pillars,  —  and  they 
soared  alolt,  transfigured  and  magnified  in  the  golden  blue. 
At  this  mcunent  the  surprised  travellers  saw  the  shaded 
Dutch  yillage  near  below, —  composed,  as  it  were,  of  neat, 
painted  garden-houses  clustered  together,  with  a  linden- 
drde  in  the  middle,  and  a  young,  blooming  hunter  not 
far  off^  or  an  Amazon,  who  with  one  band  took  off  her 
hat,  stuck  ftiU  of  twigs,  and  with  the  other  let  the  cross- 
beam  with  the  bücket  moant  high  over  the  well. 

"  My  jfiriend,"  inquired  Schoppe  of  an  official  messen- 
ger who  came  behind  them  with  tin-plate  and  knapsack, 
**  what  do  you  call  this  village  ?  "  "  Arcadia,"  was  the 
reply.  "  But  to  speak  without  any  poetic  white-heat  or 
culminating  of  fancy,  my  poetic  friend,  how  is  that  can- 
ton  down  below  there  properly  named  ?  "  asked  Schoppe 
agam.  FetulanÜy  the  official  messenger  answered,  ^'  Ar- 
eadia,  I  say,  if  you  cannot  retain  it,  —  it  is  an  old  crown- 
donudn ;  our  Frincess  Idone  (Idoine)  keeps  herseif  there 
year  in  and  year  out  for  constancy,  and  does  everything 
there  at  her  own  pleasure ;  what  will  you  have  more  ?  " 
"Are  you,  too,  in  Arcadia?"*  «No,  in  Sowbow,*'  an- 
swered the  messenger,  very  loud,  over  bis  Shoulders,  for 
he  was  already  five  steps  ahead. 

«  Sehoppe  here  allades  to  the  poem  of  Schiller,  "  Auch  ich  war  Id 
Aroadien  geboren."  —  Tb. 
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The  Librarian,  who  saw  bis  friend  in  great  commotion 
at  the  messenger's  discourse,  put  to  him  joyfuUy  the  ques- 
tion,  whether  they  could  have  found  better  night-quarters 
tban  tbese,  except  tbese  very  same  in  the  moon  of  May. 
£ut  how  was  he  astounded  at  Albano's  plunging  back 
into  the  limbo  which  conscience  and  bis  love  had  kin- 
dled!  Idoine's  illusive  resemblance  to  Liana  had  sud- 
denly  flashed  across  bis  tboughts.  ^  Know'st  thou,"  said 
he,  continuing  to  tremble  more  violently  in  bis  agitation 
by  reason  of  the  magic  of  evening,  "wherein  Idoine  is 
unlike  her?  She  can  see,"  he  himself  added,  '^for  she 
bas  not  scen  me  yet.  0  forgive,  forgive,  firm  man  1  truly 
I  am  not  always  sa  She  is  dying  at  this  moment,  or 
some  calamity  or  other  draws  near  to  her ;  like  a  smoke 
before  a  confiagration,  it  mounts  up  duskily  and  in  long 
clouds  witbin  my  soul.     I  must  absolutely  go  back." 

"  Believe  me,"  said  Schoppe,  "  I  shall  one  day  teil  you 
all  that  I  now  think;  for  the  present,  however,  I  will 
spare  you."  Neither  did  this,  however,  produce  any 
effect;  he  tumed  about;  but  through  the  whole  of  the 
next  da/s  joumey  bis  cup  of  sorrow,  which  Schoppe  had 
scoured  so  shiny,  continued  to  be  stained  with  moisture 
and  blackness.  They  could  not  arrive  tili  evening,  when 
a  magic  mist  of  twilight,  moonlight,  smoke,  vapor,  and 
cloud-red  made  the  city  a  somewhat  stränge  place.  Al- 
bano's eagle  eye  clove  the  smoke  in  twain,  and  it  vanished. 
He  saw  only  the  blind  Liana,  on  the  high  Italian  roof, 
run  against  the  statues,  or  headlong  down  over  the  edge. 
Wildly,  and  without  uttering  a  sound,  he  ran  through  the 
deep  streets,  —  lost  sight  of  the  Palace  buried  in  build- 
ings,  and  ran  so  mucb  the  more  furiously ;  he  imagined 
to  find  her  crushed  to  atoms  on  the  pavement,  —  he  sees 
the  white  statues  again,  she  bolds  one  entwined  witbin 
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her  arms,  and  the  old  gardener,  he  of  the  Cereus  serpenSy 
Stands  with  his  hat  on  his  head  before  her.  When,  at 
length,  he  arrived  directly  under  the  walls  of  the  Palace, 
there  stood  overhead  a  stränge  maiden  beside  her,  and 
below  women,  running  together,  looked  up,  asking  one 
another,  "  God,  what  is  the  matter  now  ?  "  Liana  looked 
(so  it  seemed)  to  the  heavens,  wherein  onlj  a  few  stars 
bnmed,  and  then  for  a  long  space  into  the  moon,  and  then 
down  upon  the  people;  but  directly  she  stepped  back 
j&om  the  stataes.  The  gardener  came  out  of  the  court, 
and  Said,  as  he  passed,  to  his  inquiring  wife,  ^^  She  can 
see."  "  O  my  good  man,"  said  Albano,  "  what  do  you 
say  ?  **  "  Only  just  go  up  there ! "  he  replied,  and  strode 
busily  away.  At  this  moment  came  Bouverot  on  foot,  — 
Albano,  with  a  short  bow  and  greeting,  stepped  across  his 
path.  Bouverot  looked  at  him  a  moment :  ^  I  have  not 
the  honor  of  your  acquaintance,"  said  he,  wildly,  and 
hurried  off. 

84.   CYCLE. 

TAKE  now  a  nearer  look  at  the  blind  Liana  I  From 
the  day  when  her  mother  bore  her  home,  a  ruined 
creature,  there  gradually  began  for  her,  under  her  solar 
edipse,  a  cooler  and  a  tranquil  life.  Earth  had  changed ; 
her  duties  towards  it  seemed  rolled  off  from  her;  the 
silver-glance  of  youth,  like  a  human  look,  now  blinded ; 
her  Short  joys,  those  little  May-flowers,  plucked  off  already 
ander  the  moming-star ;  the  object  of  her  first  love,  alas  1 
as  her  mother  had  predicted,  not  so  tender  as  she  had 
thought,  but  very  masculine,  rough,  and  wild,  like  her 
&ther,  time  and  the  future  extinguished,  and  the  Coming 
days  for  her  only  a  blind,  pamted  show-gate,  which  men's 
hands  do  not  open,  and  through  which  she  can  no. longer 
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force  her  way,  except  with  her  imencainbered  sool,  when 
it  has  thrown  back  on  the  earth  the  heavy  trailing  mantle 
of  the  llesh. 

Her  heart  clung  now  —  as  Albano  did  to  a  man's— 
more  than  ever  to  a  female  heart,  which  beat  moro  ten- 
derly  and  without  the  fever  of  the  passions ;  just  as  the 
compass-oeedle  shows  itself  as  a  spiral  lily,  so  did  virtae 
show  itself  to  her  as  female  beautj. 

Her  mother  never  left  her  bfind-chair ;  she  read  to  her, 
even  the  French  prajers,  and  kept  her  up  by  consolation ; 
and  she  was  easilj  consoled,  for  she  saw  not  her  mother'B 
distressed  face,  and  heard  onlj  the  quiet  tones  of  her 
Yoice.  Julienne,  since  the  bnrial  of  the  first  love,  had 
thrown  off  an  old  crust,  and  a  fresh  flame  for  her  fiiend 
sprang  up  in  her  heart  •*  I  have  dealt  by  thee  honestly," 
Said  she,  upon  one  occasion ;  then  they  secretly  deckred 
tihemselves  to  each  other,  and  then  their  souls,  like  flower- 
leaves,  linked  themselves  together  to  form  one  sweet  cup. 
The  Princess  spoke  seriously  about  studies  and  sciences, 
and  gained  even  the  mother,  whom  in  men*s  society  she 
had  pleased  less.  At  evening,  before  retiring,  Caroline 
flew  down,  still,  as  from  the  heaven  of  joy,  into  her  realm 
of  shadows,  and  grew  daily  in  brillianey  and  beauty  of 
complexion,  but  spoke  no  more ;  and  Ldana  feil  sofÜy  to 
sleep,  while  they  looked  upon  each  other. 

At  times  a  pang  came  to  her  wh^n  she  thought  that 
she  should  perhaps  never  see  her  precious  parents,  espe- 
cially  her  mother,  any  more ;  then  it  seemed  to  her  as  if 
she  were  herseif  invisible  and  already  making  her  pü- 
grimage  alone  down  the  deep,  dark  avenue  to  the  next 
World  and  heard  her  friends  and  companions  at  the  gate 
far  behind  calling  after  her.  Then  she  tenderly  sent  her 
iove  over,  as  if  out  of  death,  and  rejoiced  in  the  great 
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rennicm.  Spener  visited  bis  pupil  daily ;  bis  manlj  Toice, 
füll  of  strengthemiig  and  solace,  was,  in  her  darkness,  the 
evening-prayer-bell,  which  leads  the  traveller  out  of  the 
duskj  thicket  hac^  to  the  more  cheerful  lights.  Thus  was 
her  holj  heait  drawn  up  to  still  greater  heights  of  holi- 
ness,  and  Üie  dark  passion-flowers  of  her  eorrows  shut 
themselyes  up  to  sieep  in  the  tepid  night  of  blindness. 
How  different  are  the  sufiferings  of  the  sinner  and  those  oi 
the  Saint  I  The  former  are  an  eclipse  of  the  moon,  bj 
which  the  dark  night  beeomes  still  blacker  and  wilder ; 
the  latter  xre  a  solar  eclipse,  which  cools  off  the  bot  daj^ 
and  casts  a  romantic  shade,  and  wherein  the  nightingales 
begin  to  warble. 

In  this  way  Liana  maintained,  in  the  midst  of  the  sighs 
of  others  aroond  her,  and  in  the  tempestuous  weather  that 
enveloped  her,  a  tranquil,  healing  bosom.  So  does  the 
tender  white  cloud  oflen  in  the  beginning  hurry  awaj,  a 
tom  and  tattered  fugitive  through  the  heavens,  but  at  last 
move  along  in  rounded  form  and  slow  pace  overhead 
there,  when  down  below  the  storm  still  sweeps  over  the 
earth,  and  whirls  and  tears  everything.  Bat,  good  Liana, 
all  the  thirty^wo  winds,  let  them  waft  pleasant  days  to 
thee  or  blow  them  away,  hold  on  longer  than  the  dead 
ealm  of  repose  I 

85.    CYCLB. 

THE  Minister,  when  she  came  home  from  lilar  with 
murdered  eyes,  had  set  in  hts  right  eye  a  hell,  and 
into  bis  left  a  pürgatory,  for  no  fatality  had  ever  before 
80  cheated  bim,  namely,  so  completely  upset  all  bis 
projects  and  prospects,  —  the  office  of  cburt-dame  for  bis 
daaghter,  that  riiig  guard  on  the  finger  of  the  Frincess,  and 
finaUy  every  chance  of  a  baol  with  bis  double-woven  net. 
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Unspeakably  did  tbe  man  struggle  against  the  spoon  in 
which  fate  ofiered  him  the  powder  wherein  he  was  to  let 
the  swallowed  diamonds  of  his  plans  go  down ;  he  deUyered 
the  stroDgest  sermons,  —  so  did  he,  like  Horace,  name  his 
Satires  against  "  his  women  " ;  he  was  a  war-god,  a  hell- 
god,  a  beast,  a  monster,  a  satan, — everything; — he  was  in 
a  frame  now  to  undertake  anjthing  and  everything, — but 
what  availed  it?  —  Much,  when  the  G^rman  gentleman 
surprised  him  just  in  this  mood  of  moral  feeling.  He 
made  no  scruple  of  refreshing  the  patemal  memoiy  on  the 
subject  of  the  promised  sitting  of  the  daughter  for  a  minia- 
tore,  and  asserting  his  claim  to  it ;  for  the  rest  he  was  all- 
knowing,  and  seemed  to  know  nothing.  For  the  sitting- 
scene  of  a  blind  girl  he  had  cut  out  certain  original,  ro- 
mantic  situations,  according  to  the  notices  which  he  had 
drawn  out  of  the  Captain.  His  artistic  love  for  Liana 
had  hitherto  suflfered  little,  and  his  slow,  stealthy  advances 
and  reconnoitrings  were  in  accordance  with  his  viper- 
coldness  and  his  worldsman-like  energy.  The  old  father 
— who  in  life,  as  in  an  imperial  advertiser,  always  sought  a 
partner  with  60-80,000  doUars  for  his  business — declared 
himself  anything  but  averse  to  the  match.  These  two 
falcons  on  one  pole,  trained  by  one  falcon-master,  the 
Devil,  understood  and  agreed  with  each  other  excellently 
welL  The  German  gentleman  gave  to  understand  that 
her  miniature-likeness  would,  through  her  striking  resera- 
blance  to  Idoine,  who,  like  her,  had  never  been  willing  to 
sit,  be  serviceable  for  many  a  piece  of  pleasantry  with  the 
Princess,  but  still  more  indispensable  to  his  "  flame  "  for 
Liana,  and  just  now,  in  her  blindness,  one  might,  indeed, 
sketch  her  withoftt  her  knowledge,  —  and  he  would  write 
under  the  picture,  La  helle  aveugle,  or  sbmething  of  the 
kind.    The  old  Mioister,  as  was  said,  swallowed  the  idea 
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with  perfect  gmU*  As  the  Italian  female  singers  carry  a 
80-called  mother  instead  of  a  passport  on  their  journeys,  so 
did  he  regard  himself  as  in  a  similar  sense  a  so-called 
&ther ;  he  thought  to  himself:  at  all  events  there  is  litüe 
more  to  be  done  with  the  girl ;  she  lies  there  as  so  much 
dead  capital,  and  pays  a  miserable  interest ;  I  can  take  the 
god-penny-medal  which  the  German  gentleman  in  his  godr 
fatherly  capacity  offers  to  me  as  the  father  like  a  name  for 
the  child,  and  just  put  it  in  my  pocket 

This  duplicate  of  rogues  was  held  back  in  mid-current 
merely  by  a  drag-rake,  which  threatened  to  draw  the  prey 
out  of  their  pike-like  teeth.  An  old,  scolding,  but  true- 
souled  chambermaid  from  Nuremberg  was  the  rake ;  she 
oould  not  be  drawn  away  from  Liana,  or  reduced  to 
silence.  Bouverot,  to  be  sure,  a  Eobespierre  and  destroy- 
ing  angel  to  his  servants,  would,  in  Froulay's  place,  have 
caused  the  Nuremberg  dame,  a  couple  of  days  before- 
band,  to  be  fumished  by  a  servant  withsome  complex 
firactures,  and  then  thrown  upon  the  street ;  but  the  Min- 
ister—  his  heart  was  sofl  —  could  not  do  that.  All  that 
was  possible  for  him  was  this:  He  sent  for  her  to  his 
Chamber;  represented  to  her  that  she  had  stolen  his 
Magdeburg  ear ;  remained,  in  his  present  State  of  hear- 
ing^  deaf  to  every  objection,  but  not  to  every  incivility, 
and  at  last  found  himself  under  the  necessity  (a  word  and 
a  blow)  of  driving  the  thievish  wench  out  of  Service. 
With  every  successor  to  the  office,  as  being  a  new  one, 
money  would  have  weight,  he  knew. 

He  proposed  thereupon  to  heg  of  the  Princess  an  invi- 
tation  for  himself  and  his  lady  to  tea  and  ^upper,  to  be- 
speak  the  miniature-painter,  to  instruct  the  new  Chamber« 
maid,  and  put  all  things  in  a  right  traiu. 

Two  tigers,  according  to  the  legend,  digged  the  Apostle 
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PauFs  grave ;  so  do  our  two  men  here  Scratch  away  at 
one  for  a  saint.  So  mach  the  more  confidently  do  I  saj 
this,  as  I  do  not  otherwise  see  through  —  if  nothing  is  to 
be  made  but  a  picture  —  the  meaning  of  so  manj  circam- 
stances.  But  the  &ther  I  coald  ahnost  ezcuse.  In  the 
first  place,  he  said  expresslj  to  the  German  gentleman, 
the  Abigail  might,  in  his  opinion,  as  well  stay  in  the 
Chamber,  or  in  the  adjoining  on^  in  case  the  patient 
wanted  anything ;  secondly,  the  otherwise  soft  man  had 
contracted,  from  his  ministerial  commerce  with  justice,  a 
certain  grit,  a  certain  barbaritj,  which  is  so  much  the  more 
natural  to  Themis,  passing  sentence  behind  the  bandage^ 
and,  as  an  Areopagus,  withoot  the  sight  of  the«  pains,  as 
even  Diderot*  asserts  that  blind  people  are  more  cruel 
than  others ;  and,  thirdlj,  no  one  could  well  be  more 
readj  than  he  to  pi^  the  more  deeply,  in  case  she  should 
die,  the  very  child  whom  he,  as  it  was  once  pretended 
Jews  and  witches  did  with  Christian  children,  crucified,  in 
Order,  like  them,  to  do  something  with  the  blood  (as  par- 
ents  generallj,  and  particularlj  human  parents,  can  indeed 
get  over  easilj  the  misfortunes  of  those  who  are  near  and 
dear  to  them,  but  hardly  their  loss,  just  as  we,  in  the  case 
of  the  hair  of  the  head,  which  is  stiU-  nearer  to  us,  feel 
not  the  singeing  or  cutting  of  it,  but  very  painfuUy  the 
tearing  of  it  up  by  the  root)  ;  and,  fourthly,  Froulay  had 
always  the  misfortune  that  thoughts  which  in  his  head 
had  a  tolerable,  innocent  hue,  became,  like  muriate  of 
silver  or  good  ink,  black  on  the  spot,  when  they  once 
came  to  light 

Otherwise^and  without  taking  these  alleviating  circum- 
stances  into  view,  there  remains,  indeed,  much  in  his  con^ 
duct  which  I  do  not  vindicate. 

*  His  LeUres  ww  les  AveugU$, 
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The  evening  appeared.  The  Minister's  lady  went  on 
her  hushand's  arm  to  the  court  The  new  chambermaid 
had,  as  Bouverof  s  bridesmaid,  already,  three  days  before- 
hand,  made  the  most  necessarj  arrangements  or  manoeu- 
vresi  She  had,  with  great  ease,  borrowed  for  him  Liana's 
letters  to  Albano,  as  the  mother,  from  habit,  forgot  that  a 
present  eye  was  not  necessarily  a  seeing  one;  and  he 
could  extract  from  them  the  historical  touches  or  water- 
oolors,  wherewith  he  could  assume,  before  the  blind  one, 
in  case  of  a  recognition  on  the  stage,  the  semblance  of  her 
hero,  —  namely,  Albano's.  With  Roquairol  he  had  played 
•eilen  enough  to  have  his  voice,  consequently  Albano's,  in 
bis  power.  Methinks  his  preparation-days  for  the  festal 
evening  were  suitably  spent. 

He  could,  as  little  residences  drink  tea  earlier  than 
others,  make  his  appearance  quite  as  early  as  a  miniature- 
painter  in  September  absolutely  must  When  he  beheld 
-the  silent  form  m  the  easy-chair,  with  the  discolored 
flower-cups  of  the  cheeks,  but  more  firmly  rooted  in  every 
purpose,  a  more  coldly  commanding  saint,  then  did  the 
exasperation  and  inflammation  which  he  had  imbibed  at 
once  from  her  letters  kindle  eaeh  other  into  a  higher 
flame.  Only  in  such  chests,  strung  at  once  with  metal 
and  catgnt,  with  cruelty  and  sensuaüty,  is  such  an  alliance 
of  lust  and  gall  conceivable.  Bouverot's  whole  past,  the 
books  of  bis  life's  history,  ought,  as  those  of  Herodotus 
are  to  the  nine  Muses,  to  have  been  dedicated  to  the 
three  Fates,  one  to  each. 

He  stole  to  the  window,  seated  himself,  set  down  his 
paint-box,  and  began  hastily  to  dot.  Meanwhile  Liana 
heard  her  very  cultivated,  well-read  chambermaid  read  to 
her  out  of  the  second  volume  of  Fenelon's  (Euvres  Spi- 
rihteHes,     Zefisio  was  not  afifected  by  the  Archbishop  in 


6o  TITAN. 

the  least,  —  what  he  caught  about  pure  love  (sur  le  pur 
amour  de  Dieu)  he  perverted  into  an  impure  by  applica« 
tions,  and  let  himself  be  devilishlj  inflamed  by  the  divine, 
—  for  the  rest  what  there  was  touching  in  Liana's  rela- 
tions  he  left  as  it  was,  as  he  had  now  to  paint.  Odiouslj 
did  his  motlej-Golored  panther-eyes  lick  like  red,  sharp 
tiger-tongues  over  the  sweet,  soft  countenance !  —  "  Dear 
Justa,  stop,  the  reading  is  disagreeable  to  thee,  thou 
breathest  so  short !  ^  said  she  at  last,  because  she  heard 
the  portrait-painter  breathe.  It  was  no  sacrifice  to  him, 
but  a  foretaste,  a  sweet  early-bit,  to  put  off  the  kiss  of 
this  tender  little  band  and  lip  and  the  whole  exhibition 
oi  his  boming  heart,  until  he  saw  her  outline  dotted  off 
with  the  poison-tints  on  the  white  ivory  by  the  rapid 
dotting  machine  of  his  band.  At  length  he  had  her^ 
many-Golored  ♦  on  white.  "  Very  well,  dear  Justa,  *'  said 
she, "  the  prayer  bell  toUs ;  thou  canst  not  see  any  longer. 
Rather  lead  me  to  the  Instrument,  '*  —  namely  the  har- 
monica.  She  did  so.  Bouverot  gave  Justa  a  sign  to 
retire.  She  did  that  too.  The  yellow  garden-spider  now 
ran  up  to  the  tender,  white  flower.  The  spider  heard 
her  evening  choral  not  without  enjoyment,  and  the  devout 
upcasting  of  her  ruined  eyes  seemed  to  him  a  right  pio 
turesque  idea,  which  the  true  painter  f  resolved  to  transfer 
to  the  ivory  leaf,  if  it  could  be  done. 

"  Lovely  goddess !  "  cried  he,  suddenly,  with  Albano's 
Stolen  voiee,  into  the  midst  of  those  holy  tones,  which 
Albano  had  once,  in  a  happier  hour,  but  more  nobly, 

*  Bunt  auf  weiss  is  the  German  phrase,  answering  to  **  Schwarz  auf 
weiss  **  (in  black  and  white).  There  seems  tp  be  no  way  in  English 
of  keeping  up  the  analbgous  neatness  of  the  expression. —  Tb. 

t  This  Word  is  in  English  in  the  original,  and  Jean  Paul  adds  in  a 
foot-note:  Die  helle  Kammer  (the  bright  Chamber).  Does  he  mean  the 
camerahtcidaf  —  Tr. 
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interrnpted.  She  listened  with  alann,  but  hardly  believ- 
ing  her  own  ear  in  this  night  The  astonishment  did  not 
displease  the  prospect  painter  —  for  her  face  was  his 
prospect  —  by  any  means  whatever;  "remember  this 
harmonica  in  the  thunder-hoose.'^  He  confounded  it  with 
the  water-house.  "You  here,  Count?  —  Justa!  where 
art  thou  ?  "  cried  she  distressfully.  "  Justa,  come  here  1  *' 
he  added,  calling  afler  her.  The  maiden  followed  his 
voice  and  his  —  eye.  "  Gracious  damsel  ?  '*  asked  she. 
Bat  now  Liana  had  not  the  heart  to  ask  about  the  door 
and  the  admission-ticket  of  the  Count  To  speak  French 
with  her  lover  would  not  do,  as  the  maid  understpod  it ; 
hence  it  was  that  in  Yienna  in  the  years  of  the  Bevolu- 
tion  they  forbade  this  language  very  judiciously,  because 
it  so  surely  and  pestilentially  spreads  a  certain  equaUty,  -^ 
ßreedom  follows,  —  between  the  nobility  and  the  servile 
Orders. 

Maliciously  and  joyfully  did  Bouverot,  to  whom  she 
now  seemed  to  betray  a  serviceable  mistrust  about  the 
G)unt,  which  pointed  out  a  freer  play-room  for  his  char- 
acter  mask,  remind  the  perplexed  maiden  of  her  com- 
mands  for  Justa;  she  must  now  cause  her  to  bring  a 
light 

"  JBifidde^  he  thereupon  began,  **  I  have  overcome  all 
obstades,  in  order  to  throw  myself  at  your  feet  and  sup- 
plicate  your  forgiveness.  Je  TtCen  ßatte  a  tort  peut  etre, 
mens  je  Pose"  he  went  on,  made  more  passionate  through 
her.  "  0  crueUe!  de  grace^  pourquoi  ces  regards,  ces 
mouvementsf  Je  suis  ton  Älhan  et  il  t'aime  encore, — 
Pense  ä  Blumenbühl,  ce  sejour  charmant^  — Ingrate^fespe-' 
rais  te  trauver  un  peu  phis  reconnaisante,  Souvieiis-toi  de 
ce  gue  tu  nCa  promisi^  said  he,  by  way  of  sounding  her, 
'^guand  tu  mepressas  contre  tan  sein  divin,*'  .  .  . 
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A  pare  soul  mirrors,  without  staining  itself,  the  andean 
one  and  feels  darklj  the  distressing  neighborhood,  just 
as  doves,  ihej  saj,  bathe  themselves  in  limpid  water,  in 
Order  to  see  therein  the  images  of  the  hovering  birds  of 
prey.  The  short  breath,  the  wavering  tone  of  speech, 
everj  word,  and  an  indefinable  something,  drove  the 
frightful  spectre  dose  before  her  sool,  the  suspicioii^  that 
it  was  not  Albano.  Shc  started  up ;  "  Who  are  you  ? 
God,  you  are  not  the  Count  Justa,  Justa!**  <*  Who 
eise  could  it  be,"  replied  he,  coldly,  "  that  woald  dare  lo 
assume  my  name  ?  0,  je  voudrais  que  je  ne  lefoisse  pas. 
Vous  jn*<wez  Scrit,  que  Vesperance  est  la  hme  de  la  vie. 
Ahy  ma  lune  t^est  couchSe,  tnais  f<idare  encare  le  toleilf 
qtd  Veclaire,^ 

Here  he  grasped  the  hand  of  this  edipsed  sun  fighting 
with  a  dragon.  Then  his  gnawed  finger-nails  and  dry 
fingers,  and  a  passing  touch  of  his  order-cross,  discovered 
to  her  the  real  name.  She  tore  herseif  loose  with  a  shriek, 
and  ran  away  without  seeing  whither,  and  feil  into  his 
hands  again.  He  snatched  her  violently  to  his  meagre 
hot  Ups :  "  Yes,  it  is  I,"  said  he,  "  and  I  love  you  more 
than  does  your  Count  with  his  itourderie,** 

'^  You  are  wicked  and  godless  toward  a  blind  maiden ; 
what  will  you  ?  Justa  I  is  there  no  one  then  to  help  me  ? 
Ah,  good  God,  give  me  my  eyes,"  she  cried,  flying,  with- 
out knowing  whither,  and  again  overtaken.  "  Bouverot  I 
Thou  evil  spirit  1 "  she  cried,  warding  off  in  places  where 
ho  was  not  He,  like  gunpowder,  cooling  on  the  tongue, 
and  singeing  and  shattering  when  greed  kindled  him, 
placed  himself  at  a  considerable  darting-distuice  from 
her,  threw  a  painter^s  eye  at  the  charming  waves  and 
bendings  of  her  tempest-struck  fiowerage,  and  said  qui- 
etly,  with  that  mildness  whidi  resembles  the  eating  i^id 
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devoarmg  milk  of  spunges :  '^  Onlj  be  calm,  fairest ;  it  is 
I  still ;  and  wbat  would  it  all  avail  thee,  child  ?  " 

Giddj  with.  the  snake-breath  of  distress,  wandering 
nature  began  to  sing,  but  only  beginnings :  "  Joy,  thou 
spark  of  Heaven-bom  fire ! "  —  "  I  am  a  German  maiden." 
She  ran  round  and  sang  again :  '<  Know'st  thou  the  land  ?  " 
**ThouevilspiritI*' 

At  this  moment  the  giant  snake,  thus  charmed,  reared 
bimself  alofl  on  his  cold  rings,  with  darting  tongue,  to 
spring  and  to  coil;  "ifbn  cceur"  said  the  snake,  who 
always  in  passion  spoke  French,  ^vole  sur  cette  boucke 
yui  enehante  Ums  les  sens."  "  Mother ! "  eried  she,  "  Caro- 
line !  O  God,  let  me  see,  O  God  —  my  eyes  I "  Then  did 
the  All-gracious  give  them  back  to  her  pnce  more ;  the 
agony  of  nature,  the  noisy  preparations  for  the  burial, 
x>pened  again  the  eye  of  the  tranced  victim. 

How  eagerly  she  flew  out  of  the  Chamber  of  torture  I 
The  disappointed,  mortified  beast  of  prey  was  still  reckon- 
ing  on  blindness  and  distraction.  But  when  Bouverot 
saw  that  she  ran  lightly  up  the  stairway  to  the  Italian 
loof,  then  he  merely  sent  the  maid,  who  came  running  in, 
a^r  her,  to  see  that  she  received  no  ii\jury ;  and  now 
again  he  held  her  previous  blindness  for  Üissimulation. 
He  himself  took  from  the  Chamber  the  miniature  sketch, 
and  dragged  himself  like  a  hungry,  wounded  monster 
BuUenly  and  slowly  out  of  the  house. 


TWENTIETH   JUBILEE. 

Gabpabd*s  Letteb.  —  Pabtinos. 

86.    CYCLE. 


HE  can  see  again,"  cried  Charles  to  the  Gönnt 
the  moming  after,  in  the  intoxication  of  joy, 
without  conceming  himself  at  all  about  the  cold 
relations  of  the  recent  period;  and  was  en- 
tirelj  his  old  seif.  His  enmitj  was  more  frail  and  fleeting 
than  his  love,  for  the  fonner  dwelt,  in  his  case,  on  the  ice, 
which  soon  melted  and  ran  away,  the  latter  upon  the  fluid 
element,  on  which  he  always  sailed.  Coloring,  Albano 
asked  who  had  been  the  ophthalmist.  ^'A  well-meant 
fright,*'  said  he ;  "  the  Grerman  gentleman  made  as  i£ 
he  would  paint  her,  when  my  parents,  aecording  to  ap- 
pointment,  ^ere  not  there,  —  or  he  really  painted  her, 
—  at  this  moment  I  have  but  a  confused  idea  of  the 
whole,  —  all  at  once  she  heard  a  stränge  man's  voice,  and 
terror  and  fiight  worked  naturally  like  electric  shocks ! " 
Although  the  Captain  heard,  down  on  the  bottom  of  his 
billowy  sea,  all  voices  only  confusedly,  nevertheless  he 
had  this  time  heard*  correctly;  for  Liana  had  extorted 
from  her  mother  the  concealment  of  the  martyrology,  in 
Order  to  take  away  from  her  brother  the  occasion  of  prov- 
ing  his  love  to  her  by  a  duel  with  her  adversary. 

Albano  laid  up  many  questiöns  about  the  dark  history 
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in  bis  breast ;  and  broke  off  tbe  conversation  hj  a  de- 
scription  of  bis  joumey. 

After  some  days  be  beard  tbat  Liana  witb  ber  motber 
bad  leil  tbe  citj,  and  gone  to  visit  tbe  mountain-castle  of  a 
solitary  old  noble  widow,  wbicb  lay  above  Blumenbübl. 
Out  m  tbe  clean  country,  it  was  boped  ligbt  would  fall 
again  upon  ber  life,  and  tbe  matemal  band  was  to  paint 
over  anew  its  fading  colors.  Tbe  Minister,  wbo,  like 
otber  old  men  and  like  old  bair,  was  bard  to  frizzle  and  to 
sbape,  was,  in  tbis  last  and  deepest  pitfall  of  fate,  Struck 
quite  spiritless,  so  tbat  be  did  not  devour  Liana,  wbo  was 
also  caugbt  tberein,  but  let  ber  go.  Tbe  wbole  storj  was 
to  tbe  public  eye  veiy  mueb  covered  over  and  beflowered 
like  tbe  wall  of  a  park.  Only  tbe  Lector  knew  it  in  füll, 
but  be  could  bold  bis  tongue.  He  demanded  back  tbe 
miniature  from  tbe  Grerman  gentleman,  in  tbe  name  of 
the  motber;  tbat  personage  gave  in  its  stead  cold,  bollow 
lies ;  nevertbeless  Augusti,  at  tbe  entreaty  of  motber  and 
daugbter,  knew  bow  to  control  bimself,  and  sacrifice  to 
them  tbe  cballenge  wberewitb  be  was  going  to  take  satis- 
iaction  for  alL 

Our  friend  was  now,  since  bis  conscience  bad  been  ap- 
peased  witb  respect  to  accidental  consequences,  smitten 
witb  new  and  unmingled  sorrow  over  tbe  emptiness  of  bis 
present  condition ;  tbe  most  precious  soul  was  notbing  to 
bim  any  longer ;  bis  bours  were  no  more  barmoniousl^ 
Bounded  out  by  tbe  cbime  of  love  and  poesy,  but  monoto- 
nously  by  tbe  steeple-clock  of  every-day  routine.  Tbere- 
fore  be  took  refuge  witb  men  and*  friendship,  as  under 
trees  still  blooming  in  greenness  near  the  smouldering 
ruins  of  a  conflagration ;  women  be  sbunned,  because  tbey 
—  as  Strange  cbildren  do  a  motber  wbo  bas  lost  bers-^ 
too  painfally  reminded  bim  of  bis  loss.     How  gayly,  on 


66  TITAN. 

the  contrary,  docs  a  general  lover,  who  celebrates  ovly 
all-souls'  and  all-saints'  days,  go  about  like  one  new-bom, 
when  he  has  happily  slipped  the  noose  of  a  neart  which 
had  caught  him,  and  now  can  reckon  up  all  female  forms 
again  with  the  prospect  of  a  redeemed  estate !  The  yerj 
feeling  of  this  freedom  maj  animate  him  to  surrender 
himself  the  oflener,  bj  way  of  tasting  it  again,  as  prisoner 
to  a  female  heart 

Albano  let  himself  be  drawn  bj  the  hands  of  Boquai* 
rol  and  Schoppe  to  wild  festivals  of  men,  —  which  woold 
fain  render  the  sj^ere-music  of  joj  on  the  ketde-dmm ; 
—  thej  were  only  the  thom-festivals  after  the  feasts  of 
roses.  So  there  is  a  despair  which  relieves  itself  by  rev- 
elrj;  as,  for  example,  during  the  plague  at  Athens,  —  or 
in  the  expectation  of  the  last  daj,  —  or  in  the  anücipa- 
tion  of  a  ßobespierre's  butcher-knife.  The  Captain  went 
back  deeper  into  bis  old  labjrinth  and  wildemess,  and 
drew,  so  far  as  he  oould,  the  innocent  youth  into  bis 
populär  festivals  with  so-called  sons  of  the  muses,  into 
bis  recruiting  places  of  pleasure,  just  as  if  he  had  need 
on  bis  own  account  to  bring  bis  friend  down  to  himself 
a  üttle.  • 

Albano  fancied,  with  these  Ditbyrambics,  bis  weeping 
soul  would  be  quite  sung  to  sleep,  and  be  onlj  gave  it  in 
addition  a  gentle  rocking.  Meanwbile,  although  he  would 
not  bave  oonfessed  it,  bis  young  rosj  cheeks  grew  as  pale 
as  a  forehead,  and  bis  face  feil  in  like  a  piano^forte  kej 
upon  the  snapping  of  a  string.  It  was  touching  and  hard 
at  once,  when  he  sat  *laughing  among  bis  fiiends  and  their 
friends  with  a  colorless  face,  —  with  higher,  sharper  bones 
of  eyes  and  nose,  —  with  a  wilder  eye,  which  blazed  out 
of  a  darker  socket  From  music,  especially  RoquairoFs, 
wherein  under  the  hackneyed,  artistical  altecnatioii  of 
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damper  and  thunder,  the  passionate  roUing  and  planging 
of  our  8h  ip  were  too  vividlj  representcd,  bis  ear  and  heart 
fled  as  from  a  destroying  siren.  The  broken-off  lance- 
Bplinter  of  the  wound  rankled  and  festered  in  bis  whole 
bemg.  O,  as,  in  the  years  of  cbildhood,  wben  the  tosj 
cloud  in  beaven  seemed  to  bim  to  lie  directlj  on  the 
moontain  where  it  was  so  easj  to  be  reacbed,  the  mag- 
nificent  pile  retired  £a,r  into  the  skj  so  soon  as  be  had 
dimbed  the  mountain,  so  now  did  the  aurora  of  life  and 
the  spirit,  which  he  would  fain  seize  and  hold  near  to 
him^  stand  so  high  and  far  overbead  beycmd  bis  reach  in 
the  bluel  Painfully  does  man  attain  the  alp  of  ideal 
love;  still  more  painful  and  dangerous  —  as  in  the  case 
of  other  alps  —  is  the  descent  from  it 

One  day  Chariton  came  into  town,  merelj  to  band  bim 
at  last  a  letter  of  her  husband's,  —  for  Dlan,  like  all  artists, 
much  more  easilj  and  agreeablj  executed  a  work  of  art 
Üian  a  lett^,  —  wberein  be  expressed  bis  joy  that  he 
sboold  see  Albano  so  soon.  ^  Is  he  coming  back,  then  ?  " 
asked  the  Count.  She  exdaimed,  with  a  sad  tone : 
**  Body  o'  mte !  —  that  indeed  1  —  acoording  to  bis  former 
letter  be  bas  still  to  stay  bis  jear  longer."  "  I  do  not 
understand  bim  so,"  said  Albano. 

The  same  evemng  be  was  invited  by  the  Princess  to 
see  the  ei^ravings  of  Herculaneum,  wbidi  had  come  by 
the  same  post  wifh  Cbariton's  letter.  She  welcomed  bim 
with  that  animated  look  of  love  which  we  put  on  before 
one  who  will  immediately,  as  we  hope,  pour  out  before 
US  the  unmeasured  thanks  of  Eis  heart.  But  be  had 
notbing  to  pour  out  from  bis.  She  asked  at  lengtb,  some- 
wbat  surprised,  wbether  be  had  received  no  letters  to-day 
from  Spain.  She  forgot  that  the  post  is  courteous  and 
ezpeditious  toward  no  bouse  except  the  princely  bouse. 
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As,  however,  his  letter  must  certainlj  be  already  lying  in 
bis  Chamber,  she  allowed  herseif  to  take  upon  herseif  the 
pai-t  of  Time,  who  brings  all  things  to  daylight,  and  told 
what  was  in  the  letter,  namely,  ^that  she  should  in 
autumn  undertake  a  little  artistic  joumey  to  Rome,  upon 
which  his  father  would  accompany  her,  and  he  him  if  he 
liked ;  that  was  the  whole  seci*et.''  It  was  only  the  half ; 
for  she  soon  added,  that  she  should  be  most  glad  to  extend 
the  pleasure  of  this  tour  to  the  best  draughtsman  in  the 
city,  as  soon  as  she  recovered,  —  Liana. 

As  the  whole  heart  is  suddenly  illuminated  with  joy, 
when,  after  a  long,  dark  rainy  day,  at  last  in  the  evening 
the  sun  arches  for  himself  under  the  heavy  water  a  golden, 
open  westem  gate,  Stands  therein  pure  and  brilliant  as  in  a 
rose-bower  before  the  mirroring  earth,  announces  to  her  a 
fairer  day,  and  then,  with  warm  looks,  disappears  from  the 
open  rose-bower,  so  was  it  with  our  Albano. 

The  fair  day  had  not  yet  come,  but  the  fair  evening  had. 
He  left  the  Herculanean  pictures  under  their  rubbish,  and 
hastened,  as  quickly  as  gratitude  allowed,  back  to  the  let- 
ter of  his  father,  who  so  seldom  sent  such  a  favor. 

Here  it  is :  — 

"  Dearest  Albano  :  My  affairs  and  my  health  are  at 
length  in  such  order,  that  I  can  conveniently  carry  out  my. 
plan,  which  I  have  proposed,  in  conjunction  with  the  Prin- 
cess,  of  making  a  short  artistical  tour  to  Rome  this  very 
autumn,  to  which  I  invite  thee,  and  will  come  myself  to 
take  thee  in  October.  The  rest  of  the  travelling  party 
will  not  displease  thee,  as  it  consists  entirely  of  clever 
connoisseurs,  Herr  von  Bouverot,  Mr.  Counseller  of  Arts 
Fraischdörfer,  Mr.  Librarian  Schoppe  (if  he  will),  ünfor- 
tunately  Herr  von  Augusti  must  stay  behind  as  Lector. 
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Thy  teacher  in  Borne  (Dian)  is  expecting  thee  with  much 
eagersess.  They  have  written  to  me  that  thou  art  par- 
ticularly  partial  to  the  new  court-dame  of  the  good  Prin- 
cess,  MadUe.  von  Fr.,  whom  I  recollect  as  a  very  capital 
draughtsman.  It  will  interest  thee,.  therefore,  to  know, 
that  the  Princess  takes  her,  too,  with  her,  especially  since, 
as  I  hear,  a  joumey  for  health  is  as  needful  to  her  as 
to  me.  In  spring,  which,  besides,  is  not  the  pleasantest 
season  of  the  year  in  Italy,  thou  wilt  retum  to  Germany 
to  thy  studies.  One  thing  more,  in  confidence,  my  best 
one  I  They  have  unreservedly  communicated  to  my  ward, 
the  Countess  of  Eomeiro,  thy  ghost-visions  in  Pestitz. 
Now,  as  she  is  to  spend  the  autumn  and  winter  during  my 
absence  with  her  friend,  the  Princess  Julien ne,  and  be- 
sides will'arrive  earlier  than  I,  let  it  not  strike  thee  as 
Strange  that  she  shuns  thy  acquaintance,  becaiise  her 
female  and  personal  pride  has  been  mortified  by  the 
juggling  use  of  her  name,  and  feels  itself  challenged  to  a 
direct  refutation  of  the  juggler.  In  fact,  if  the  game 
has  really  a  serious  object,  one  could  not  well  choose 
worse  means  to  efiect  it — Thou  wilt  do  what  honor  bids, 
and,  although  she  is  my  ward,  not  insist  upon  seeking 
her  Company.    All  this  between  ourselves.    Adio ! 

«  G.  V.  C." 

These  prospects,  —  the  elevating  one  of  being  ßo  long 
with  his  father ;  the  healing  one  of  wading  out  from  this 
deep  ashes  into  a  freer,  lighter  land ;  the  fiattering  one 
that  the  sick,  tormented  heart  in  the  mountain-castle 
might  perhaps,  in  citron  and  laurel  groves,  find,  yes,  and 
haply  give  back,  too,  joy  and  health  again,  —  these  pros- 
pects were,  what  the  joys  of  human  beings  are,  very 
pleasant  walks  in  a  prison-yard. 
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On  this  happy  walk  he  was  soon  disturbed  hj  the  image 
of  the  Coming  Linda,  not,  however,  on  his  own  aaootint, 
but  on  that  of  his  poor  sister  and  his  fiiend*  How  malig- 
nanüj  must  this  stränge  ignis  fcOuus,  thoaght  he,  dance 
into  the  nightlj  oopflict  of  all  these  clashing  relations! 
Boquairol  seemed,  besides,  to  leave  the  too  intensely 
loving  Rabette  alone  with  her  solitaiy  wishes.  She  sent 
him  weekly,  under  cover  to  Albano^  —  once  it  was  the 
reverse,  —  her  epistolary  sighs  and  tears,  all  whieh  he 
ooldlj  pocketed,  without  speaking  of  them  or  of  the  for- 
lom  one^ 

Albano,  weighing  in  silence  Liana  and  Babette,  com* 
passionated,  himself,  the  miequal  lot  of  his  over-hastj 
fiiend,  over  whose  sun-steeds  onlj  an  Amazon  and  Titan* 
ess,  but  not  a  good  countrj-girl,  could  fling  Ihe  bridk, 
and  whose  Psjche's-chariot  and  thunder-car  seemed  to 
him  too  good  for  a  mere  oonnubial  post-chaise  or  child's 
carriage.  What  a  strangling  struggle  of  all  feelings  will 
there  be,  thought  he,  when  he,  kneeling  at  the  nuptial 
altar  with  Rabette,  accidentallj  looks  up,  and  discovers 
among  the  spectators  the  never-to-be-forgotten  lofty  bride 
of  his  whole  youth,  and  must  stammer  out  the  renouncing 
«Yesl" 

He  was  therefore  in  doubt  whether  he  might  venture 
to  disclose  to  him  the  contents  of  the  letter,  but  not  long 
indeed<  '^  Shall  I,"  said  he,  '^  dissemble  and  juggle  before 
a  friend?  Maj  I  dare  to  presuppose  him  weak,  and 
shun  the  acceleration  of  connections,  whic&,  after  all, 
must  come  with  her  ?  ** 

So  soon  as  Charles  came  to  him,  he  spoke  to  him  first 
of  the  intended  joumey,  and  even  added  the  request  for 
liis  Company,  moved  by  the  thought  of  the  first  parting 
with  his  youthful  friend.     The   Captain,  whose  heart 
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always  needed  the  sounding-board  of  fancj  for  musical 
utterance,  was  not  able,  oa  the  spot,  to  have  or  to  picture 
anj  oonsiderable  emotions  about  the  farewelL  Then 
Albano,  who  conld  not  get  it  over  his  ups,  gave  him  the 
whole  letter. 

Döring  the  readin^  Boquairol's  whole  face  became 
hateful,  even  in  his  fiiend's  eye.  He  darted  then  such  a 
flaming  look  of  indignation  at  Albano,  that  the  latter 
involuntarily  and  nnconsciouslj  retomed  it  ^  O,  verily, 
I  nnderstand  it  all,"  said  Charles ;  ^  so  was  the  thing  to 
be  solyed.  Only  wait  tili  to-morrow ! "  All  muscles  in 
him  were  alive,  all  features  distorted,  everything  in  com- 
motion,  just  as,  in  a  violent  tempest,  little  doudlets  whirl 
aionnd  each  other.  Albano  would  fain  question  and 
detain  hiin.  ^To-morrow,  to-morrow  1"  he  cried,  and 
went  off  like  a  storm. 

87.   CYCLE. 

ON  the  morrow,  Albano  received  a  singular  letter 
frcMn  Boqnairol,  for  the  understanding  of  which 
8ome  notioes  of  his  connection  with  Rabette  must  be 
prefixed. 

Nodiing  is  harder,  when  one  really  loyes  one's  friend, 
than  scaroelj  to  look  at  that  friend's  sister.  Nothing  is 
easier  (except  only  the  converse)  than,  after  being  disen- 
chanted  by  city  hearts,  to  be  enchanted  by  country  hearts. 
Nothing  is  more  natural  for  a  general  lover,  who  loves  all, 
than  to  loye  one  among  them.  It  needs  not  be  proved 
tfaat  the  Captain  had  been  in  all  three  cases  at  once,  when 
he,  for  the  first  time,  toM  Rabette  she  had  his  heart,  as 
he  was  pleased  to  call  it  She,  of  course,  should  not 
have  worshipped,  at  such  a  neamess,  the  Hamadryad  in 
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such  a  Upas-tree,  with  whose  sap  so  manj  of  Cupid's 
arrows  are  poisoned ;  bat  she  and  most  of  her  eisters 
are  so  dazzled  hj  men's  advantages  as  not  to  see  men's 
misuse  of  them. 

In  the  beginning  many  things  went  well;  the  pure 
innocence  of  bis  sister  and  his  friend  threw  a  stränge 
magic  light  upon  the  unnatural  union.  The  prominent 
advantage  was,  that  he,  as  concert-master  of  his  love, 
needed  little  more  of  Rabette  than  her  ears ;  loving  was 
with  him  talking,  and  he  looked  upon  actions  merelj  as 
the  drawing  of  our  soul ;  words  being  the  colors.  There  is 
a  twpfold  love,  —  love  of  the  feeling  and  love  of  the  object 
The  former  is  more  man's  love ;  it  wishes  the  enjoyment 
of  its  own  being,  the  foreigu  object  is  to  it  onlj  the  mi- 
croscopic  object-bearer,  or  much  rather  subject-bearer, 
whercupon  it  beholds  its  "  I  '*  magnified  ;  it  can  therefore 
easilj  let  its  objects  change,  if  only  the  flame  into  which 
thej  are  thrown  as  fuel  continues  to  blaze  up  high ;  and 
it  enjoys  itself  less  through  actions,  which  are  always 
long,  tedious,  and  troublesome,  than  by  words,  which  pic- 
ture  and  promote  it  at  the  same  time.  The  love  of  the 
object,  on  the  contrary,  enjoys  and  desires  nothing  but  its 
welfare  (such  is  for  the  most  part  female  and  parental 
love),  and  only  deeds  and  sacrifices  give  it  peace  and 
satisfaction ;  it  loves  for  the  sake  of  blessing,  whereas  the 
other  only  blesses  for  the  sake  of  loving. 

Roquairol  had  long  since  devoted  himself  to  the  love 
of  the  feeling.  Hence  it  was  that  he  must  make  so  many 
words;  at  the  Bhine-fall  of  SchaflThausen  he  would  not 
have  been  in  the  best,  that  is,  the  most  excited  mood, 
merely  because  he  could  not  —  since  the  flood  out-thun« 
ders  everything  —  have  delivered  anything  himself  in 
praise  thereof,  on  account  of  the  sublime  uproar. 
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His  Romance  with  Rabette  afler  the  declaration  of  love 
was  divided  into  distinct  chapters. 

The  first  chapter  he  sweetened  for  himself  in  her 
Bociety,  bj  the  consideration  that  she  was  new  and  be- 
longed  to  him  and  yielded  him  an  admiring  obedience. 
He  painted  for  her  therein  great  pieces  of  beautiful 
nature,  mixed  therewith  some  nearer  emotions,  and  there- 
upon  kissed  her;  so  that  she  reallj  enjoyed  his  Hps  in 
two  forms,  that  of  action  and  that  of  speech ;  from  her,  as 
has  been  said,  he  wanted  onlj  a  pair  of  open  ears.  In 
this  chapter  he  assumed  also  some  possibilitj  of  their 
marriage;  men  so  easily  confound  the  charm  of  a  new 
love  with  the  worth  and  duration  of  it. 

He  set  himself  about  his  second  chapter,  and  swam 
therein  blissfuUj  in  the  tears  with  which  he  sought  to 
write  it  out  In  fact,  this  ocular  pleasure  afibrded  him 
more  true  joy  than  almost  the  best  chapters.  When,  in 
such  mood,  he  sat  and  drank  hj  her  side,  —  for,  like  a 
.dead  prince's  heart,  he  loved  to  bury  his  living  one  in 
Caps,  —  and  then  began  to  describe  his  life,  particularly 
his  death,  and  his  sorrows  and  errors  in  the  interval,  and 
his  suicide  and  infanticide  at  the  masquerade,  and  his 
rejected  and  spumed  love  for  Linda:  who  was  then 
more  moved  to  tears  than  himself?  No  one  bat  Ra- 
bette, whose  eyes,  —  having  been,  through  her  father  and 
brother,  as  little  acquainted  with  men's  tears  as  with  ele- 
phants',  stags',  or  crocodiles'  teai's,  —  so  much  the  more 
riehly,  but  not  so  sweetly  as  bitterly,  streamed  over  into 
his  sorrow  and  love.  This  poured  fresh  oil  again  into 
his  flame  and  lamp,  until  he  at  last,  like  that  pupil  of 
Groethe's  master  wizard,  with  the  brooms  that  carried 
WBter,  oould  no  longer  govem  his  spirits.  Poetic  natures 
have  a  sympathetic  one ;  like  justice,  they  keep  a  surgeon 
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in  their  pay  near  the  rack,  who  immediatelj  sets  again 
the  broken  limbs,  yes,  even  regulates  beforehand  the 
placcs  for  the  crushiDg  fractures.* 

A  man  should  oever  weep  on  bis  own  accoont,  ezeept 
for  ecstasy.  But  poets  and  all  people  of  much  fancj  are 
magicians  who  —  exact  counterparts  of  the  bumt  en- 
chantresses  —  weep  more  easily,  althongh  more  at  Images, 
than  at  the  rough,  sore  calamiiy  itself,  in  order  to  put  the 
poor  enchantresses  to  the  worst  water-ordeaL  Trost  them 
notl  On  the  machinelle-poison-tree  the  rain-drops  are 
poisonous  which  roll  from  its  leaves. 

Meanwhile  it  must  never  be  concealed,  that  the  Oap- 
tam  in  this  second  chapter  strengthened  bis  resolution  of 
reallj  marrjing  the  good  and  so  tender  Rabette.  '^  Thou 
knowest, "  he  said  to  himself,  "  what  upon  the  whole  there 
iB  in  and  about  women,  one  or  two  deficiencies,  more  or 
less,  make  little  difference ;  thy  man-like  foUy  of  reqaip- 
ing  her,  as  thej  do  hired  animals,  to  be  warranted  with- 
out  fault,  maj  surely  be  regarded  as  gone  by,  friend." 

Now  he  set  himself  down  to  dip  into  the  ink  for  bis . 
third  chapter,  wherein  he  merely  sported.  His  lip-om- 
nipotence  over  the  listening  heart  refreshed  him  to  such  a 
degree,  that  he  made  frequent  experiments  to  see  whether 
she  could  not  laugh  herseif  almost  to  death.  Women  in 
love,  by  reason  of  weakness  and  fire,  take  the  laughter- 
plant  most  easily ;  they  hold  the  comic  heroic-poet  still 

*  This  passage  may  throw  some  light  for  the  reader  on  a  somewhat 
obscure  one  at  the  end  of  the  first  paragraph  in  Gycle  81,  where  Jean 
Paul  seems  to  intimate  the  wish  that,  as  there  are  surgeons  employed 
at  the  rack  to  point  out  how  far  tortui*e  may  go  without  killing  the 
vicfim,  and  so  defeating  the  very  object  of  the  cruelty,  so  there  might 
be  in  regard  to  the  enjoyments  of  princes,  in  order  to  point  out  how 
far  they  may  go  without  spoiling  themselves  and  imposing  sicklj 
worthless,  burdensome  rulers  upon  the  conntry.  —  Tb. 
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more  as  their  hero,  and  prove  therewith  the  ixmocence 
of  their  laughing  at  him.  Bat  Roquairol  loved  her  less 
when  she  langhed. 

In  his  fourth'chapter,  —  or  sector,  or  Dog-Post-daj, 
or  letter-box,*  or  in  whatever  other  way  I  have  (ludi- 
crouslj  enough)  made  mj  divisions,  instead  of  using  the 
Cyde,  —  in  his  fourth  JubUee,  I  say,  it  went,  so  to  speak, 
harder  with  liim.  Rabette  grew  at  last  sated  and  sick  of 
Ms  etemallj  jnmping  off  and  opening  the  pot  of  the  lach- 
rjmal  glands  that  hung  between  the  wheels,  to  grease 
bis  monming-coach.  Deep  emotion  was  everj  daj  made 
more  disagreeable  and  bitter  to  him;  he  must  be  ever 
giving  longer  and  more  vivid  tragedies.  Then  he  began 
to  perceive  that  the  tongoe  of  the  country  maiden  is  not 
the  very  greatest  landscape-painter,  soul-portrayer,  and 
silhouettiste,  and  that  she  hardly  knew  how  to  say  much 
more  to  him  than,  ''Thou,  my  heart!"  He  made,  on  that 
account,  in  the  fourth  chapter,  rarer  yisits ;  that  again 
helped  him  considerably,  but  only  for  a  short  time.  For- 
tunately,  the  half-mile  from  Pestitz  to  Blumenbühl  count- 
ed  in  with  Babette's  lines  and  rays  of  beauty;  in  the 
city,  in  the  same  street,  or  in  fact  under  the  same  roof, 
he  would  have  remained  too  cold  from  very  neamess. 

The  most  natural  consequence  of  such  a  chapter  is  the 
fifth,  or  the  chapter  of  altemations,  which  still  blows  up 
some  flames  by  the  ever-swifter  interchange  of  reproaches 
and  reconciliations,  so  that  the  two,  as  electrical  bodies 
do  little  ones,  altemately  attract  and  repel  each  other. 
Sometimes  he  drank  nothing,  and  merely  treated  her 
harshly.  Sometimes  he  took  his  glass,  and  said  to  her : 
^I  am  the  devil,  thou  the  angel."     The  greatest  offence 

*  Titles  of  the  chapters  respectively  in  **  The  Invisible  Lodge,"  in 
**  Ottperat,"  an4  in  ''  Quintns  Fizlein."^  Tb. 
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to  his  love  bis  father  gave,  bj  tbe  approbation  wbidi, 
most  unexpectedlj,  he  bestowed  upon  it  It  was  to  tbe 
Captain  exactly  as  if  be  sbould  realize  tbe  silver-wed- 
duig  if  be  ever  solenmized  tbe  golden  dne.  In  tbe  Ser- 
vice of  tbe  goddess  of  love  one  more  easilj  grows  bald 
tban  graj ;  be  was  alreadj  morally  bald  toward  tbe  eiU 
ver-bride.  Fortnnatelj,  a  sbort  time  before  tbe  illumi- 
nation  Suhdaj  in  Lilar,*  be  carried  all  sins  of  Omission 
«nd  commission  so  far,  tbat  on  Sundaj  be  was  in  a  condi- 
tion  to  cnrse  tbem ;  onlj  after  scolding  and  sinning  could 
he  with  comparative  ease  love  and  pray,  as  tbe  grovelling 
spring-scarabee  snaps  up  onlj  wben  tomed  over  on  bi» 
back.  It  bas  probablj  slipped,  or  at  least  escaped,  tbe 
memory  of  few  readers,  among  tbe  events  of  tbat  Sunday, 
fbat  Boquairol  sat  in  tbe  moming  with  Rabette  in  tbe 
flnte-dell,  tbat  Rabette  sang  there  in  a  depressed  and 
lonesome  mood,  and  how  be,  dissolved  thereby,  encoun- 
tered  bis  friend  glorified  bj  love.  The  dell  afiair  is  natu- 
ral ;  afler  so  long  coolness  (not  coldness)  on  this  breezy, 
free  Otaheite-day,  with  all  tbat  be  had  in  his  hands 
(anotber's  band  —  and  a  üask)  beside  tbat  heart  of  hers, 
as  warm  and  yet  as  tranquil  as  the  sun  in  tbe  heav- 
ens,  —  and  then  the  solitary  orphan  flute  which  he  made 
play  its  call,  —  and  with  bis  most  bearty  wish  to  profit 
somewhat  by  such  a  day  and  sky,  —  under  these  circum- 
Btances  be  found  himself  actually  compelled  to  draw  upon 
bis  genuine  emotions,  to  give  himself  vent  on  the  subject 
of  his  past  life  (he  resembled  the  old  languages,  whicli, 
aecording  to  Herder,  have  many  Preterites  and  no  Pres- 
ent),  —  yes,  even  on  the  subject  of  his  death  (also  a 
fragment  of  the  past),  —  and  then  as  on  a  heavenly  way 
to  move  forward.  Of  course  be  went  not  far ;  he  let  his 
*  Where  Albano  for  the  last  time  was  liappy  with  Liaoa. 
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blood  of  St.  Jannarius,  namely,  bis  eyes,  become  fluid 
agaiD,  (bis  own  blood  baying  previously  become  so,)  and 
then  demanded  of  tbe  enraptured  soul,  whirled  about  in 
the  fairest  beaven  notbing  less  tban  —  since  sbe  was 
mute  befbre  tbe  pocket-bandkercbief  tbrown  to  ber  as  tbe 
oaoarj-bird  is  under  tbe  one  tbrown  over  bim,  —  a  faint 
«Bging.  Babette  conld  not  sing^  sbe  said  so,  sbe  de- 
clined,  at  last  sbe  sang;  but  during  tbe  empty  singing 
sbe  thougbt  of  notbing  save  bim  and  bis  wild,  wet  face. 

Tbe  most  miserable  cbapter  of  all,  wbicb  be  brougbt 
out  in  bis  Romance,  may  well  be  tbe  sixtb,  wbicb  be 
wrote  down  on  tbe  nigbt  of  tbe  illumination  in  Lilar.  In 
ibe  be^ning  be  bad  lefl  Babette  to  stand  alone  a  mute, 
inglorious*  spectator,  wbile  be  ran,  jumping  up  bebind 
tbe  car  of  Venus  füll  of  Strange  goddesses.  Gradualiy 
ooe  pleasure  after  aaotber  crept  along  toward  bim  and 
gave  bim  tbe  Tarantula  bite,  wbicb  was  foUowed  by  a 
Biek  raving.  As  modera.tion  is  a  true  strengtbening  medi- 
cine  of  life,  so  did  be  uncommonly  seldom  resort  to  Ibis 
powerful  medicine,  in  order  not  to  be  obliged  to  use  it 
in  stronger  and  stronger  doses,  and  be  did  not  accustom 
himself  to  it  at  alL  •  At  last,  wben  be  was  füll,  forms  ap« 
peared  in  bim  as  in  Cbinese  porcelain ;  t  be  stepped  sym- 
patbizingly  and  lovingly  to  Rabette,  and  fancied,  as  sbe 
did,  tiiat  be  was  tender  or  affectionate  towards  ber,  wben 
he  merely  was  so  towards  all. 

He  wouM  fain  draw  ber  away  from  tbe  bostile  array 
of  eyes,  to  seek  from  ber  tbe  kiss  to  wbicb  interdiction 
and  privation  lent  boney  again ;  but  sbe  refused,  because 

•  Jean  Paul  does  not  quote  Gray'»  Elegy,  though  this  somewhat 
literal  tnmslation  migbt  eeem  to  imply  it  —  Tr. 

t  The  Chinese  conld  once  paint  fishes  and  other  shapes  on  porce- 
lain, which  vere  only  visible  when  one  filled  np  the  vessel.  Lettres 
Ec^jlkmt€B,  etc.,  XU.  Becueil. 
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Ihere,  where  the  eye  stops,  snspicion  begina,  when  he  mi-i 
'fbrtunatelj  caaght  sight  of  the  blind  girl  from  Blumeik- 
bühl,  and  could  call  her  as  a  pretended  guard  of  Rabette, 
in  Order  to  lead  her  out  of  the  temptation  among  men  to 
the  temptation  in  the  wildemess.  Pressing  her  to  him 
with  such  a  passionate  impetuositj  of  love  as  he  had 
never  showed  before,  —  so  that  the  poor  soul  who  had 
been  so  forsaken  and  forlom  this  evening  wept  over  the 
retum  of  all  her  joys,  —  and  speaking  to  her  like  an 
angel,  who  acts  like  none,  he  involuntarilj  arrivedi  wiih 
her  at  the  silent  Tartarus,  where  all  was  blind  and  dumb. 

Rabette  had  not  suffered  the  blind  girl  to  leave  her ; 
but  when  they  entered  the  catacomb-avenue,  which  holda 
only  two  persons,  unless  the  third  will  creep  along  in  the 
water,  the  eyeless  maid  was  stationed  at  the  gate,  and  so 
much  the  more,  because  he  would  not  willingly  let  him- 
seif  be  checked  by  a  superfluous  listener.  And  besides, 
what  then  was  there  to  fear  in  the  very  raree-show  of  the 
grave? 

Within  there  he  spoke  about  the  everywhere  stretched- 
out  index-finger  of  death,  —  how  "  it  indicated  that  life, 
stupid  as  it  is,  should  not  be  made  by  us  more  stupid,  but 
joyous/'  He  seated  himself  by  her  side,  caressing  her,  —7 
as  the  destroying  angel  sits  invisible  beside  the  blooming 
child  that  plays  in  the  old  masonry,  and  into  whose  tender 
hands  he  presses  the  black  scorpion.  It  was  the  very 
spot  where  he  had  sat  in  that  first  covenant-night,  with 
Albano,  opposite  the  sk<eleton  with  the  .ZEk)Iian-harp,  when 
bis  friend  swore  to  him  bis  renunciation  of  Linda.  His 
tongue  ßtreamed  like  his  eye.  He  was  tender,  as,  accord- 
ing  to  the  populär  superstition,  corpses  are  tender  which 
moumers  die  afler.  He  threw  fire-wreaths  into  Rabette's 
heart,  but  she  had  not,  like  him,  streams  of  words  to 
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quench  thein  withal.  Sfae  conld  onlj  sigh,  onlj  embraoe; 
and  men  fall  into  sin  most  easily  from  weariness  of  good, 
but  tedious  hearts.  More  swiflly  did  laughter  and  weep- 
ing,  death  and  drollery,  love  and  wantonness,  spring  over 
into  eacb  other ;  moral  poison  makes  the  tongue  as  light 
as  phjsical  makes  it  heavj.  Poor  giii!  the  maidenlj 
Boul  is  a  ripe  rose,  out  of  which,  so  soon  as  one  leaf  is 
placked,  all  its  mates  easilj  fall  after.  His  wild  kisses 
broke  out  the  first  leaves  ;  then  others  feil.  In  vain  the 
good  genius  wafls  holy  tones  from  the  harp  of  death,  and 
sends  up  angrj  murmurs  in  the  orcus-flood  of  the  cata- 
comb,  —  in  vain  I  The  darkest  angel,  who  loves  to  tor- 
ture,  but  rather  innocent  ones  than  the  guilty,  has  alreadj 
tom  from  heaven  the  star  of  love,  to  bear  it  as  a  murder^ 
brand  into  the  cavem.  The  poor,  narrow  little  life-garden 
of  the  defenceless  maid,  wherein  but  little  grows,  Stands 
over  the  long  mine-passage  vrhich  runs  awaj  under 
Boquairors  wide-extended  pleasure-camp  ;  and  the  dark- 
est angel  has  the  lint-stock  already  lighted.  With  fiery 
greediness  the  spark-point  eats  its  way  onward ;  as  yet 
her  garden  Stands  füll  of  sunshine,  and  its  flowers  wave ; 
the  spark  gnaws  a  little  into  the  black  powder.  Suddenlj 
ii  tears  open  a  monstrous  flame-throat ;  and  the  green 
garden  reelg,  then  flies,  blown  up,  scattered  to  atoms,  falls 
in  black  clods  out  of  the  air  down  upon  far  distant  places ; 
and  the  life  of  the  poor  maiden  is  all  smoke  and  ruin. 

But  RoquairoFs  wide-spread  and  jointly  rooted  pleas- 
ure-parks  withstood  the  earthquake  much  more  vigorously. 
Both  then  came  up  out  of  the  mine-passage  sorrowfuUy, 
for  the  Captain  had  lost  a  little  arbor  in  the  explosion ; 
but  they  found  no  more  the  blind  girl,  who,  in  her  search 
for  them,  had  lost  herseif.  They  encountered  only  the 
roving  Albano,  who  himself  was  sorely  wailing  and  rav- 
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ing,  although  he  this  erening  had  lost  nothing  bnt^* 
pleasures. 

Lei  US  lead  up  the  deluded  maiden  and  her  million 
companions  with  some  words  before  a  mild  jndge  !  This 
is  not  the  only  thing  which  that  judge  will  weigh,  that 
she,  Btupefied  hj  the  blossom-dnst  of  a  reeking  spring 
season  of  jojs,  smothered  into  dumbness  with  the  yirgin's 
veil,  prostrate  before  the  storm  of  fancy  (as  women  fall 
so  much  the  more  easily  before  another^s  fancy  and  a 
poetic  one,  the  seldomer  their  own  blows  upon  them,  and 
accnstoms  them  to  Standing  firmly),  suffered  the  reward 
of  a  whole  virgin  life  to  die ;  but  this  is  what  most 
strongly  mitigates  the  sentence,  that  she  bore  love  in  her 
heart  Why,  then,  do  not  the  male  sex  recognize  that 
the  loving  female,  in  the  hour  of  love,  will  really  do 
nothing  less  than  all  for  her  beloved,  that  woman  has  all 
power  for  love,  against  which  she  has  so  little,  and  that 
she,  with  the  same  soul  and  at  the  same  moment,  would 
just  as  readily  sacrifice  her  life  as  her  virtue,  and  that 
only  the  demanding  and  taking  party  is  bad,  deliberately 
and  selfishly  ? 

The  last  or  seventh  chapter  of  his  robber  romance  is 
very  short  and  contradictory.  The  third  day  he  visited 
her  in  her  garden,  was  delicate,  rational,  tejnperate,  re- 
served,  as  if  he  were  a  married  man.  As  he  found  her 
füll  of  trouble,  which  she,  however,  only  half  expressed 
he  accordingly,  out  of  anxiety  for  her  health,  came  again 
several  times ;  and,  when  he  found  that  she  had  not  suf- 
fered  in  the  least,  he  stayed  —  away.  Towards  Albano, 
during  the  aforesaid  anxiety,  he  behaved  meekly,  and, 
after  it,  he  was  the  same  as  ever,  but  not  long ;  for  when 
his  sister,  whom  of  all  human  beings  he  perhaps  loved 
most  purely,  became  blind  through  Albano's  wildness,  he 
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then,  even  on  aeconnt  of  a  similarity  of  guilt,  flung  at  him 
a  real  hatred,  and  something  like  it  at  all  his  (Aibano's) 
relations.  Eabette  got  nothing  from  him  now  bot  — 
letters  and  apologies,  short  pictures  of  his  wild  nature, 
which  must,  he  said,  have  free  play-room,  and  which, 
fastened  to  another,  must  beat  and  bruise  and  gall  that 
'  one  with  the  chain  quite  as  much  as  itself.  All  objections 
of  Rabette's  he  knew  how  to  remove  so  well,  as  they 
consisted  only  in  words,  and  not  in  looks  and  tears,  that- 
he  at  last  himself  began  to  perceive  he  was  right ;  and 
almost  nothing  was  lefl  to  the  poor  May-fiower,  crushed 
by  the  fall  of  this  smooth  May-pole,  than  the  real  last 
word,  —  namely,  the  mute  life,  which  is  not  the  first  thing 
to  announce  to  the  murderer  that  he  has  smitten  and  de- 
stroyed  a  heart 
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HERE  is  RoquairoFs  letter  to  Albano :  — 
"  It  must  onee  be,  and  be  over ;  we  must  see 
each  other  as  we  are,  and  then  hate  each  other,  if  it  must 
be  so.  I  make  thy  sister  unhappy ;  thou  makest  mine 
imhappy  and  me  too ;  these  things  just  balance  each 
other.  Thou  distortedst  thyself  out  of  an  angel  to  me 
more  and  more  passionately  into  a  destroying  angel. 
Strangle  me,  then,  but  I  grapple  thee  too. 

**  Now  look  upon  me,  I  draw  off  my  mask,  I  have  con- 
Yulsive  movements  on  my  face,  like  people  who  live  after 
drinking  sweet  poison.  I  have  made  myself  drunk  with 
poison,  I  have  swallowed  the  poison-pill,  the  great  poison 
globuk,  the  earth-globe.  Out  with  it  freely !  I  exult  no 
more,  I  believe  nothing  more,  I  do  not  even  lament  right 
yaliaatly.    My  tree  is  hoUowed  out,  burnt  to  a  coal  by 


82  TITAN. 

£sintastic  fire.  WheD,  occasionally,  in  this  state^the  in- 
testinal Worms  of  the  soul,  exasperation,  ecÄasy,  love,  and 
the  like,  crawl  round  again,  and  gnaw  and  devour  each 
other,  then  do  I  look  down  from  mjself  to  them ;  like 
polypöses,  I  cut  them  in  twain  and  tum  them  wrong  end 
foremost  and  stick  them  into  each  other.  Then  I  look 
again  at  my  own  act  of  looking,  and  as  this  goes  on  ad 
inßmtum,  what  then  comes  to  one  from  it  all  ?  If  others 
have  an  idealism  of  faith,  so  have  I  an  idealism  of  the 
heart,  and  every  one  who  has  oflen  gone  through  with  all 
eensations  on  the  stage,  on  paper,  and  on  the  earth,  is  in  the 
same  case.  What  boots  it  ?  If  thou  shouldst  die  at  this 
moment,  I  often  say  to  myself,  then,  as  all  radii  of  life 
run  together  into  the  minute  point  of  a  moment,  all  would 
verily  be  wiped  out,  invbible ;  to  me,  then,  it  is  as  if  I 
had  been  nothing.  Often  I  look  upon  the  mountiuns  and 
floods  and  the  ground  about  me,  and  it  seems  to  me  as  if 
they  could  at  any  and  every  moment  flutter  asunder  and 
melt  away  in  smoke,  and  I  with  them.  The  future  life  (as 
even  the  present  is  hardly  to  be  called  a  life),  and  all  that 
hangs  thereupon,  belongs  to  the  ecstasies  which  one  winks 
at ;  especially  it  belongs  to  the  ecstasy  of  love. 

"  As  thou  so  readily  assumest  every  difierence  from  thy- 
self  to  be  enervation,  so  do  I  say  to  thee  outright :  Only 
ascend  farther,  only  knead  thyself  more  thoroughly,  only 
lift  thy  head  higher  out  of  the  hot  waves  of  the  feelings, 
then  wilt  thou  no  longer  lose  thyself  in  them,  but  let  them 
billow  on  alone.  There  is  a  cold,  daring  spirit  in  man, 
which  nothing  touches  at  all,  —  not  even  virtue;  for  it 
alone  chooses  that,  and  is  its  creator,  not  its  creature.  I 
once  experienced  at  sea  a  storm,  in  which  the  whole  de- 
ment furiously  and  jaggedly  and  foamingly  lashed  itself 
into  commotion«  and  flung  ite  waters  pell-mell  through  each 
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other,  while  overhead  the  sun  looked  on  in  silence ;  —  so 
be  thou  !    The  heart  is  the  storm  ;  seif  is  the  heaven 

^'Believest  thou  that  the  romancers  and  tragedians, 
that  is,  the  men  of  genius  among  them,  who  have  a  thou- 
sand  times  aped,  and  aped  their  own  apings  of  eveiything, 
divine  and  human,  are  other  than  I  ?  What  keeps  them 
and  the  world's  people  still  real  is  the  hunger  afier  money 
and  praise;  this  eating  gastric-juice  is  the  animal  glue, 
the  salient  point  in  the  sofl  floating  and  fleefing  world. 
The  apes  are  geniuses  among  beasts ;  and  the  geniuses 
are  —  not  merely  before  higher  beings,  as  Pope  says  of 
Newton,  but  evep  here  below  —  apes,  in  sesthetic  Imitation, 
in  heartlessness,  malignitj,  malicious  pleasure,  sensualitj, 
and  —  merriment. 

"  The  last  and  last  but  one  I  reserve  for  myself.  Against 
the  hnguewrs  (lengthy  passages)  in  life's  book,  —  a  book 
which  no  man  understands,  —  there  is  no  remedy  except 
8ome  merry  passages,  of  which  I  think  no  more  so  soon 
as  I  have  read  them.  In  order  only  to  get  over  this  cold, 
hobbly  life,  I  will  surely  sooner  scatter  below  me  rose- 
cups  than  thistles.  Joy  is  of  itself  worth  something,  if 
only  that  it  crowds  out  something  worse  before  one  lays 
down  bis  heavy  head  and  sinks  into  nothingness. 

^  Such  am  I ;  such  was  I ;  then  I  saw  thee,  and  would 
be  thy  Thou  —  but  it  serves  not,  for  I  cannot  go  back  ; 
thou,  however,  goest  forward,  thou  becomest  my  very  seif 
one  day,  —  and  then  I  wovM  have  loved  thy  sister  I  May 
she  forgive  me  for  it !  Here  drink  pure  wine  I  I  know  best 
how  one  fares  with  the  women,  —  how  their  love  blesses 
and  robs,  —  how  all  love,  like  other  fire,  kindles  itself  with 
much  better  wood  than  that  which  feeds  it,  —  and  how, 
universally,  the  Devil  gets  all  he  brings. 

^  O9  why  then  can  no  woman  love  but  just  so  &r  as  one 
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will  have  her,  and  no  farther,  —  absolutelj  Done  ?  H€«r 
me  now :  everjwhere  lazj  preachers  would  fain  hold  us 
•  back  from  all  transitory  pleasure  by  telling  us  of  the  dis- 
comfort  that  comes  afler.  Is  not  then  the  discomfort 
transitory  too?  Rabette  mennt  well  with  me,  on  the 
8ame  ground  of  desire  upon  which  I  meant  well  with  her 
and  myself.  But  does  any  one  know,  then,  what  purgato- 
rial  hours  one  wades  through  with  a  stränge  heart,  which  is 
füll,  without  making  füll,  and  whose  love  one  at  last  hates, 
—  hefore  which,  but  not  wtih  which,  one  weeps,  and  never 
about  the  same  thing,  and  to  which  one  dreads  to  unveil 
any  emotion,  for  fear  of  seeing  it  transmjited  into  nourish- 
ment  of  love, — from  whbse  anger  one  imbibes  the  greater 
wrath,  and  from  its  love  the  lesserl  And  now  to  have 
absolutely  the  more  joyous  relations  screwed  down  for- 
ever  to  this  State  of  torment,  when  they  ought  rather  to 
exalt  US  above  the  tormenting  ones,  the  long  wished  for 
gods'-bliss  of  life  perverted  forever  into  a  flat  show  and 
copper-plate  engraving,  —  the  heart  into  a  breast  and 
mask,  —  the  marrow  of  existence  into  sharp  bonos, — 
and  yet,  as  to  all  reproaches  of  coldness,  chained  only  to 
silence,  bound  innocent  and  dumb  to  the  rack,  —  and 
that,  too,  without  endl 

"  No,  sooner  give  me  the  frenzy  which  one  draws  from 
the  temple  of  love  as  well  as  from  that  of  the  Eumenides ! 
Better  bum  up  in  a  real  flame  of  misery,  without  hope, 
without  utterance,  even  to  paleness  and  madness,  than  be 
so  loving  and  not  loved !  He  who  has  once  bumed  in 
this  hell,.  Albano,  continues  to  frequent  it  forevermore : 
that  is  the  last  misery.  Can  I  not  worry  down  life  and 
death,  and  wounds  and  stings  beforehand? — and  certainly 
I  am  not  weak.  Nevertheless,  I  am  not  the  man  to  put 
restraints  upon  a  sentimental  discourse,  or    harpsichord 
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fimtasj,  or  reading  or  singing,  not  though  sorrow  in  peiv 
8on  should  hold  before  me  a  menace,  undersigned  hj  all 
the  gods,  that  a  female  listener  whom  I  cannot  endare 
would  immediately  thereupon  become  my  lover,  and  from 
that  mj  mistress  and  mj  hell. 

**  The  Greeks  gave  Love  and  Death  the  same  form, 
beantj,  and  torch;  for  me  it  is  a  murderous  torch;  but  I 
love  Death,  and  therefore  Cupid.  Long  has  life  been  to 
me  a  tragic  mnse ;  willmgly  to  the  dagger  of  a  muse  do  I 
o£fe]r  my  breast ;  a  woond  is  almost  half  a  heart. 

^'Hear  farther  I  Rabette  bas  a  fine  natura,  and  follows 
it ;  but  mine  is  for  her  ä  cloud  of  emptj,  transitorj  form 
and  stmcture  ;  she  does  not  linderstand  me.  Gould  she, 
then  would  she  be  the  first  to  forgive  me.  O,  I  have 
indeed  treated  her  hardly,  as  if  I  were  a  destiny,  and  she 
L  Resent,  but  hear !  •  On  the  night  of  the  Illumination 
her  longing  and  my  emptiness  brought  us  in  the  fiery 
rain  of  joy  more  warmly  together ;  among  the  shiningly 
mailed  and  smoothly  polished  court-faces  her  ingenuous 
one  bloomed  lovely  and  living  as  a  fresh  child  on  the 
stage  or  at  court ;  we  happened  into  Tartarus,  —  we 
sat  down  in  the  place  where'thou  didst  swear  to  me  thy 
resignation  of  Linda ;  in  my  senses  wine  glowed,  in  hers 
the  heart  O,  why  is  it  that,  when  one  speaks  and 
Btreams,  she  has  no  other  words  than  kisses,  and  makes 
one  seusual  from  ennui,  and  forces  one  to  speak  her 
Speech?  My  mad  boldness,  which  fancy  and  intoxication 
breathe  into  me,  and  which  I  see  coming  on  and  yet 
await,  seized  me  and  drove  me  like  a  night- walker.  But 
always  is  there  in  me  something  clear-seeing,  which 
itself  weaves  the  dragi0et  of  delusion,  throws  it  over  me, 
and  carries  me  away  entangled  in  its  meshes.     So  behold 

•  **  Strike,  but  hear  me."  —  Tb. 
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me  on  that  night  with  the  burning  net-work  aboat  my 
hcad ;  the  rivulet  of  death  murmurs  to  me,  tho  skeleton 
sweeps  across  the  harp-strings,  —  but,  enveloped,  impri»- 
oned,  darkened,  dazzled  with  the  fierj  htirdle-woriL  <^ 
pleasure,  I  heed  neither  annihilation  nor  heaven,  nor 
thjself  and  that  evening,  bat  I  dräg  all  together  and  into 
the  hurdle,  —  and  so  sank  tb  j  sister^s  innocence  into  the 
grave,  and  I  stood  apright  on  the  rojal  coffin,  and  went 
down  with  it. 

^I  lost  nothing,  —  in  me  there  is  no  innocence;  I 
gained  nothing,  —  I  hate  sensual  pleasure.  The  black 
shadow,  which  some  call  remorse,  swept  broadlj  along 
afler  the  vanished  motlej-colored  pleasore-images  of  the 
magio-lantem ;  bat  is  the  black  less  optical  than  the 
moüej  ? 

^Condemn  not  thy  poor  sister;  she  is  now  more  mis- 
erable than  I,  for  she  was  happier ;  bat  her  soul  remains 
innocent.  Her  innocence  laj  treasured  up  in  her  heart 
as  a  kemel  in  the  stony  peach ;  the  kemel  itself  barst  its 
mail-coat  in  the  wann,  nourishing  earth,  and  forced  a  way 
for  its  green  leaves  to  the  light. 

^  I  visited  her  aflterward.  All  her  souFs  pangs  passed 
over  into  me;  for  all  actions  and  sacrifices  on  her  ac- 
coant,  I  feit  myself  ready  ;  but  for  no  feelings.  Do  what 
yoa  will,  thoa  and  my  father,  I  will  positively,  in  this 
stupid  stubble-field  of  life,  where  one  reaps  so  little  in 
freedom,  not  banish  myself  into  the  narrow  thirty-years'  . 
hedge  of  marriage.  By  Heaven !  for  the  miserable, 
forced  intoxication  of  the  senses,  and  ander  it,  I  have 
already  endured  more  than  it  is  worth. 

**  Not  that  which  I  yesterday  r^^A  in  thy  presence  gives 
me  this  resolution,  —  as  to  that,  ask  Rabette  about  it,— 
and  my  frankness  toward  theo  is  a  volantary  offering. 
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fiince  the  mystery  between  two  might,  but  for  me,  have 
remained  a  mjsterj  still:  but  I  will  not  be  misappre- 
hended  bj  thee, — bj  thee,  the  very  one  who,  with  so  little 
reflection  upon  thy  inner  being,  so  easily  makest  unfavor- 
able  compansons,  and  dost  not  perceive  tbat  tbou  didst 
sacrifice  my  sister  in  Lilar  precisely  so,  only  with  more 
Spiritual  arms,  and  didst  cast  her  eyes  and  joys  into  • 
Orcus.  I  blame  thee  not ;  fate  makes  man  a  sub-fate  to 
woman.  The  passions  are  poetic  liberties,  which  the 
moral  liberty  takes  to  itself.  Thou  didst  not,  I  assure 
thee»  have  tdo  good  an  opinion  of  me ;  I  am  all  for  which 
thou  tookest  me,  only,  however,  still  more  too;  and  the 
more  too  is  still  wanting  to  thyself. 

^  O,  bow  much  swifter  my  life  flies  since  I  know  that 
«Äe  *  is  Coming !  Fate,  which  so  ofl  plays  weight  and 
wheels,  and  Swings  the  pendulum  of  life  with  its  own  band, 
beaves  off  mine,  and  all  wheels  roll  unrestrainedly  to  meet 
the  blissful  hour.  She  is  my  first  love ;  before  her  I  tore 
up  all  my  blooming  years,  and  flung  them  to  her  on  her 
path  as  flowers ;  for  her  I  sacrifice,  I  dare,  I  do  all,  when 
she  comes.  O,  whoso  fears  nothing  in  the  empty  froth« 
and-sham-love,  what  should  he  dread  or  decline  in  the 
real,  living  sun-love  ?  Thou  angel,  thou  destroying 
angel,  thou  camest  flying  down  into  my  stale,  flat  life,  thou 
fleest  and  appearest,  now  here,  now  there,  on  all  my 
paths  and  pastures:  O  tarry  only  long  enough  for  me 
to  dig  my  grave  at  thy  feet,  while  thou  lookest  down 
upon  me!  • 

"  Albano,  I  behold  the  füture  and  anticipate  it ;  I  see 
füll  clearly  the  long  net  stretched  over  the  whole  stream 
which  is  to  catch,  entangle,  and  strangle  thee ;  thy  father 
and  others,  too,  are  drawing  you  both  toward  one  another 

*  Linda. 
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therein,  Grod  knows  for  what  It  is  for  that  Aß  oomes 
now,  and  thy  tour  is  only  show.  My  poor  sister  is  soon 
conquered,  that  is,  murdered ;  particularly,  as  one  needs 
for  the  purpose,  with  her  belief  in  spiiits,  no  other  voice 
than  that  incorporeal  one,  which  over  the  old  Frince's 
heart  pointed  out  to  thine  its  limits ! 

"  What  lights  bum  in  the  futore,  between  dark  situa- " 
tions  and  bnshes,  in  murderous  corners !  Be  it  as  it  may, 
I  march  forward  into  the  caveras ;  I  thank  God,  that  this 
impotent  coldrsweating  life  gains  again  a  pulsation  of  the 
heart,  a  passion ;  and  then  or  now  do  to  me,  who  could- 
act  safely  and  secretly  and  dishonestly,  what  thou  choosesL 
Fight  with  me  to-day  or  to-morrow.  It  shall  rejoice  me, 
if  thoa  layest  me  on  my  back  in  the  last,  long  sleep.  O 
the  opium  of  life  makes  one  in  the  beginning  lively,  then 
drowsy,  how  drowsy  I  Willingly  will  I  love  no  more,  if 
I  can  die.  And  so  without  a  word  further,  hate  or  loTe 
me,  but  farewell  I 

«  Thy  Feiend,  or  Thy  Foe.** 

89.  CYCLE. 

^  "lY  ^  Y  foe ! "  cried  Albano.  The  second  hot  pain 
1  ▼  X  darted  from  Heaven  into  his  life,  and  the  light- 
ning-flash  blazed  up  fiercely  again.  As  a  heartless  car- 
cass  of  the  former  friendship,  Eoquairol  had  been  thrown 
at  his  feet;  and  he  feit  the  first  hatred,  That  poison- 
mixing  of  seiftual  and  spiritual  debauchery,  that  ferment- 
ing-vat  of  the  dregs  of  the  senses  and  the  scum  and  froth 
of  the  heart,  —  that  conspiracy  of  lust  and  bloodthirsti- 
ness,  and  against  the  same  guiltless  heart,  —  that  spiritual 
suicide  of  the  aflfections,  which  left  behind  only  an  airy, 
roaming  spectre,  ever  changing  its  forms  of  incamation, 
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«pon  which  there  no  longer  remains  anj  dependence,  and 
which  a  brave  man  alreadj  begins  to  hate  for  the  very 
reason  that  he  cannot  lay  hold  of  this  jielding  poison- 
cload  and  give  it  battle,  —  all  this  seemed  to  the  Count, 
wfao,  withont  the  transitions  and  mezzotintos  of  habit  and 
fancjy  had  been-  ushered  over  out  of  the  former  light  of 
fHendsiup  into  this  evening-twilight,  still  blacker  than  it 
was.  Beside  the  superficial  wound  which  his  family  pride 
received  in  the  maltreatment  of  his  sister,  came  the  deep, 
poisonoos  one  that  Boqnairol  should  compare  him  with 
'  himself,  and  Liana's  ruin  with  Babeite's.  ^  Yillain  ! " 
Said  he,  gnashing  his  teeth ;  even  the  least  shadow  of  re- 
semblance  seemed  to  him  a  calumny. 

Most  assur^j  Eoquairol  had  miscalculated  upon  him, 
and  set  out  his  poetic  self-condemnation  too  müch  on  the 
reckomed  strength  of  a  poetic  sentence  from  the  judge. 
As  in  an  uproar  one  unconsciouslj  speaks  louder,  so  he, 
when  fancy  with  her  cataracts  thundered  around  him,  did 
not  justly  know  what  he  cried  and  how  strongly.  As  he 
often,  to  be  sure,  found  less  that  was  black  in  himself  than 
he  depicted,  so  he  presumed  that  another  must  find  even 
still  less  than  he  himself.  He  had,  too,  in  his  poetic  and 
sinfol  intoxication,  made  for  himself  at  last  the  moral  dial- 
plate  itself  movable,  so  that  it  went  with  the  index ;  in 
this  oonfusion  it  was  never  indicated  to  him  where  inno- 
cence  was. 

Had  he  foreseen  that  his  epistolary  confessions  would 
bound  and  rebound  in  more  hostile  comers  than  his  oral 
ones  did  aforetime,  he  would  have  prepared  them  other- 
wise.  . 

For  agitation  Albano  could  not  directly  write  the  short 
parting-letter  —  not  a  chall^ige  —  to  the  abandoned  one, 
bot  dttlayed,  in  the  oertainty  that  the  Ci^tain  would  not 
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come  himself»  —  when  all  at  once  he  came.  For  proeraa- 
tination  he  could  not  bear ;  bodilj  and  spiritual  woands  he 
received  as  theatrical  ones ;  too  much  accustomed  to  win 
men,  he  too  easilj  brought  himself  to  lose  men.  A  terri- 
ble  apparition  for  Albano ;  it  was  but  the  long  coffin  of 
his  murdered  favorite  set  uprightl — that  now  over  that 
powerfullj-angolar  face,  once  the  stronghold  of  their  sools, 
furrows  of  weeds  should  wind,  that  this  mouth,  which 
friendship  had  so  often  laid  upon  his,  should  have  become 
a  plague-cancer,  a  concealing  rose  to  the  tongue-scorpion 
for  the  good  Babette  when  she  approached  so  tmstinglj, 
—  to  see  and  think  of  that  was  clear  angabh. 

Hardly  audible  were  greeting  and  thanks ;  silenüj  they 
walked  up  and  down,  not  beside  but  again&t  each  other. 
Albano  sought  to  get  the  masterj  over  his  wrath,  so  as  to 
saj  nothing  but  the  words :  "  Begone  from  me,  and  let  me 
forget  thee ! "  He  meant  to  spare  Liana  in  her  brother, 
who  had  reproached  him  with  being  sacrificial-knife  to 
her ;  unjust  suspicions  keep  us  better  in  the  time  immedi- 
ately  following,  because  we  are  not  willing  to  let  them 
grow  into  just  ones.  ^  I  am  candid,  thou  seest,"  Roquai- 
rol  began,  with  moderation,  because  bis  ebullitions  had 
been  half  distilled  and  dropped  away  from  the  point  of 
his  pen ;  "  be  thou  so,  too,  and  answer  the  letter."  **  I 
was  thy  friend,  —  now,  no  more,"  said  Albano,  choking. 
"  I  have  not  surely  done  anything  to  thee,^*  was  the  reply. 

^'Heavens!  Let  me  not  say  much,"  said  Albano. 
"  My  miserable  sister,  —  my  innocence  of  the  Coming  of 
the  Countess, — my  wretched,  abandoned  sister!  O  God! 
drive  me  not  to  frenzy,  —  I  respect  thee  no  more,  and 
so  go!" 

^  Then  fight  I "  said  the  Gaptain,  half  drunk  with  emo- 
tion and  half  with  wine.    ^  No,"  said  Albano,  drawing  in 
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a  long  breath,  as  if  fisr  a  sigh  of  indignadon ;  ^  to  theo 
jQOthing  is  sacred,  not  so  much  as  a  life  I "  This  pupil  of 
death  so  easily  threw  after  his  own  life-days  and  joys 
and  plans  all  those'  of  another  into  the  tomb  with  them ; 
that  was  what  Albano  meant^  and  thought  of  the  sick 
liiana,  so  easilj  djing  of  others'  wounds ;  love  (instecul 
of  friendship)  had  pa^ed  along  like  a  soothing  woman 
before  his  provoked  soul ;  but  the  foe  misunderstood  him. 

"  Thou  must,"  Said  the  Captain,  wildly  mocking ;  "  thine 
shall  be  precioos  to  me  I " 

*^  Heaven  and  Hell !  I  meant  a  better  one,"  said  he ; 
**  slanderer,  toward  thy  sister  I  have  not  acted  as  thou  hast 
against  mine,  —  I  have  not  wished  to  make  her  miserable, 
I  am  not  as  thou  I  —  and  I  shall  not  fight ;  I  spare  her, 
not  thee.'*  But  the  hell-flood  of  wrath,  which  he  through 
Liana  had  wished  to  tum  off  into  a  flat  land,  and  make 
more  shallow,  swelled  up  thereby  as  if  under  an  enchant- 
er's  band,  because  RoquairoPs  lie  about  her  being  sacri- 
ficed  came  so  near  home  in  that  connection. 

*^  Thou  art  afraid/'  said  the  exasperated  Roquairol,  and 
still  took  down  two  swords  from  the  wall.  '<  I  respect 
thee  not,  and  will  not  fight,'*  ssdd  Albano,  only  stim- 
ulating  him  and  himself  the  more,  while  he  meant  to 
oontrol  himself. 

Just  then  Schoppe  stepped  in,  "  He  is  afraid,"  repeated 
Boquairol,  weapon  in  band.  Albano,  reddening,  gave,  in 
three  buming  words,  the  history.  "  You  must  fight  a  little 
before  me  I "  cried  the  Librarian,  füll  of  his  old  hatred  for 
Boquairol's  dazzling  and  juggling  heart.  Albano,  thirst- 
ing  for  cold  steel,  grasped  at  it  involuntarily.  The  fight 
began.  Albano  did  not  attack,  but  parried  more  and  more 
furiously;  and  as,  while  so  doing,  he  beheld  the  angry 
ape  of  his  former  friend  with  the  dagger  in  his  band,  which 
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had  becn  plonghed  np  ont  of  the  blooming  garden-beds  of 
the  loveliest  days,  and  upon  which  ho  had  trodden  with 
his  woands :  and  as  the  Captain  with  increasing  storminess 
flashed  awaj  at  him  like  lightning,  unavailinglj  :  then  did 
he  see  on  the  grim  face  that  dark  hell-shadow  Btanding 
again,  which  had  stood  and  played  thereon,  when  he  fiad 
Strangled  Rabette  struggling  in  his  grasp ;  —  the  draw- 
bridge  of  countenances,  whereupon  once  the  two  souls  met, 
stood,  suddenlj  raised  high  in  the  air.  More  fiery  grew 
Albano's  glance;  more  drunk  with  indignation,  he  s^ 
upon  the  were-wolf  of  devoured  friendship ;  —  snddenlj  he 
severed  his  weapon  from  him  like  a  claw :  when  Schoppe^ 
indignant  at  the  unequal  forbearing  and  fighting,  woald 
&in  invoke  vengeance  with  Babette's  name,  and  cried, 
"  The  sister,  Albano ! " 

Bot  Albano  understood  by  that  Charles's  sister,  and 
hurled  one  sword  afler  the  other,  and  fiery  drops  stood  m 
his  eye,  and  hideously  distorted  the  face  of  the  foe  before 
him.  "Albano!**  said  Roquairol,  his  wrath  exhausted, 
relying  on  the  tear-built  rainbow  of  peace, — "Albano?** 
he  asked,  and  gave  him  his  band.  "  Farewell ;  live  hap- 
pily,  but  go ;  I  am  still  innocent,  —  go ! "  replied  Albano^ 
who  feit  bitterly  the  tempest  of  the  first  wrath  overhead, 
which  having  settled  down  between  his  mountains,  con- 
tinued  to  beat  upon  him.  "  In  the  Devil's  name,  'go  I 
I  too  shall  be  roused  at  last,"  said  Schoppe,  interfering. 
"In  such  a  name  one  goes  willingly!"  said  the  Cap- 
tain, whose  tongue-muscles  always  stiffened  in  Schoppe'a 
presence,  and  silently  departed ;  but  Albano  had  for 
some  time  ceased  to  look  upon  him,  because  he  coold 
never  endure  another*s  humiliation,  but,  like  every 
strong  soul,  feit  himself  bowed  down  at  the  same  time 
with  any  abasement  of  humanity,  just  as  great  thrones 
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tolerate  no  distinguishing  marks  of  servilitj  in  their 
neighborhood.* 

Schoppe  hegan  now  to  remind  him  of  his  own  earliest 
predictions  about  Roquairol,  and  to  name  himself  the 
Great  Prophet-Quaitette,  —  to  denounce  the  fellow's  in- 
curable  scurvy  of  mouth  and  heart,  —  to  compare  his 
theatrical  fiimness  with  the  Roman  marble  and  porphjrj, 
which  bas  on  *the  outside  a  stone  rind,  but  inwardly  only 
wood,t — to  remark  how  his  internal  possession  might  be 
Said  to  be,  like  that  of  the  German  Order,  only  a  tongue, 
-—  and  in  general  to  declare  himself  so  vehemently  against 
8e]f-dec(Hnposition  through  fancy,  against  all  poetical  con- 
tempt  of  the  world,  that  any  other  but  Albano  might  well 
have  taken  his  zeal  fbr  a  defence  of  himself  against  the 
slight  feeling  of  a  similarity. 

Schoppe  had  strong  hopes  Albano  would  listen  to  him 
beUevingly,  and  would  grow  augry,  laugh  and  answer; 
bot  he  became  more  grave  and  silent ;  —  he  looked  at  the 
honest  Librarian  — *  and  feil  passionately  and  silently  on 
bis  neck  —  and  speedily  dried  his  heavy  eye.  O,  it  is 
the  gloomy  day  of  mouming,  the  burial-day  of  friendship, 
when  the  oatcast,  orphan  heart  goes  home  alone,  and  it 
sees  thß  death-owl  fly  screaming  from  the  death-bed  of 
oM  feeling  over  the  whole  creation. 

Albano  had,  in  the  b^;uining,  indined  to  go  this  very 
daj  to  Blumenbühl  and  lead  bis  forsaken  sister  to  the 
mausolenm  of  truth ;  but  now  his  heart  was  not  stroug 
enoogh  to  sustain  bis  own  words  to  his  sister  or  her  im- 
measurable  and  inccMisolable  tears. 

*'For  fosCance,  the  Ctennan  imperial  conrt  allows  no  senrants* 
Hfwy* 

t  Buildings  in  Borne  which  appear  to  consist  of  one  or  the  other  of 
Ifaflse  haye  only  an  outside  layer  thereof. 
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illNGE  the  extinction  of  the  engagement,  and 
since  Graspard's  letters,  Albano's  eye  had  been 
directed  toward  the  fairest  rnins  of  time, — 
unless  one  excepts  the  earth  itself,  —  to  Italy  5 
and  his  injured  vision  held  fast  to  this  new  portal  of  his 
life,  which  was  to  usher  him  into  the  presence  of  the  fair- 
est and  greatest  which  nature  and  man  can  create.  How 
did  the  fire-mountains,  and  Rome's  ruins,  and  her  warm, 
golden-blue  heavens,  already  unfold  to  him  their  splendor, 
when  in  fancj  he  led  the  suffering  Liana  before  them,  and 
her  holy  eyes  refreshed  themselves  with  measuring  the 
heights  I  A  man  who  travels  with  his  beloved  to  Italy 
has  in  the  very  fact  that  he  might  do  without  one  of  the 
two,  both  double.  And  Albano  hoped  for  this  felicity, 
since  all  testimonies  which  he  met  with  of  Liana's  resto- 
ration  to  health  promised  as  much.  As  to  Dr.  Sphex, 
—  the  only  one  who  opened  a  pit  for  her,  and  in  it  ccui 
a  death-bell,  and  swore  to  everybody,  she  would  fall 
with  the  lea^es  of  autumn,  —  him  he  saw  no  more.  He 
wished,  however,  —  he  ritid  to  himsfelf,  —  in  this  whole 
joint^tour,  only  her  happinessi  not  at  all  her  lov«.    So 
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did  he  see  himself  alwajs  in  bis  self-mirror,  namelj, 
only  veiled ;  so  did  he  regard  himself  often  as  too  stern^ 
although  he  was  so  litüe  of  that;  so  did  he  take  himself 
to  be  conqueror  of  his  own  heart,  when  his  fair  coun- 
tenance  alreadj  wore  pale,  sickly  hues. 

The  present  stood  as  jet  dark  above  him,  but  its  neigh- 
boring  times,  the  future  and  the  past,  laj  füll  of  light 
What  a  joumey,  in  which  a  beloved,  a  father,  a  friend,  a 
female  friend,  are  of  themselves,  on  the  very  road,  the  cu- 
riosities  which  others  find  only  when  they  reaeh  the  end  ! 

The  Princess  was  the  female  friend.  Since  Gaspard's 
letters  to  her  and  to  him,  since  the  hope  of  a  longer  and 
nearer  enjoyment  of  his  society,  she  found  more  and  more 
pleasnre  in  sabduing  all  clouds  round  about  her,  so  as  to 
smile  and  shine  upon  her  friend  only  out  of  a  blue  heaven. 
She  slane  at  court  seemed  to  take  mildly  and  rightly  the 
blunt  youth,  whose  proud  frankness  so  often  ran  against 
the  disgaised  pride  of  the  court,  and  particularly  against 
the  open  pride  of  the  Prince;  she  alone  seemed  —  as 
nothing  is  seldomer  guessed  in  and  by  circhs  than  fair 
aensibility,  especially  by  coartly  ones  and  especially  manly 
lensilMlity  —  softly  to  spy  out  his,  and  to  increase  its 
warmth  by  her  sympathy.  She  alone  honored  him  with 
that  strict,  significant  attention  which  mankind  so  seldom 
£^ve,  BS  well  as  can  so  seldom  appreciate,  because  they 
never  have  occasion  but  for  love  and  passion,  in  order 
to — render  justice,  incapable,  otherwise  than  by  comet- 
light,  by  warm-flames  and  fires  of  joy,  to  read  the  best 
band.  All  that  he  was,  she  simply  presupposed  in  him ; 
his  pre-eminent  qualities  were  only  her  demands  and  his 
passports ;  she  made  his  individuality  neither  her  model 
nor  her  reflection  ;  both  were  painters,  no  pictures.  He 
btfurd  often,  indeed»  that  she  had  a  masculine  severity^ 
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especiallj  in  her  dictatorial  capadty,  bat  not^  however 
that  she  was  womanishlj  inhuman.  To  the  customary 
vermin  of  courtlings,  which  gives  itself  elevation  on  its 
worm-rings  only  bj  crawling,  she  was  repalsive  and  tor- 
turing ;  although,  as  a  new-comer,  she  ^ould,  it  would 
seem,  hare  been  a  new-bom  child,  that  brings  with  it 
raisins  to  the  older  children.  On  Sondaj,  when  at  coorts, 
as  on  the  stage  in  Berlin,  spiritoal  popolar  pieces  are 
always  brought  out,  she  was  (among  the  SuDdaj-bom- 
children,  who  see  more  spirits  than  thej  have)  a  Mon- 
daj's  child,  which  wishes  to  find  for  itself  one,  who, 
whether  he  has  ever  been  dubbed  noble  or  not,  at  all 
events  knows  how  to  distinguish  an  original  from  the 
copy,  as  well  in  his  own  seif  as  in  a  picture-galleiy.  On 
that  account  manj  lords,  and  still  more  ladies,  thanked 
Grod,  if  thej  had  occasion  to  saj  nothing  more  to  her 
than  '*  God  bless  you  ! " 

In  this  waj  she  appeared  to  the  Count  every  day  more 
worthy  of  his  father.  As  into  a  warm  spring  sunshine 
did  he  enter  for  the  first  time  into  the  flattering  magic 
circle  of  female  friendship,  which  even  here  cast  and 
moulded  two  wings  for  love  out  of  the  wax-celfe  of  the 
enjoyed  honey ;  it  was,  however,  with  him  love  for  Liana, 
to  whom  the  friend  could  most  easily  give  wings  for  Italy. 
He  feit  that  soon  an  hour  of  overflowing  esteem  would 
strike,  when  he  could  confidingly  open  the  high-walled 
cloister-garden  of  his  former  love.  For  she  made  room 
for  him  to  be  near  her  as  oflen  as  the  narrow  compass 
of  a  throne  and  the  all-betraying  height  of  its  location 
would  admit  But  something  disturbed,  watched,  beset 
both,  —  a  rival  neighbor,  as  it  seemed.  It  was  the  Sin- 
gular Julienne,  who  always,  when  things  were  getting  on, 
stepped  OQt  of  her  box  on  to  the  stage  of  the  Princess^ 
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and  confounded  the  plaj.  Frequentlj  she  came  aftier 
him ;  sometimes  he  had  gotten  invitations  from  her  just 
•the  moment  before  others  from  the  Princess  followed, 
which  herSy  therefore,  as  it  seemed,  must  have  anticipat- 
ed.  What  did  she  mean  ?  Would  she  possibly  win  from 
a  youth  whom  she  had  so  often  provoked  by  her  con- 
tempt  of  men,  and  by  the  llghtniDg-like  dartings  of  her 
indignation,  his  love,  merely,  perhaps,  because  he  had 
always  so  warmly  reciprocated  her  friendly  glances,  as 
those  of  so  dear  a — fiiend  of  his  beloved?  Or  did  she 
want  of  him  only  hatred  for  the  honored  Princess,  and 
that  indeed  out  of  envy  and  the  usual  resemblance  of 
women  to  ivory,  whose  white  hue  so  readily  becomes 
yeUoWy  and  which  only  by  a  thorough  warming  gets  the 
&ir  color  again? 

These  questions  were  rather  repeated  than  answered 
by  an  evening  which  he  and  Julienne  spent  at  the 
Princess's.  A  good  reading  was  to  give  the  picture- 
exhibition  of  Gk)ethe's  Tasso.  Fine  art,  and  nothing  but 
art,  was  with  the  Princess  the  art  of  Passau*  against 
oourt-  and  life-wounds ;  and,  in  general,  the  world-system 
was  to  her  only  a  complete  picture-gallery  and  Pembroke 
cabinet  and  gallery  of  antiques.  The  reading  parts  were 
60  distributed  by  the  manager,  the  Princess,  that  she  her- 
sdf  got  the  Princess,  Julienne  the  conßdente  Leonore, 
Albano  the  Poet  Tasso,  a  youthful-cheeked  Chamberlain 
the  Duke,  and  Froulay  Alphonso.  This  latter,  who  had 
leamed  to  prefer  works  of  artifice  to  works  of  art,  and 
the  princely  cabinet  to  any  cabinet  of  art,  in  spite  of  his 
haart  stood  ready  there  for  a  joumey  to  the  mountain  of 
the  muses,  arrayed  for  that  purpose  by  the  Princess  in  a 

•  "  Pretended  secret  of  making  one's  seif  invulnerable."    Adler. 
-Tb. 

TOI..  U.  5  O 
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numntmn-habit  Thus  forced  more  and  more  everj  di^ 
into  the  poetical  fashion,  he  looked,  of  course,  like  any 
other  abortion,  which  has  come  into  the  world  with  pan- 
taloons,  queue,  and  the  hke  all  bom  on  him,  on  purpoee 
to  condemn  the  modish  waj  of  the  world,  just  like  a 
Btreet-sweeper  in  Cassel. 

Albano  read  with  outward  and  inward  glow,  nAt 
toward  the  reading  Princess,  but  toward  the  PrineesB 
fihe  personated,  from  a  habit  of  his  heart  which  hSd 
alwajs  set  a-glow  ;  and  the  Princess  read  the  rote  o£  her 
r$le  very  well,  of  course.  Her  artistic  feeling  told  hßt, 
even  without  the  prompting  of  tender  sensibility,  that  in 
Goethe's  Tasso,  —  which,  for  the  most  part,  is  related  to 
the  Italian  Tasso,  as  the  heavenlj '  Jerusalem  to  the 
Jerusalem  delivered, — the  Princess  is  almost  Princess  crf 
Princesses.  Never  did  the  god  of  the  muses  and  of  the 
8un  pass  more  beautifullj  through  the  constellation  Yirgo 
than  here.  Never  was  veiled  love  more  radiantly  un- 
veiled. 

The  Minister  read  off  the  powerful  proser  Alphonso, 
as  he  scolds  at  Tasso  and  Albano,  as  well  as  a  trumpeter 
of  cavalry  reads  the  notes  which  are  affixed  to  his  sleeve ; 
in  fact,  he  found  the  man  quite  sensible. 

The  younger*  Princess  might,  in  the  general  poetic 
concert,  have  done  her  share  of  the  talking  some  quarter 
of  an  hour,  more  or  less,  when  she  suddenly  threw  down, 
in  a  lively  manner,  the  beautiful  volume  of  Goethe's 
works,  of  which  there  were  three  copies  there,  and  said, 
with  her  impetuosity,  "  A  stupid  part !  I  cannot  abide 
it  I "  AU  the  World  was  silent.  The  senior  ♦  Princess 
looked  at  her  significantly ;  the  junior  Princess  looked  at 

*  These  distinctions  are  given  for  the  German  Prmcesdnn  and 
FänHnn,  —  Tb.  •• 
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her  still  more  significantly,  aad  went  out,  without  comiAg 
back  again.  A  court  dame  took  up  the  reading,  and  went 
calmlj  on. 

To  most  of  tliose  present  this  interlude  was  properl j 
the  most  interesUng ;  and  thej  willinglj  conünued  to 
think  of  it  during  the  reading  of  the  latter  part.  The 
Princessy  who  had  long  believed  the  Frincesse  loved  the 
Ck>ant^  was  delighted  with  the  inconsiderateness  of  her 
adversarj.  Albano,  although  her  warm  eye  had  Struck 
him  of  oldy  explained  to  himself  the  absconding  on  the 
ground  of  chagrin  at  the  subordinateness  of  her  part  in 
the  readingy  and  the  general  incompatibilitj  of  the  two 
women ;  for  while  Julienne,  at  her  own  expense,  slighted 
the  Princess,  and  took  little  pains  to  conceal  her  opinion^ 
80  also  did  that  of  the  Princess  appear  involuntarily.  So 
fioon  as  one  partj  manifests  its  hatred,  the  second  can 
hardlj  conceal  its  £rom  the  third. 

When  Albano  came  homO)  he  foond  the  following  leaf 
on  his  table :  — 

*^The  P decoys  theo;    she  loves  theo.     With 

6clat  she  will  send  in  the  next  place  the  M back, 

in  Order  to  give  bold  relief  to  her  virtue,  and  produce  an 
unposing  effect  upon  thee.  Shun  her  I  I  love  thee,  but 
differentlj  and  etemallj. 

*  Nous  nous  verrons  un  Jour,  mon  frereJ* 

Who  wrote  it  ?  Not  even  as  to  the  admission-ticket  of 
this  cartel  could  the  senrant  make  any  deposition.  Who 
wrote  it  ?  Julienne ;  to  this  point,  at  least,  all  roads  of 
probahüity*  converged ;  only  in  that  case  mysteriös  lay 
round  about  him.  Significant  was  the  French  subscrip- 
tion,  which  stood  in  like  manner  exactly  under  the  picture 
of  bis  sister,  which^his  fiither  had  given  him  on  Isola 
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Bella;*  bat  that  might  be  a  coincidence.  He  investi- 
gated  now  these  new  silver-veins  of  bis  Diana- f  aod 
family-tree  by  the  touchstone  of  bis  wbole  bistory.  His 
motber  and  Julienne's  bad  gone  to  Italy  witb  bis  &tber 
in  one  and  tbe  same  year ;  botb  bad  been  nncommon  wo- 
men  and  mutual  friends,  and  bis  fatber  tbe  finend  of  botb. 
Tbere  was  tbe  possibility  of  a  false  step  on  tbe  part  of 
Ins  fatber,  wbicb  bad  been  concealed.  Quite  as  easily 
migbt  tbe  traces  of  tbis  error  bave  been  sbown  to  Jolienne. 
Tben,  furtber,  tbe  bypotbesis  of  ber  sisterly  love  wonld 
ibrow  ligbt  on  ber  wbole  previous  winding  course ;  ber 
afiectionate  interest  in  Albano;  ber  love-race  witb  tbe 
Princess;  ber  correspondence  witb  bis  fatber;  her  en- 
listing  of  tbe  Count's  affection  for  Bomeiro,  wbicb,  as  it 
seemed,  beated  ber  quite  as  mucb  against  tbe  Princess  as 
it  cbilled  ber  toward  Liana;  above  all,  tbe  singularity 
of  her  love  for  bim,  wbicb  never  unfolded  itself  furtber 
and  more  openly ; — all  tbis  gave  ground  to  suspect  that  it 
migbt  be  only  a  sister's  kindred  blood  wbicb  blazed  so 
often  on  ber  round  cheeks,  when  she  had  unconsciously 
gazed  at  bim  too  long.  After  tbis  step  be  made  fortb- 
with  tbe  leap ;  he  now  suspected,  also,  that  she  alone  bad 
sought  to  dazzle  and  delude  bim  into  tbe  love  of  ber 
Linda  witb  the  magic  mirror  of  spiritual  existences. 

As  respects  the  relation  of  tbe  Princess  to  tbe  Minister, 
every  word  upon  that  subject  was  to  bim  a  lie.  He  was 
quite  as  reluctant  to  let  himself  part  witb  a  good  opinion 
of  others  as  a  bad  one.  Ordinary  men  readily  givo 
tbe  good  opinion  away  and  hold  the  bad  one  fast ;  weaker 
ones  are  easily  reconciled,  and  hardly  parted.    He  was 

*  5.  Cycle. 

t  The  Diana-tree  of  the  chemists  is  a  crystallized  compositioii  of 
•Ilver,merciiry,  and  spiritsof  nitre.— Tb.  » 
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tmlike  either.  Hitherto  he  had  so  easily  ascribed  in  bis 
own  mind  the  Princess's  friendship  for  the  Minister,  her 
Visitation  joumcjs  with  him  through  the  land,  and  the 
like,  to  her  manlj  prudence  and  foresight,  which  would 
fain  at  once  keep  watch  over  the  future  hereditary  land 
of  her  brother  and  hold  the  kej  to  it ;  and  to  this  probar 
bility,  as  the  Minister  accommodated  himself  equallj  well 
to  the  related  parts  of  a  cicerone  and  an  overseer,  he  still 
adhered. 

The  foUowing  week  brought  along  a  circumstance, 
which  seemed  to  throw  a  greater  light  into  the  dark 
billet 

91.  CYCLE. 

THE  promised  circumstance  has  its  root  again  in 
older  circomstances  which  occuired  between  the 
Princess  and  the  Minister ;  these  I  here  premise. 

The  Minister  had  been  very  soon  fumished  by  bis 
friend  Bouverot  —  whose  clammy  woodpecker's  tongue 
licked  off  unseen  the  vermin  of  all  mysteries  out  of  all 
musty  cracks  in  the  throne  —  with  a  description  of  all 
that  the  Princess  concealed  in  herseif  in  the  shape  of 
Phoenix  ashes  and  rubbish :  he  had  instrocted  him  that 
ßhe,  cold  as  a  piece  of  ice  ground  into  a  convex  lens, 
never  would  melt  herseif,  but  only  others ;  that  she  was 
<Mie  of  those  more  rare  coquettes  who,  like  sweet  wines, 
become  sour  through  warmth,-  and  only  sweeter  by  cold ; 
and  that  she  therefore  had  about  her  one  of  the  worst 
habits,  —  which  made  the  most  grievous  Jobs  for  every 
one.  It  was,  namely,  the  following:  .  She  had  a  heart, 
and  would  never  suffer  it  to  lie  in  her  bosom  as  dead 
capital ;  but  it  must  pay  interest,  and  circulate.  So  the 
lover  became,  in  the  beginning,  more  wide  awake  and  gay 
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from  day  to  daj,  then  irom  hoar  to  hoar ;  he  knew  all 
bj-ways  through  wood  and  hollow,  all  thieves'  paths  and 
•  shorter  cuts  in  this  love-garden  regularlj  hj  heart,  aod 
would  foretell  the  critical*  qnarter  of  an  hour  on  his  re- 
pcating  watch  when  he  should  arrive  at  the  summer-hoose. 
It  was  not  by  any  meäns  unknown  to  him  (bat  com- 
ical)  what  it  signified,  that  the  said  lover  would  pass  with 
her  from  sentences  to  glances,  from  these  to  kissing  of  the 
band,  then  to  kissing  of  the  mouth,  whereopon  he  would 
find  himself  canght,  entrapped,  and  imprisoned  in  the 
Whistonian  comef  s-tram  of  her  ell-long  (or  mile4oiig) 
hair  as  in  a  bird-net  (in  which,  however,  the  noose  was 
also  the  berry-bait),  and  bent  np  in  his  prison  to  such 
a  degree  as  to  know  what  o'clock  it  had  strack  on  his 
repeater.  Bat  jast  then,  when  all  cloads  seemed  fallen 
from  heaven,  he  himself  would  fall  out  of  both  into  a 
basket  from  her ;  — that  was  the  bad  point  In  fact^  Ger« 
man  princes  of  the  oldest  houses,  who  had  made  all  other 
experiments,  saw  themselves  made  immoral,  ay,  ridicu- 
lous,  and  knew  not  at  all  what  to  think  about  it ;  for  the 
Princess  openly  wondered  at  such  monsters,  gave  aU  the 
World  a  copy  of  her  challenge,  showed  all  the  world  the 
redness  and  the  lofliness  of  her  turkey-hen's-necky  and 
suffered  such  an  old  teropter  of  a  Prince,  or  wboever  it 
was,  never  more  in  her  haughty  presence. 

As  princes  (in  such  cases)  know  what  they  want,  ao 
of  coupse.they  spread  it  about  that  she  knew  not  whatM« 
would  have ;  and  oflen  not  tili  long  afier  an  hereditary 
prince  came  the  apanaged  brother  of  the  same  court,  and 
later  the  legitimated  one.  However,  the  thing  remained 
the  same ;  namely,  she  remained  like  the  spheriqal  con- 
eavc  mirror,  which  indeed  Images  behind  itself  wha|^taads 
*  Literallj,  the  pastoral,  &o.  —  Tb. 
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dose  before  it,  as  large  and  u{»ight^  but  so  so<m  m  ft 
oomes  into  its  focus,  makes  it  invisible,  and  tben  out  be- 
yond  tbat  point  bangs  it  quite  diminisbed  and  topsj-turvj 
m  tbe  air.  Her  love  was  a  fever  of  debilitj,  in  wbicb 
Darwin,  Weikard,  and  other  Brownists,  by  stimuUxting 
means'-— wine,  fw  instance  —  produce  a  slower  pulse,  and 
even  promise  tberefrom  a  eure.  So  far  Bouverot  to  tbo 
Minister! 

Bat  to  ibe  Minister  came  tberebj  an  inexpressible 
£ivor.  For  princes'  sins  jumped  not  at  all  witb  bis  pro* 
fessional  stüdies  and  trade.  Wben,  tberefore,  sbe  bad  de- 
dded  upon  baving  bis  understanding  and  powerful  pbjsi- 
ognomj  near  ber,  and  bad  named  bim  Minister  of  ber 
most  intimate  relations  in  Haarbaar,  tben  was  it  solenmly 
laid  down  and  swom  to  witbin  bim,  never,  tbougb  sbe 
wcre  kindness  itself,  to  be  tbe  robber  of  ber  bonor  to  ber 
straw-widower.  In  tbe  beginning,  like  all  bis  predeces- 
sors,  be  got  on  easilj  witb  mere  pure  feelings  and  dis- 
eourses ;  as  yet  tbere  was  notbing  desired  of  bim,  except 
tbat  be  sbould  sometimes  unexpectedly  dart  at  ber  a  sly 
look  füll  of  loving  tendemess ;  and  be  must  also  bave  a 
Icmging.  He  darted  tbe  look ;  be  also  got  up  longings ; 
and  so  be  feit  bimself  comfortably  enougb  insured  for 
sucb  a  successfiil  love  affair. 

But  it  stopped  not  bere.  Hardly  bad  ber  Albano  ap« 
peared,  wben  tbe  tbom-girdle  and  bair-sbirt  of  tbe  pure 
Minister  was  made  disproportionately  more  rougb  and 
tbomy,  and  tbe  strongest  requirements,  namely,  gifts,  re- 
doubled,  in  order  tbat  tbe  poor  Josepb  might  tbe  more 
speedily  assail  ber  bonor  and  tberefore  run  into  bis  ruin, 
wbicb  sbould  be  bait  for  tbe  Count.  By  tbis  time  be  bad 
been^ready  brougbt  along  so  far  tbat  be  wove  and  knot- 
ted  in  ber  flying  bair  (to  bim  poisonous  snake-bair), —  be 
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mnst  needs  blow  out  soap-bubbles  of  sigbs  from  bis  pipe, 
—  be  must  needs  quite  oflen  be  beside  bimself ;  yes,  he 
must  even  (if  he  would  not  see  bimself  chased  awaj  a3 
a  hTpocritical  rascal)  be  half-sensual,  although  still  decent 
enougb.  Meanwbile  be  was  not  to  be  tempted  into  a 
temptation  by  the  Devil  bimself.  Wbenever  be  even 
tbought  of  tbe  subjeet,  sbuddering,  bow  tbe  least  misstep 
migbt  burl  bim  &om  bis  ministenal  post^  then  be  woold 
as  soon  have  let  bimself  be  impaled  and  quartered  as 
bewitcbed.  For  a  tbird  party,  not  for  tbese  two,  —  they 
were  the  sufferers,  —  it  would  perbaps  have  been  a  feast, 
to  have  seen  bow  they  (if  I  may  use  a  too  low  compari- 
8on)  resembled  a  pair  of  silk  stockings  drawn  over  each 
other,  whicb  for  and  by  each  otber,  when  one  keeps  them 
distended  ♦  at  a  certain  distance,  ethereally  blow  them- 
selves  and  fill,  but  immediately  collapse,  flat  and  flabby, 
when  they  touch  each  other. 

Of  course,  in  the  long  run,  it  feil  heavily  upon  the  old 
statesman  to  have  to  leap  along  before  the  dancing 
pageantry  of  love-gods  as  their  arch-master,  tackled  into 
the  triumphal  car  of  the  Cyprian,  —  a  flower-garland  on 
his  state-peruke,  in  bis  eyes  two  Vauclusa  fountains, 
the  cavity  of  his  breast  a  choked-up  Dido's  cave,  wear- 
ing  in  his  button-hole  an  arrow  in  a  heart,  or  a  heart  on 
an  arrow,  and  faring  toward  the  capitol,  in  order  there, 
after  the  Roman  fashion,  not  so  much  to  sacrifice  as  to  be 
sacrificed.     Nothing  except  the  tin  boxes  which  the  gov- 

*  Symmer  observed  the  foUowing  :  White  and  black  stockings 
drawn  over  each  other  in  dry,  cold  weather,  •when  one  draws  them 
apart,  the  outer  by  the  lower  end,  the  inner  by  the  upper  end,  become 
charged  with  opposite  electrioities,  the  white  positive,  the  black  nega- 
tive ;  when  separate,  they  swell  out  toward  each  other,  and  seek  each 
other ;  when  in  contact,  they  hang  down  flat  and  broad.  — ^her*8 
Pky$ical  Dicdonary,  Vol.  L 
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emment  officers  and  excheqner  messengers  stowed  awaj 
fi>r  him  at  home  could  fan  fresh  and  cool  again  the  stale- 
mated  man,  who  would  fain  be  a  checkmated  one. 

He  read  with  her  Catullus,  she  with  him  the  better  pio- 
tnres  out  of  the  Prince's  cabinet ;  it  was  allowed  hhn  to 
reward  her  by  his  Latinity  for  her  artistie  favors :  btft 
he  remained,  nevertheless,  as  he  was. 

When  women  wish  to  carry  a  point,  and  find  hindrances 
constantly  recumng,  they  grow  at  last  blind  and  wild,  and 
dare  anything  and  everything.  The  tour  to  Italy  ap- 
proached  so  fast ;  still  the  Minister  was  no  nearer  to  let- 
tmg  go  his  high  consideration  for  his  beloved,  —  although 
firom  just  her  own  motive,  that  of  the  tour,  with  the  near- 
ness  of  which  he  animated  himself  to  a  cheerful  endur- 
ance  of  so  short  a  fiame.  Her  passion  for  the  Count 
increased  with  the  Count's  tranquillity,  because  coldness 
strengthens  streng  love,  just  as  physical  coldness  makes 
Btrong  people  more  vigorous  and  weak  ones  more  puny. 
Froulay,  as  an  old  man,  was,  as  it  seemed,  capable  of 
creeping  along  so  for  a  whole  age  to  his  object,  without 
making  one  unnecessary  leap,  since  old  people,  like  ships, 
always  move  slower  the  longer  they  have  been  going,  and 
on  similar  grounds,  namely,  that  both,  by  the  adhesion  of 
filth,  weeds,  bamacles,  and  the  like,  have  become  un- 
wieldy.  In  short,  the  Princess  at  last  ceased  to  ask  for 
anything,  but  matters  went  thus  :  — 

The  Prince  had  gone  a  joumey,  the  Princess  had  been 
invited  as  god-mother  out  into  the  country.  The  castel- 
lain  on  one  of  her  country  Castles,  who  had  already  the 
year  before  invited  the  Minister,  had  not  been  restrained 
by  bashfiilness  from  making  his  way  still  farther  up  on 
this  repe-Iadder,  with  his  descendant  under  his  arm,  and 
up  theve  on  the  throne  laying  his  child  of  the  land  in  the 
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arms  of  her.  the  Prinoess  henelf.  Frinces  loTe  lo  kl 
themselves  down  —  on  thin  silk-wonn  threads  —  {m 
well  as  up)  ;  they  value  the  good-natured,  stupid  peopk, 
and  would  fain  in  this  waj  raise  somewhat  the  poor 
creeping  dwarf-beans,  —  for  thej  well  know  how  little  ife 
matters,  —  and,  so  to  speak,  pole  them  and  boot  them  bj 
means  of  the  leg  of  the  princely  chair,  Beside  this,  the 
Minister  had  been  invited  as  grand-god-father  (so  called). 
The  autumn  day  was  only  a  brighter,  more  perfect  springe 
and  the  autumnal  night  stood  ander  a  brilliant  füll  ixie(NBu 
Courts  alwajs  long  so  exceedinglj  to  be  awaj  in  the 
countrj,  among  the  idyls  of  murmuring  rivulets,  mghiiig 
branches,  and  tree-tops,  and  bleating  Swisseries,  ■  a»d 
farmers;  Courts  —  that  is,  courtiers,  courtrdames  aod 
official  chamberlains'^staves,  and  others — yeam  so  for 
the  Society  of  human  beings ;  as  beasts  are  driven  by  th^ 
December  hunger,  so  does  a  noble  hunger  drive  them 
down  from  the  throne-mountains  into  the  flat  plains  ;  not 
that  they  would  fly  from  ennut,  but  they  desire  only  a 
different  kind,  as  their  very  pastime  consists  in  the  abbre« 
viation  and  altemation  of  their  ennui. 

Hardly  had  the  Court  appeased  its  first  longing  for  the 
people  with  whom  it  stood  for  half  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
on  a  confidential,  conversational  footing,  when  it  came  to 
itself  again,  and  dispersed  itself  through  the  princely  gar- 
den,  in  order  to  consume  füll  as  long  a  time  in  ^tisfying 
its  longing  afler  nature.  A  sponsoress  of  the  sponsoress 
promised  Christianity  in  the  stead  of  Prinoess  and  child. 
The  Princess  herseif  attached  the  Minister  to  her  as  a 
chamberlain.  The  grand-'god-father  looked  out  into  the 
prospeet  of  a  d — d  long  evening,  in  which  he  should  be 
obliged  to  parade  round  her  procession-banner«  For  the 
enjoyment  of  the  evening  there  was  a  c<Hicert,  and  for  tha 
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enjeyment  of  tbe  concert  card  playing  had  been  arranged ; 
and  for  the  enjojment  of  the  latter,  the  Princess  had 
seated  herseif  alone  with  Froulaj,  in  order,  duriDg  the 
geDeral  plajing  of  cards  and  Instruments,  to  have  sooie 
inaudible  conversation  with  him.  Suddenlj  the  two 
poonds  which  were  hung  up  in  his  breast  —  for  no  heart, 
according  to  the  anatomists,  weighs  more  than  that— - 
became  two  hundred-weight  heavier,  when  sbe  asked  him 
whether  he  was  steadfast  and  could  confide  in  her  and 
dare  for  her.  He  swore  that,  if  onlj  as  Prinoess,  she 
might  expect  of  his  two-pounder  any  and  everj  sacrifiee 
md  mark  of  veneration.  She  went  on :  she  had  some 
weighty  things  to  intrust  him  with  to-daj  about  herseif 
and  the  Prinee ;  she  wished,  when  the  Fotde  was  gone^ 
to  speak  with  him  alone ;  he  need  onlj  go  up  the  little 
stairwaj  from  the  side  of  the  garden  to  the  door  of  the 
librarj-chamber ;  this  was  open ;  in  the  poetical  book- 
€ase  on  the  lefl  side  was  a  spring  in  the  wall,  the  pressure 
of  which  would  öpen  to  him  the  tapestry  door  of  the 
apartment,  where  he  was  to  await  her. 

Immediately  she  rose,  presuming  upon  an  affirmatire. 
How  it  fared  now  with  the  two  pounds  of  his  aixty-four- 
ooQce-heart  can  gratify  none  but  his  deadly  enemy  to 
realize.  So  much  lay  written  before  him  with  long, 
thick,  stony  letters,  as  on  an  epitaphium,  namely,  that 
after  a  few  hours,  when  the  other  lords,  in  other  respects 
still  greater  sinners  than  he,  could  snore  away  quietly  in 
the  pleasant  ministerial  houses  which  formed  the  court  of 
the  Palace,  that  then  for  him,  innocent  knave,  the  wolf-hour, 
that  is  to  say,  the  shepherd's  hour,*  would  so  soon  strike, 
when  he  on  the  most  flowery  meadow  must  kneel  beneath 
tiio  bateher^s  knife.  But  he  —  angry  that  his  faith  in 
*  The  jMi«ora{  hoar  of  sentimeBtal  lore.  -^  Ta. 
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female  and  princelj  impudence  should  prove  a  soothsajer 
—  made  silentlj  all  kinds  of  oaths  to  himself,  that,  even 
if  as  much  were  imposcd  upon  him  as  on  the  greatest 
saints  and  universal  philosophers,  he  would  nevertheless 
behave  like  both,  for  instance,  like  old  Zeno  and  Franz. 

The  Princess  sought  him  all  the  evening  less  than 
usuaL  At  last  he  took  his  respectful  leave  of  the  whola 
court,  but  with  the  prospect  of  creeping,  not,  like  theiii| 
nnder  silk  quilts,  but  under  cold  bowers.  He  even 
marched  —  sure  of  himself — up  the  stairway,  opened 
the  library-chamber,  found  the  spring,  touched  it,  and 
Btepped  through  the  tapestry  door  into  the  princely  — 
bedchamber.  ^  It  is  certain,  then,"  said  he,  and  cursed 
about  him  inwardly  to  his  heart's  content,  lying  prostrate 
and  crushed  quite  flat  beneath  the  love-letter  weight.  In 
the  side  Chamber  on  the  left  band  he  already  heard  her 
and  a  chambermaid,  who  was  undressing  her.  On  the 
right  the  door  of  a  second  but  lighted  Chamber  stood  ajar. 
He  stood  long  in  doubt  whether  he  should  step  into  that, 
or  stay  where  he  was  under  the  light-screen  of  a  dark 
comer.  At  last  he  laid  hold  of  the  protection  of  night. 
During  his  suspenso  and  her  disrobing,  he  had  time  to 
rehearse  or  read  over  his  part ;  now  he  came  to  an  agree- 
ment  with  himself,  in  case  of  necessitj,  —  and  if  he  should 
find  himself  pushed  too  hard  —  and  all  the  more,  as  the 
place  would  speak  more  against  her  than  against  Ätm, 
inasmuch  as  every  one  must  needs  ask,  whether  he  could 
otherwise  have  possibly  gained  admission, —  in  such  a  case 
of  necessity,  where  only  the  choice  between  a  satire  and 
a  satyr  was  left  him,  he  determined  to  transform  himself 
on  the  spot  into  a  respectful  —  Faun. 

Directly  the  Princess  strode  in,  but  in  the  direction  of 
the  lUuminated  Chamber.     ^  I  have  no  further  occasion 
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for  thee,"  she  called  back  to  the  chambermaid.  "  Diahle  !  " 
screamed  8he,  in  the  bedchamber,  spying  out  the  tall 
Minister ;  "  who  Stands  there  ?  Hanna,  a  light !  Ciel!** 
she  continued,  recognizing  him,  bat  continuing  to  speak 
French,  because  Hanna  understood  nothing  of  that 
**  Mais^  Monsieur!  Me  voila  donc  compromise  !  Quelle 
nUprise!  Vom  votis  etes  trompi  de  chambresl  Par- 
dannSzj  Monsieur,  que  je  sauve  hs  dehors  de  mon  sexe 
ei  de  mon  rang.  Comment  avez-vous-pu — *^  She  ut- 
tered  all  this,  perhaps,  by  way  of  blinding  the  Grerman 
witness,  with  an  angry  accent  The  grand-godfather  — 
who,  after  all  previous  gratifications,  feit  like  a  cock,  who 
has  gulped  down  mauj  live  chafers,  and  is  now  threatened 
with  his  life  bj  their  sticking  in  his  distressed  crop  — 
kept  not  silence,  but  replied  in  German,  opening  the 
tapestry  door,  meanwhile,  that  he  had,  even  as  she  com- 
manded,  laid  the  books  out  of  the  library  in  the  lighted 
Chamber,  and  had  been  caught  in  transitu.  He  went  im- 
mediately  through  the  tapestry;  but  she  could  hardly  con- 
tain  herseif  for  terror,  had  the  physician  called  in  the 
moming,  and  sent  back  her  retinue.  Froulay  —  however 
much  like  the  Spanish  he  found  his  romances,  among 
whicb,  according  to  Fisher's  assertion,  the  thieves'  litera- 
tare  is  the  best  —  at  last  did  not  know,  himself,  what  to 
make  of  it 

The  chambermaid  had  to  make  profession  with  the 
vow  of  silence,  which  she  kept  as  strictly  as  she  could, 
but  not  more  so.  Next  moming  vcry  few  alighted  before 
their  own  doors,  most  before  the  doors  of  others,  in  order 
to  land  the  news  logether  with  the  injunction  of  the  Prin- 
oess  not  to  make  the  thing  dclcUanty  because  in  that  case 
the  Prince  would  hear  of  it 

If  ewer  the  nobilitj  of  Pestitz  was  happy  en  masse^  it 
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was  this  veiy  moming.  Notbing  was  wanting  to  nm^ 
Versal  joj  but  a  chambermaid  wbo  sbould  have  011I7 
uoderstood  a3  much  French  as  a  bunting-dog. 

92.    CYCLE. 

ALB ANO  beard  tbe  report ;  tbe  Minister  bad  long 
appeared  to  bim  contaminating,  bke  a  cold  oorpoe 
of  a  soul ;  now  be  bated  bim  still  more  as  a  tormentini^ 
blood-sucking  dead  man.  For  tbe  Princess  bis  beart  bad 
bitberto  stood  security  to  bim.  Sbe  was  to  bim  a  bliie 
daj-sky,  wberein  to  otbers  onlj  a  bot  sun  blazes,  wber^ 
be,  bowever,  tbrougb  tbe  mysterioas  deptbs  of  tbe  soul 
and  of  fHendsbip,  bad  found  soft  constellations  beammg. 
But  now  since  tbe  rumor,  wbieb,  like  tbe  magicians  in  tbe 
presence  of  Moses,  tbrew  soot  into  ber  beaven,  sbe  stood, 
to  bis  eyes,  sbining  under  new  ligbts.  Tbe  batred  wbicb 
be  by  bis  very  nature,  i.  e.  from  pride,  bad  of  all  rumor, 
because  it  controls  and  is  not  to  be  controUed,  worked  in 
bim  witb  fresb  fire ;  be  resolved,  even  because  Liana  must 
be  tbe  daugbter  eitber  of  ber  bereditary  foe  or  of  ber 
lover,  and  tbe  Princess  her  rival,  to  venture  freely  on  tbe 
strengtb  of  bis  beart  and  what  it  knew,  and  at  tbis  very 
juncture  to  communicate  openly  to  tbe  Princess  bis  prayer 
for  ber  mediation  in  favor  of  Liana's  Company  upon  tbe 
joumey,  —  in  otbet  words,  of  bis  beaven. 

On  tbe  morning  after,  tbe  Prince  came  back,  —  tbe 
Princess  immediately  bad  ber  carriage  tackled,  —  toward 
evening  sbe  came  witb  one  carriage  more  into  town.  Tbe 
report  ran  tbrougb  all  card-tables  tbat  tbe-  Spanisb 
Countess  Romeiro  bad  arrived  at  tbe  Palace.  Reports 
are  polypuses ;  wounding  and  mutilating  only  multiplies 
tbem;  only  sticking  tbem  into  eacb  otfaer  nakes  on«  out 
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of  Iwo :  the  report  of  Linda's  arrival  swallowed  up  tho 
report  of  Froula/s  disgraceful  attempt 

But  Albanol  Like  the  discoverj  of  a  new  world,  this 
tomed  his  old  one  topsj-turvy.  Linda,  that  foreign  trop» 
ical  bird,  came  flying  in  advance  of  his  approaching  father, 
who  rose  before  him  like  a  rieh  land  out  g£  the  distance, 
-^ihe  80Ü  where  he  had  foand  so  manj  thorns  and 
flowers  soon  sank  behind  him,  with  aU  its  treasures  and 
cKays,  below  the  horizon.  Onlj  Liana  could  not  vanish 
with  it;  that  muse  of  his  yonth  must  he  lead  with  him  into 
the  land  of  jouth.  B7  those  osnal  magic  arts  of  the  heart 
bad  Linda's  nearness  awakened  in  him  an  insuperable 
longing  for  Liana. 

He  was  now  decided  to  remind  the  Frincess  of  her 
earlier  promise  to  pour  the  life-balsam  of  a  southem  tour 
il{Km  Liana's  sick  nerves,  and  through  her  now,  betimes, 
before  the  confasion  of  the  last  pressing  moments  should 
prostrate  anjthing,  to  put  the  Minister's  lady  in  tune,  and 
gain  her  over,  who,  like  all  court  people,  would  certainly 
hardlj  resist  a  princelj  wish  and  a  happy  prospect 

If,  howevcr,  Liana,  from  any  fault  of  her  own  or  of 
others,  stayed  behind,  then  was  it  his  swom  determination, 
for  no  power,  not  eyen  his  father's,  to  stir  firom  the  native 
land  of  his  etemal  bride ;  but  to  root  himself  before  her 
rick-cloister,  nndl  she  either  passed  out  therefrom  free 
and  cheerful  again  into  öpen  life,  or  buried  herseif,  darkly 
veiled,  in  the  gloomy  nun-choir  of  the  dead.  O,  to  come 
back  to  seek  her  in  the  romantic  gronnds  of  olden  time, 
and  to  find  her  nowhere  but  behind  the  speech-grating  of 
the  hereditary  vault,  —  this  was  a  thought  his  heart  could 
not  endnre! 

Ths  Frinoess  herself  fumished  him  an  opportunity  of 
ina  request  1  aha  atnt  him  an  in  yitatum  to  an 
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astrononucal  party  at  the  observatory,  tliroagb  her  ftitiH 
fnl  court-dame  Haltermann :  ^  I  have  to  write  to  7011, 
verbally,  merely  the  following,"  wrote  she.  **  Come  this 
evening  to  the  observatory ;  I  and  my  good  Haltennann 
are  going  thither."  This  Haltennann,  a  Fraülein-of  few 
channs  or  spiritual  flag-feathers,  but  of  many  dogmas  and 
premature  wrinkles,  had  ahready  for  years  hung  indisso- 
lubly  upon  the  Princess,  keeping  everything  secret,  and 
favoring  all  her  **make-your-appearance3"  (rendez-ixnti) 
by  merely  saying,  ^  My  princess  is  as  pnre  as  gold,  and 
only  few  know  her  as  I  do." 

Nothing  could  happen  more  propitions  to  Albaners 
wishes.  He  stood  earliest  of  all  on  the  noble  obserr»* 
tory,  in  the  midst  of  the  lovely  night.  It  was  some  days 
after  the  füll  moon  ;  that  shining  world  was  as  yet  hidden 
behind  the  earth,  bat  the  let-on  jets  of  its  rays  shot  np  B|f 
fits  and  Starts.  On  all  mountain-peaks  glimmered  even 
now  a  pale  light,  as  if  the  distant  morning  of  super-terres- 
trial  worlds  were  falling  upon  them.  Through  the  Val- 
leys the  light-shunning,  black,  earthly  beast,  Night,  still 
stretched  himself  out,  and  reared  himself  up  against  the 
mountains.  The  mountain-castle  of  Liana  was  invisible, 
and  showed,  like  a  fixed  star,  only  a  light  Suddenly  the 
autumnal  purple  upon  all  summits  around  the  Castle  was 
bedewed  with  silver  by  the  moon,  and  a  shower  of  light 
came  down  on  the  white  walls  and  along  the  white  avenues 
of  the  garden ;  at  last,  a  stränge,  pale  morning,  glimmer- 
ing  through  all  bowers,  lay  in  the  garden,  as  it  were 
the  tender  gleaming  of  a  high,  perfectly  pure  spirit,  who 
only  in  the  holy,  silent  night  trod  the  low  earth,  and  then 
and  there  sought  nothing  but  the  pure,  still  Liana. 

As  Albano  looked  and  dreamed  and  longcd,  the  Prin- 
cess came  up,  with  her  Haltennann.    The  Professor  bH» 
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most  broke  himself  in  two  with  bis  salam  before  tbem, 
and  allowed  tbe  fixed  snns  no  astrological  influence  upon 
bis  erect  posture.  Albano  and  tbe  Princess  met  each 
otber  again  with  an  increase  of  reciprocal  warmtb.  But 
tbe  first  question  of  tbe  Princess  was,  wbetber  be  bad 
seen  tbe  Spanisb  countess.  Indifferentlj  be  said,  be  bad 
.  been  invited  by  tbe  Princesse  since  ber  amval,  but  bad 
not  gone.  "  Md  helle  säur  admires  ber  most,"  continued 
tbe  Princess;  ^^but  sbe  deserves  it  somewbat.  Sbe  is 
majesticallj  built,  taller  tban  I,  and  fair,  especially  ber 
bead,  ber  eye,  and  ber  bair.  Sbe  is,  bowever,  more  plas- 
tically  tban  picturesquely  beautiful,  rather  resembling 
a  Juno  'or  Minerva  tban  a  Madonna.  But  sbe  bas  ber 
peculiarlties.  Sbe  cannot  endure  any  women,  except  sucb 
as  are  simple,  straigbtforward,  and  blindly  good;  bence 
ber  cbamber-women  live  and  die  for  ber.  Men  sbe  bolds 
to  be  poor  creatures,  and  says  sbe  sbould  despise  berself 
if  sbe  sbould  ever  become  tbe  wife  or  slave  of  a  man ; 
but  sbe  seeks  tbem  for  tbe  sake  of  Information.  To  tbe 
Prince  sbe  bas  unnecessarily,  tbougb  sbe  was  in  tbe  rigbt 
as  to  tbe  matter  of  fact,  said  bitter  things.  He  laugbs  at 
it,  and  says  tbere  is  notbing  sbe  does  love,  not  even  cbil- 
dren  and  lap-dogs.  You  must  see  ber.  Sbe  reads  mucb ; 
sbe  lives  only  witb  tbe  Princesse,  and  seems,  if  one  may 
judge  by  ber  dress,  to  count  little^ipion  any  conquests,  at 
least  at  our  court" 

Albano  said,  many  of  tbese  traits  were  truly  grand, 
and  broke  sbort  off.  During  tbe  conversation  tbe  Pro- 
fessor bad  diligently  arranged  and  screwed  up  everytbing, 
and  was  now  ready  to  commence.  He  remarked  upon 
tbe  brigbt,  bland,  summer-like  night,  —  proceeded,  after 
Bome  introductory  observations,  into  tbe  moon,  in  order  to 
lead  the  six  eyes  to  tbe  most  considerable  lunar  spots,  — 
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foreshadowed,  in  a  fn-eliminary  way,  several  ahadowv 
overhead  there,  —  introduced  them  to  the  Crater  of  Ber« 
nouilli  ('*  I  make  use  of  Scröter's  nomendature,"  said  he), 
—  the  highest  mountain  ränge  Dörfel  (^it  consists,  of 
cour$e,of  three  8ummits,"*8aid  he),  —  the  Landgrave  rf 
Hesse-Gassel  Q^  Hevel,  however,  calls  it  Mount  Horeb/* 
said  he), —  then  Mont  Blanc,  and  the  ring-mountahis  in 
general ;  and  conduded  with  the  slj  assurance,  tbat  the 
observatory  was,  to  be  Bore,  still  very  d^cient  in  instra- 
ments. 

The  Haltennann  longed  indescribablj  afler  the  Land- 
grave of  Hesse-Gassel  in  the  moon,  and  endeayored  to 
get  at  the  telescope.  ^  It  is  onlj  a  spot  in  the  planet 
mj  child!"  said  the  Princess.  ^And  is  the  Mont 
Bknc  oyerhead,  then,  nothing  but  a  spot,  too  ? "  asked 
she,  disappointed.  The  Princess  nodded,  and  looked  into 
the  telescope ;  the  magic  moon  hung  like  a  piece  of  day- 
World  close  to  the  glass.  "  How  its  fair,  pale  light  and 
all  its  magic  passes  away  when  it  is  brought  near !  as 
when  the  future  becomes  present ! "  said  she,  to  the  astoa- 
ishment  of  the  Professor,  who  could  never  make  anything 
out  of  the  pknet  excepting.  precisely  when  it  was  near. 
She  interrogated  him  about  Satum's  ring.  ^  There  are 
properly  two,  your  Highness ;  but  the  observatory  just  at 
thb  time  wants  an  iiistrument  to  see  it,"  said  he,  and 
aimed  again  in  the  direction  of  the  former  shot. 

Albano  saw  his  life-gardens  sparklmg  round  about  him 
with  the  warm  glimmer  of  an  after-spring ;  and  his  inner 
being  trembled  sweetly  and  sadly.  He  took  a  comet- 
seeker,  and  flew  round  among  the  stars,  towards  Blumen- 
bühl, into  the  city,  up  the  mountains,  only  not  to  the 
white  Castle  with  the  illuminated  comer-chamber  and  the 
little  garden.  His  whole  heart  tumed  backward  for 
shame  and  love  before  the  gate  of  Paradise. 
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At  thifl  moimeiit,  the  Haltemumn,  at  a  hint  to  retire,  led 
the  WBj  down  with  the  astronomer^  in  order  to  favor  the 
Princess  with  a  moment  £ree  from  witnesses.  Albano 
etood  before  her,  noble  in  the  moonlight;  his  eye  was 
radiant ;  his  features  showed  emotion.  She  grasped  his 
hand,  and  said,  ^  We  certainly  do  not  misunderstand  eadi 
other,  Count?"  He  pressed  her  hand,  and  his  ejeM 
goshed  fulL  «No,  Princess  P  said  he,  softlj.  «You 
gire  me  joitr  friendship.  I  do  not  deserve  it,  if  I  do  not 
trust  it  entirelj.  I  give  you  now  the  proof  of  my  open 
oonfidence.  You  know,  perhaps,  the  history  of  my  for- 
tanes  and  my  loss;  you  know  the  Minister."  ^Alas, 
alasl"  said  she;  ^even  your  hard  history,  noble  man, 
has  beemne  familiär  to  me." 

**  No ! "  replied  he,  passionately ;  "  I  was  more  cruel 
than  my  fafte.  I  tormented  an  innocent  heart ;  I  made 
an  obedieat  daughter  miserable,  sick,  and  blind.  But  I 
have  lost  her,"  he  continued,  with  rising  emotion,  and 
tumed  sidewise,  in  order  not  to  see  the  glimmering  heights 
of  Liana's  residence,  ^*  and  bear  it  as  I  can,  but  without 
any  secret  way  to  repossession.  Only  the  victim  can- 
not  be  permitted  to  bleed  to  death  over  yonder,  with  her 
Stern,  narrow-hearted  mother.  O,  the  honey-drops  of  the 
pleasures,  they  and  Italy's  heaven,  might  well  heal  her. 
She  dies  if  she  stays,  and  I  stay  to  look  on.  Friend,  O 
how  great  is  the  favor  I  ask ! " 

"  Gladly  shall  it  be  granted  you !  Day  after  to-mor- 
row  I  Visit  the  mother  and  daughter,  and  certainly  will 
decide  the  latter  for  the  joumey,  in  so  far  as  it  depends 
npon  me.  I  do  it,  however,  —  to  be  frank,  —  merely  out 
of  genuine  friendship  for  you ;  for  the  girl  does  not  please 
me  entirely  with  her  mysticism,  and  certainly  does  not 
love  as  you  do.  She  does  everything  for  people  merely 
from  love  to  God  ;  and  that  I  do  not  like." 
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*^  Ahf  80  thoagfat  I,  ioOy  once ;  bat  whom  shoöld  the 
pioas  love,  except  God?"  fvaid  hc,  absorbed  in  himself 
and  the  night,  and  in  too  hTperbolical  a  stjle  for  the  taste 
of  the  Prineess.  His  glimmering  eye  hang  fast  on  the 
white  mountam-palace,  and  spring-times  floated  down 
from  the  moon,  and  glided  to  and  fro  on  the  illammated 
track  of  his  vision ;  and  the  beaatifal  joath  wept  and 
pressed  ardentlj  the  hand  of  the  Prineess,  withoat  being 
conscioas  of  either.  She  respected  his  heart,  and  dis- 
tarbed  it  not 

At  last,  thej  both  came  down  the  high  stairway,  where 
the  astronomer  joyfally  awaited  them,  and  confessed  to 
both  how  very  mach,  to  speak  freely,  their  attachment 
and  devotion  to  astronomy  not  only  gladdened,  bat  evea 
animated  and  inspired  him. 

"  Day  after  to-morrow,  certainly ! "  TVith  these  words, 
the  Prineess  departed,  in  order  to  grant  the  pensive, 
full-hearted  yoath  consolation  and  dreams. 


TWENTY-SECOND    JÜBILEE- 
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LBANO  was  now  again  lashed  to  the  Ixion's 
wheels  of  the  clock.  Thf  setting  off  of  the 
Princess  and  her  answer  were  to  suddenly  set 
up  lights  in  the  dark,  wide  cavem  in  which 
he  had  so  long  travelled,  without  knowing  whether  it  har- 
bored  frightful  formations  and  venomous  beasts,  or  wheth- 
er it  was  vaulted,  and  fiUed  with  glistening  arches  and 
subterranean  pillared  halls.  Over  Liana's  condition  two 
hands  —  Augusti's  and  that  of  the  Minister's  ladj  —  had 
hitherto  held  fast  the  veil.  Both  were  persons  who  never 
liked  to  answer  the  question,  How  do  you  do  ?  However, 
he  now  let  his  whole  soul  rest  upon  the  Princess,  since 
the  astronomical  evening,  in  remembering  which,  he  could 
hardly  comprehend  how  it  was  that  he  was  able  at  that 
time  to  speak  to  a  female  friend  about  his  love  as  mach 
and  more  than  ever  to  a  friend  of  his  own  sex.  But  man 
does  not  love  to  speak  of  his  feelings  before  a  man,  and 
does  love  to  before  a  woman.  A  woman,  however,  loves 
best  to  do  so  before  a  woman.  Meanwhile,  the  Princess 
held  him  in  bonds  bj  the  finest  flattery  which  can  be,  — 
bj  decided  and  silent  attention.  He  was  as  sick  and 
dead  to  verbal  praise  as  he  was  partial  and  tributary  to 
that  which  came  in  a  practical  shape. 
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Fending  the  arrival  of  the  decisioiiy  a  confased  time 
elapsed ;  like  a  man  who  travels  in  the  night,  he  heard 
voice»  and  saw  lights ;  and  it  needed  moming  to  decide 
upon  their  hostile  or  fnendlj  significance.  Rabette  laj 
sick  and  bleeding  away  her  faint  heart ;  for  not  he  kad 
drawn  out  of  it  the  astringent  dagger,  —  namely,  Charles's 
love,  —  bttt  the  latter  had  himself  anticipated  him  with 
bitter-sweet  tears  over  the  bitterest 

Charles  had  met  him  onee,  with  his  hat  drawn  down 
over  his  brows,  and  grimlj-stinging  look,  without  a  greet- 
ing.  Everywhere  he  heard  that  Charles  in  vain  besieged 
and  blockaded  Linda's  and  Julienne's  double  gate.  Thia 
and  Liana's  illness  goade  the  tropical  savage  like  a  grown- 
np  wild  hoj  of  the  woods.  Even  in  the  present  State  of 
Separation,  —  on  the  death-field  o£  ßriendship,  —  Albaoo 
feit  it  as  a  wound  to  hunumity,  that  Charies  did  not  take 
for  granted  — for  to  the  contrarj  presimiption  he  imputed 
the  street-grimness  —  that  he  would  not  seek  to  see  the 
Countess. 

Even  in  the  Librarian,  for  several  days,  a  mystery 
seemed  to  have  been  lurking.  He,  however,  since  it  had 
been  growing  lighter  and  lighter  to  Alban  in  Schoppe's 
depths,  and  he  had  looked  in  behind  his  comic  mask,  even 
to  the  honest  eye  and  loving  Ups,  became  very  near  to 
his  heart,  especially  after  so  many  partings  ;  for  even  the 
Lector,  according  to  his  custom  never  to  court  the  love 
of  any  man,  or,  at  least,  faithless  friend,  kept  himself 
aloof  from  him,  —  a  thing  which  afflicted  the  very  same 
youth,  who  inwardly  approved  it 

For  several  days,  I  say,  Schoppe  had  been  transposed 
into  an  entirely  new  tune,  and  become  his  own  remainder 
and  afler-summer.  It  began  with  his  blowing  away  at  a 
misarable  haying  aong  a  whola  half-day  on  the  bugla ;  the 
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lemaining  half  he  sang  it  off  vocally.  Instead  of  reading 
and  writing,  he  went  up  and  down  in  the  citj  and  in  his 
Chamber«  All  that  which  he  had  formerlj  despatched 
wiü  ri^idity, — mnning,  swallowing  of  victuals,  speaking, 
smokingy  starting  np,  —  all  this  went  now  club-footed,  and 
finallj  stood  fast  His  slow  rousing  up,  and  his  tender, 
gentle  step,  might  haye  seemed  ludicrous  to  tbose  who 
were  acqnainted  with  his  former  days.  His  large,  noble 
wolf-dog,  whom  he  had  ten  times  a  daj  sufiered  to  hug 
him  round  the  neck  with  his  fore-paws,  and  whose  Iffeast, 
drawn  up  on  the  skin,  he  so  fondlj  pressed  to  his  own, 
when  he  held  with  him  a  Lange's  and  consistorial  collo- 
qujy  he  now  neglected  to  such  a  degree  that  the  dog 
became  attentive,  and  did  not  know  what  to  think  of  it 
How  little  oould  he  onee  endure  the  yelp  of  a  cudgelled 
hoond  without  saUying  out  of  his  house-door  as  protector 
and  patron,  because  he  conceived  one  might  well  treat 
men  Hke  dogs,  but  not  dogs  themselves  so !  Now  he 
could  hear  their  screaming,  merelj  because,  as  it  seemed, 
he  did  not  hear  it 

As  he  formerlj  oflen  went  to  Albano  merelj  to  walk 
up  and  down,  without  a  loud  word,  —  because  he  said, 
^  Bj  this  I  recognize  mj  friend,  that  he  does  not  under- 
take  to  entertain  me  or  hin^elf,  but  will  merelj  sit  there," 
—  so  now  he  came  still  more  mute,  often  touched  ten- 
derlj,  like  a  plajful  child,  the  Shoulder  of  Albano  as  he 
mt  reading,  and  said,  when  the  latter  looked  behind  him, 
^  Nothing  I  '*  Meanwhile,  Albano  inquired  not  about  the 
change ;  for  he  knew  he  would  surelj  unveil  it  to  him  in 
good  time.  Their  hearts  stood  over  against  each  other 
like  open  mirrors. 

So  laj  the  dark  wood  of  life  before  Albano,  with  its 
paths  running  through  each  other  and  deep  into  the 
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thicket^  as  he  stood  upon  the  cross-waj  of  bis  futare  and 
waited  for  his  genius,  who,  either  as  a  hostile  or  as  a  good 
one,  was  to  briog  him  Liana's  decision.  At  last  there 
came  from  the  gloomy  wood  a  genius,  but  it  was  the  dark 
genius,  and  gave  him  this  note  from  the  Princess :  — 

"  Dear  Count  :  I  am  always  true,  and  would  rather 
be  unsparing  than  wntrue.  The  ölck  Mademoiselle  v.  F. 
is  no  longer  in  a  condition  to  make  a  tour  or  profit  hj  it 
I  take  a  lively  interest  in  the  case.  However  fondlj  I 
could  wish  to-day  myself  to  speak  consolation  to  yon,  I 
bope,  nevertheless,  afler  this  intelligence,  not  to  have  occa- 
sion  to  do  so. 

"YouB  Feiend" 

What  a  dark  cloud-break  out  of  the  moming  redness 
of  youth !  So  then  the  secret  J07  which  he  had  hitherto 
nourished  had  been  the  forerunner  of  the  dreadfiil  blow,* 
the  soft  murmuring  before  the  waterfall-t  That  his  very 
love  was  to  be  the  blazing  sword  which  pierced  through 
her  life :  O,  he  dwelt  upon  that  so  constantly ;  that  pained 
him  so  1  But  there  was  no  moisture  in  his  eye ;  the 
wormwood  of  conscience  embitters  even  sorrow. 

When  man  is  no  longer  his  own  friend,  then  he  goes  to 
his  brother,  who  is  a  friend  still,  in  order  that  he  may 
softly  speak  to  him  and  restore  his  heart  and  soul ;  Al- 
bano  went  to  his  Schoppe. 

He  found  not  him,  but  something  eise.  Schoppe,  name- 
ly,  kept  a  diary  about  "  himself  and  the  world,"  wherein 
his  fiiend  might  read  whatever  and  whenever  he  wished  ; 
only  he  must  pardon  it,  if  he  carried  away  with  him  from 

•  The  "vant-courier"  of  the  '*  thunderbolt."  —  Tr. 
t  On  Wilhehnshöhe  a  long  musical  tone  precedes  the  ÜEÜling  of  the 
water. 
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the  reading,  since  it  was  written  tliroughout  just  as  if  no 
one  were  to  see  it  again,  —  angry  slaps  of  the  fan,  and 
that,  too,  with  the  hard  end.  "  WHy  should  I  spare  thee 
anj  more  than  mjself?"  said  Schoppe.  To  this  thotf 
they  had  come  without  being  able  to  saj  when,  chary  as 
they  generally  were  of  this  official  style  of  the  heart,  this 
holiest  dual  of  souls  toward  others  ;  '^  for  I  thank  God," 
Bald  Schoppe,  ^  that  I  live  in  a  language  in  which  I  can 
sometimes  say  yoi^  jeA  even  (if  men  and.  monkeys  are 
subjects  for  it)  between  every  two  commas,  your  Wellr 
bom,  as  well  as  your  High-bom,  or  OtherwLse-bom." 

Albano  found  the  diary  open,  and  read  with  astomsbr 
ment  this  :  —  "  Ämandus-dai/.  A  stupid  and  extremely 
remarkable  day  for  the  well-known  Hesus  or  Hanns  I  ♦ 
I  can  hardly  ipersuade  myself  that  the  poor  Thunder-god 
deaerved  to  walk  along  behind  the  tall  Proserpine,t  and 
at  last  to  peep  into  her  face,  her  brow,  her  lips,  her  neck ! 
O  Gk)d !  If  such  a  god  had  stayed  now  on  the  spot !  As 
Pastor  ßdo  he  by  good  fortune  rose  up  again  and  went  on 
his  way.  O  hell-goddess,  heaven-stormer  of  Hesus,  thou 
hast  made  thyself  his  heaven !     Can  he  ever  let  thee  go  ? 

^  Aflemoon,  The  Pastor  becomes  his  own  baiting- 
house,  he  knows  not  how  to  stay ;  he  lives  now  in  all  streets, 
in  Order  to  behold  his  Jeanne  d^ Ärc-en-ciel^X  and  suffers 
enough.  But,  Hesus,  are  not  sorrows  the  thoms,  where- 
with  the  buckle  of  love  fastens  ?  To-day  Friday  §  went 
with  the  Princess  to  the  observatory.  The  wind  is 
8oath-east-east,|| — read  thirteen  monthlies  in  one'hour, 

•  Both  are  names  of  the  old  German  God  of  Thunder;  he  means 
himself,  however,  by  this. 

t  The  Molossi  called  all  beautiful  women  Proserpmes. 

X  Thus  ought  Schiller*8  Holy  Virgin  to  be  named. 

4  His  Albano. 
.  I  Sehoppe  means  verysouth-east— Tb. 
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—  Spener  sees  life  transfigared  and  poetic  in  the  shining 
magnifying-miiTor  Grod,  as  well  as  another  man. 

"  Sahina^B  day.  With  the  Pastor  it  grows  worae,  if  I 
see  right  He  is  in  the  way  to  work  himself  over  into  a 
binet-doux^essery  to  powder  himself  hj  night  in  bed; 
and  tlie  knave  already  raises  in  the  heat,  like  milk  which 
is  kept  warm,  poetic  cream.  Only  may  Heaven  never 
grant  him  to  fall  into  a  rational  disoourse  with  his  hell- 
goddess,  face  to  face,  breath  to  breath,  and  the  two  sools 
be  confounded  together!  Verily,  Flins*  would  snateh 
him  away,  Hesus  wonld  devour  a  millennial  kingdom  at 
once ;  I  fear  he  would  become  too  wild  with  the  nectar, 
and  too  hard  for  me  to  controL 

^Evening,  Is  it  not  already  so  far  gone  with  the  Pastor^ 
that  he  has  borrowed  him  an  author  out  of  the  whining  de- 
cade  of  the  age  (he  is  ashamed  to  name  him),  and  will  fain 
let  himself  be  affected  by  the  stupid  stufT,  while  he  mused 
upon  the  effect  which  the  author  had  upon  him  in  his 
fourteenth  year.  Of  course  he  stumbles  at  him,  in  his 
present  period  of  life,  like  a  night-watchman  by  day  ;  but 
still  he  cries  back  his  cry,  and  has  a  new  afifection  on 
the  subject  of  his  old.  So  does  the  declension  of  comu 
in  the  grammar  still  smile  upon  me,  even  to  this  hour, 
because  I  recoUect  how  easily  and  glibly  in  the  golden 
moons  of  childhood  I  retained  the  whole  of  the  Singular. 

"  Simon  Jud.1[  Curse  on  it !  A  fair  face  and  a  false 
Maxd'or  make,  in  the  course  of  a  year,  a  couple  of  hun- 
dred knaveSy  who  differ  fix)m  each  other  only  in  this,  that 
one  wishes  to  keep  and  the  other  to  get  rid  of  the  article. 

•  So  the  Vandals  named  Death. 

t  Simon  and  Judas's  day,  when  the  weather  was  apt  to  be  stormy. 
See  Act  I.  Scene  1,  of  SchiUer's  William  Teil.  "  To-day  is  Simon 
and  Jadas*s  day.    Hark  1  how  the  deep  howls ! "  —  Tb. 
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Hesns  frowns,  and  charges  home  upon  a  million  rivals 
already.  Like  button-  and  lace-makers,  or  like  coppeiv 
and  brass-founders,  two  so  nearly  of  a  trade  cannot  let 
each  other  get  on.*  Right !  hell-goddess,  that  thou  batest 
all  men !  Tbat  is,  to  be  sure,  something  for  tbe  Pastor^ 
—  a  wound-salye  !  Scioppius,  the  tyo  Scaligers,  and  tbe 
yigoToos  Schlegels,  &c.  — " 

Here  tbe  diaiy  passes  to  otber  matters.  An  cid  Por- 
trait, for  wbicb  Scboppe  bad  sat  to  bimself,  be  bad  re- 
toncbed«  A  notice  to  be  inserted  in  tbe  "  Pestitz  Weekly 
Advertiser*'  announced  tbe  purpose  of  tbe  picture :  — 

**Tbe  undersigned,  a  portrait-painter  of  tbe  Flemisb 
scbool,  makes  known  tbat  be  bas  taken  up  bis  residence 
in  Pestitz,  and  tbat  be  is  ready  to  paint  all  of  everj  Sta- 
tion and  sex  tba,t  may  sit  to  bim.  As  a  sample  of  bis 
execntion  may  be  seen  at  bis  studio  a  portrait  of  bimself, 
wbich  represents  bim  sneezing,  and  wbicb  may  be  com- 
pared  with  tbe  original  on  tbe  spot    I  also  cut  profiles. 

*' Peter  Schöpfe, 

"No.  1778." 

Probably  tbat  was  to  move  tbe  bell-goddess  to  sit  for 
onoe  to  tbe  sneezing  painter.  Albano  could  not  but  be 
astonisbed  in  tbe  midst  of  deep  pain.  In  tbe  beginning, 
he  bad  imagined,  according  to  tbe  simplicity  of  bis  nature, 
that  be  bimself  was  meant  by  Hanns. 

At  tbis  moment,  Scboppe  appeared.  Albano  spoke  first, 
and  Said,  sofUj^  "  I,  too,  bave  read  tby  diary."  Tbe  Li- 
brarian  started  back  witb  an  exclamatory  curse,  and 
looked  glowingly  out  of  tbe  window.  "Wbat  is  tbe 
matter,  Scboppe  ?  "  asked  bis  friend.  He  wbirled  round, 
stared  at  bim,  and  said,  twisting  tbe  skin  of  bis  face  apart, 
♦  **  Two  of  a  trade  can  never  agree."  —  Tb. 
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like  one  wbo  is  cleaning  bis  teetb,  and  drawing  up  los 
Upper  lip,  like  a  \)Oj  who  bites  into  bis  bread  and  butter, 
^  I  am  in  love,"  and  ran  up  and  down  tbe  cbamber  in  a 
flame,  bewailing,  at  tbe  same  time,  tbat  be  must  li^e  to 
experience  sucb  a  tbing  in  bimself  in  tbese  bis  oldest 
dajs.  ^  Read  my  djfry  no  more,"  be  ccmtinued.  ^  A^ 
not  about  tbe  name,  brotber ;  no  devil,  no  angel,  not  tbe 
bell-goddessy  sball  know  it  One  day,  perbaps,  when  I 
and  sbe  lie  in  Abrabam's  bosom,  and  I  on  bers  -^  tbou  art 
80  troubled,  brotber !  ** 

"  Fly  gayly  in  tbe  sun-atmospbere  of  love ! "  said  b& 
friend,  in  tbat  sadness  of  conscience  wbieb  makea  man 
simple,  calm,  and  lowly ;  ^  I  will  never  a^k  nor  disturb 
tbee!  Read  tbat!"  He  gave  bim  tbe  note  of  tbe 
Princess,  and  said  to  bim  also,  wbile  be  read,  ^  Cursed  be 
every  joy  wbere  sbe  bas  none !  I  stay  bere  tili  it  is 
decided  wbetber  sbe  lives  or  not"  "I  stay  bere  too," 
rejoined  Scboppe,  with  an  involuntarily  comic  expression. 
"  Be  serious ! "  said  Albano.  "  Once  I  could,"  said  be, 
tearfuUy;  "since  day  before  yesterday  no  more ! " 

Meanwhile,  Albano  approved  Scboppe*s  Separation 
from  tbe  travelling  Company ;  botb  secured  to  each  otber, 
even  in  friendship,  tbe  raost  precious  freedom.  Of  tutora^ 
attendance  neitber  made  account.  Scboppe  often  ridi- 
culed  tutors  of  mucb  Information  and  manners,  wben  tbey 
assumed  be  educated  any tbing  out  of  Albano  or  into  bim. 
He  said :  "  Tbe  age  educated,  not  a  ninny ;  millions  of 
men,  not  one  ;  properly,  at  most,  a  pedagOgical  group  of 
Pleiades  sent  tbeir  ligbt  after  bim,  —  namely,  tbe  seven 
ages  of  man,  every  age  into  tbe  next  foUowing.  Tbe 
individual  resembled  very  mucb  tbe  entire  bumanity» 
wbose  revolutions  and  improvements  were  notbing  more 
tban  retoucbings<  of  a  ScUckwQd^r's  m^glc  flute  by  a 
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YdlfMds.  Meanwhile,  hstweyesr,  there  hovered  around 
the  81II7,  diseoFdant  «piece  a  melody  of  Mozaift,  in  respeot 
tb  whioh  one  outstrips  fathcir  and  langaage-master." 

*^  Wherefope  do  we  sinners  creep  and  buzz  about  here  ? 
Xet  US  to  RaUo's ! "  «aid  Schoppe.  With  extreme  re» 
hictance^  Albano  agreed  to  it.;  he  «aid  the  cellar  had  in 
■it  'for  him  something  imcölnfbrtable,  and  a  «ultrj  fore- 
boding  oppiresised  bis  bosoDi.  Schoppe  referred  the  pne- 
fientiment  to  the  prefisuFe  of  the  raftei's  of  bis  ramed 
pleasure-oaätle,  which  still  laj  upon  bis  bi^ast^  and  the 
j^membranoe  of  that  Roquairol,  now  flying  in  the  abyss, 
^bo  had  'oncedrunk  Jiis  health  in  the  cellar,  and  afle^• 
wards  corifessed  to  Imn  in  Lilar;  Albano  followed  at 
last,  bat  reminded  him  of  the  fulfilment  of  another  pre- 
43ent]ment,  which  he  had  hadon  the  hilLabove  Arcadia. 

"  We  neither  öf  us  play  the  best  personages  in  love^ 
■meanwhile  let  us  go  into  the  cellar,"  said  Schoppe,  on  the 
"way,  and,  with  a  -quite  unwonted  hardness,  stretched  bis 
&^orite  upon  the  ra<i  of  bis  drollery.  Once,  when  he 
was  not  himself  in  love,  he  was  so  capable  of  a  tender, 
indulgent,  sörious  silence  on  that  subject;  bat  now  no 
more. 


94.   CTCLß. 

IN  the  cellar  there  was  the  öld  running  in  and  out 
of  Strange  and  familiär  faces.  Albano  and  Schoppe 
dimbed  together  those  pure  heights  of  the  mountains  of 
the  Muses,  where,  as  on  natural  ones,  the  atmosphere  of 
'life  rests  lighter,  and  the  ether  draws  nearer  to  the  short- 
ening  column  of  air.  Men  comfort  each  other  more  easily 
on  their  Ararat  than  women  in  their  vales  of  Tempe, 
After  Schoppe,  made  more  fiery  by  the  tempestuous 


126  TITAN. 

atmosphere  of  puncb  and  love,  bad  for  a  considerable  time 
played  off  the  lightning-spark  of  his  humor  in  zigzag,  and 
with  a  calcining  effect,  through  the  world-edifice,  suddenty 
an  unknown  person,  like  a  death's-head,  perfectij  bald 
and  even  witbout  eyebrows,  but  witb  a  rosj  bue  on  bis 
witbered  cbeeks,  stepped  up  to  tbeir  table  and  said,  witb 
iron  mien,  to  Scboppe :  ^  ÜVitbin  fifteen  montbs  tbis  daj 
you  will  bave  become  crazy,  my  merry  cock-sparrow!" 

^O  bo!"  Scboppe  broke  out,  inwardly  sbrüaking  np 
tbe  wbile.  Albano  grew  pale.  Scboppe  collected  bim- 
self  again,  stared  sbarply  and  courageously  at  tbe  repul- 
sive  sbape,  wbicb  rolled  its  witbered  but  rosy-  skin  to  and 
fro  upon  sbarp,  bigb  cbeek-bones,  and  said :  '^  If  you  an- 
derstand me,  propbetic  gallows-bird  and  cock-sparrow, 
and  are  not  yourself  crack-brained,  tben  am  I  in  a  con- 
dition  to  prove  tbat  one  can  make  very  little  of  a  case  out 
of  sucb  a  tbing  as  madness.'*  Hereupon  be  sbowed  — 
but  as  one  cooled-down,  burnt-out,  and  deserted  by  bis 
bost  of  Images  —  tbat  madness,  like  epilepsy,  gave  more 
pain  to  the  spectator  than  the  performer ;  for  it  was  only 
an  earlier  death,  a  longer  dream,  a  day-walking  instead 
of  night-walking ;  for  the  most  part,  it  gave  wbat  tbe 
whole  of  life  and  virtue  and  wisdom  could  not, — an  enduv' 
ing  agreeable  idea.*  Even  if,  wbicb  was  rare,  it  chained 
a  man  to  a  tormenting  one,  still  tbis  became,  nevertheless, 
a  panoply  against  all  bodily  sufferings.  He  bad,  there- 
fore,  for  himself,  never  feared  madness  any  more  than 
dreaming,  but  could  not  bear  to  bear  others  speak,  or  even 
to  see  them,  in  either  of  these  states.  "  We  shudder," 
said  Albano,  '^  at  a  man  wbo  talks  to  us  in  bis  sleep  as  to 

•  An  Englishman  observed,  that,  among  the  fixed  ideas  of  the  mad- 
house,  that  of  subserviency  rarely  occurs;  its  inhabitants  being  most- 
ly  gods,  kings,  pox>es,  savants. 
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an  absent  person,  or  who,  when  awake,  talks  only  to  him- 
self  alone ;  and  whenever  I  hear  mjself  soliloquize,  it  is 
just  the  same." 

<^  I  am  no  philosopher,"  said  the  Baldhead,  indifferently, 
whose  perfecta  shining  baldness  was  more  frightful  than 
hatefuL  Schoppe  asked  angrily,  "Who  he  was,  then,  quis 
and  quid  and  quihus  awcüiisy  and  cur  and  quomodo  and 
qucaidor*  "  Quando^  —  After  fifteen  months  I  come 
agam.  Quisf — Nothing;  God  uses  me  only  when  he  has 
to  make  some  one  unhappy,"  said  the  bald  one,  and  begged 
a  glass  and  the  liberty  of  drinking  with  them.  Albano, 
freely  granting  it,  said,  in  an  inquiring  tone,  he  had  pro- 
bably  just  arrived  ?  "  Just  from  the  great  Bernhard,** 
said  the  bald  one,  growing  more  repulsive  with  every 
Word,  because  his  old  rosy  face  was  a  zigzag  of  convul- 
sive  distortions,  so  that  at  every  moment  a  difierent  man 
seemed  to  be  Standing  there.  He  went  out  a  moment. 
Schoppe,  quite  beside  himself,  said :  "  I  grow  more  and 
more  exasperated  with  him,  as  with  a  hideous,  hovering 
fever-image.  For  Grod's  sake,  let  us  go.  I  have  a  feel- 
ing  behind  me  all  the  time,  as  if  a  wicked  fist  were  thrust- 
ing  me  upon  him,  that  I  should  strangle  him.  He  grows, 
too,  more  and  more  familiär  to  me,  like  an  old  moss-grown 
deadly  foe." 

Albano  answered  softly :  "  See,  my  presentiment !  But 
now  that  I  have  not  hearkened  to  it,  I  must  even  see 
where  it  will  come  out."  His  courageous  nature,  his  ro- 
mantic  history  and  position,  would  not  let  him  draw  back 
from  a  prospect  so  füll  of  adventure. 

"  But  why,"  inquired  Schoppe  of  the  bald  one,  when  he 
came  back,  "  do  you  cut  so  many  faces,  which  do  not  pre- 
sent  you  exactly  in  the  most  favorable  light  ?  "     "  They 

*  Who  and  what  and  with  what  help  and  why  and  how  and  when. 
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come,**  Said  be,  ^^from  poison  which  was  giyen  me  ten 
years  ago.  Have  you  obscrved  bow  aqua  toffana,  taken 
in  quantitics,  distorts  ?  In  Naples,  I  forced  it  down  the 
Ühioat  of  a  beautiful  giii  of  sixteen,  wbo  bad  for  B<»ae 
years  dealt  in  it,  and  cansed  fier  to  die  before  mj  eyes. 
I  (kacj  there  is  notbing  more  godless  tban  poison-mixing." 
^Abominable!"  cried  Albano,  seized  "^tb  tbe  deepest 
repugnance  fbr  tbe  man;  as  to  Scboppe,  hü  fory  bad 
actually  relieved  bim. 

At  tbis  moment  a  poor,  meagre  joiner^s  wife  came  in 
for  liquor,  wbo  kept  ber  eyes  cast  down  and  balf  dosed 
witb  sbame  and  weakness  ;  sbe  ventured  not  to  look  np, 
becanse  tbe  wbole  town  knew  tbat  sbe  was  foreibly  driven 
out  of  ber  bed  at  nigbt  into  tbe  Street  to  see  a  funeral 
procession,  wbicb  some  days  afler  was  really  to  -mo^re 
'ihrougb  it,  abready  in  prelude  and  prefiguration  pass  be- 
fore ber.  Hardly  bad  tbe  bald  one  bebeld  ber,  wben  be 
covered  bis  face.  "  There  is  only  a  single  innocent  one 
amötig  US,"  Said  he,  all  pale  and  uneasy ;  "tbis  youtb 
bere,'*  pointing  to  Albano.  Just  then  a  carriage  witb  six 
borses  thundered  by  overhead.  Schoppe  jumped  up, 
twice  in  succession  put  the  question  to  Albano,  wbo  was 
lost  in  tbought :  "  Wilt  thou  go  witb  me?  "  tumed  angrily 
away  at  tbe  word  No,  stepped  close  up  to  the  bald  one, 
and  Said  furiously :  "  Dog ! "  and  tuming  on  his  beel  went 
out  On  the  pale,  bloodless  skin  of  the  Baldhead  no  ex- 
•pression  stirred,  only  his  band  twitched  a  little,  as  if  there 
were  near  it  a  stiletto  to  lay  hold  of,  but  he  sent  after  bim 
that  look  at  which  the  maiden  in  Naples  died. 

Albano  was  enraged  at  the  look,  and  said :  "  Sir,  tbis 
man  is  a  thoroughly  honest,  true,  vigorous  nature ;  but 
you  have  exasperated  bim  even  against  himself,  and  must 
ax^quit  bim  of  blame."     Witb  soft,  flattering  voice  be  re- 
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Tplied:  ^  M7  acquaitatance  with  him  dates  not  from  to-day, 
and  he  knows  me,  too."  Albano  asked  whether,  when  he 
spoke  of  the  great  Bernhard  some  time  since,  he  meant 
the  Swiss  mountain  of  that  name.  *^  Certainly  ! "  replied 
he.  **1  travel  thither  yearly  to  spend  a  night  with  my 
sister."  "  So  far  as  I  know,  thei^  are  only  monks  there,*" 
Said  Albano.  ^  She  Stands  among  the  frozen  ones  in  tho 
ckHster-chapel,'***  he  replied.  **I  stay  all  night  beifore 
her,  and  lodk  ttpon  her,  and  sing  Horae." 

Albano,  while'list6ning,  feit  himself  singülafly  (ihanged, 
whieh  he  eould  ascribe  only  to  the  punch, —  it  was  less 
intoxication  fhan  glow;  a  flying  blaze  Toared  over  hid 
inner  woild,  and  the  red  lustre  hovered  about  on  its 
farthest  borders ;  now  did  it  seem  to  him  as  if  he  stood 
enfirely  on  the  same  ground  with  the  Baldhead,  and  could 
wrestle  with  thk  evil  genius.  "  I  had  a  sister,  too,"  said 
'Albano;  **can  one  call  up  the  dead?"  "No,  but  the 
dying,**  Said  the  Baldhead.  "Ugh !"  said  Albano,  shud- 
dering.  "  Whom  would  you  see  ? "  asked  the  Baldhead. 
**  A  living  sister,  whom  I  never  have  seen  yet,"  said  Al- 
bano, in  a  glow.  ^^  It  requires,**  said  the  Baldhead,  ^a. 
little  sleep,  and  your  knowing  also  where  your  sister  was 
on  her  last  birthday."  Luckily  Julienne,  whom  he  took 
for  bis  sister,  had,  on  hers,  been  at  the  Palace  in  Lilar. 
He  told  him  so.  ^'  Then  come  with  me ! "  said  the 
Baldhead. 

At  this  moment  Schoppe's  servant  bronght  Albano  a 
sword-oane  and  the  following  note :  — 

"  Brother,  brother,  trtist  him  not.  Here  is  a  weapon, 
for  thon  art  quite  too  foplhardy.     Run  him  right  throngh, 

*  Where,  as  is  well  knowfl,  the  oncomipted  corpses  lean  against 
esohoüier. 
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if  be  does  so  mucb  as  make  faces.  All  sorts  of  nnknown 
people  have  this  evening  asked  after  thee  and  thy  where- 
abouts.  It  is  to  me  as  if  nb  lifo  at  all  were  safe  to  me 
from  the  beast,  —  tbine  or  hen.  Be  on  tby  guard,  and 
oome  I  Schöpfe. 

^  Run  bim  tbrough,  bowever,  I  praj  tb^.** 

^  Are  70a  afraid,  perbaps  ? "  asked  tbe  Baldbead.  *^  Tbat 
will  appear,"  said  Albano,  angrilj,  and,  takiog  tbe  sword- 
cane,  went  witb  bim.  Ab  tbe  two  passed  tbrougb  tbe 
little,  dark  anteroom  of  tbe  cellar,  Albano  saw  in  a  mir- 
ror  bis  own  bead  set  in  a  fiery  ring.  Tbey  passed  out  of 
the  city  into  tbe  open  country.  Tbe  bald  one  went  abead. 
Tbe  sky  was  brigbt  witb  stars.  It  seemed  to  tbe  Coant 
as  if  be  beard  tbe  subterranean  waters  and  fires  of  tbe 
globe  and  tbe  creation.  Hardly  did  be  recognize  oat 
tbere  tbe  way  to  BlumenbübL  Suddenly  tbe  bald  one 
ran  into  a  field  on  tbe  left.  Tbe  lean  joiner's  wife  stood 
on  tbe  Blumenbübl  road  quite  stiff,  and  saw  abstractedly 
a  corpse  move  along  invisible,  and  beard  the  far-off  bell, 
whicb  is  bome  by  the  mute  Deatb.     So  it  seemed. 

Tben  did  Albano  foUow  tbe  Baldbead  more  daringly : 
tbe  fear  of  spirits  kills  tbe  fear  of  man.  Both  moved 
along  in  silence  beside  eacb  other.  In  the  deptb  of  tbe 
distance,  it  seemed  as  if  a  man  floated,  witbout  Walking 
or  stirring,  slowly  and  steadily  onward  tbrougb  tbe  air. 
Tbe  white  skin  on  tbe  bald  one  twitcbed  incessantly,  and 
one  invisible  fist  after  another  tbrust  itself  fortb  from  the 
clay  of  bis  face,  as  in  the  act  of  striking.  Once  tbere 
flitted  over  it  the  look  of  the  Father  of  Deatb.* 

Suddenly  Albano  beard  around  him  the  smothered 
murmur  and   confused   talk  of  a  throng.     Tbere   was 

*  Who  had  appeared  to  him  on  Isola  Bella. 
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BOthmg  on  either  side.  "Do  you  hear  nothing?"  he 
asked.  "  All  is  still,"  said  the  Baldhead.  But  tbe  swarm 
kept  on  murmuring  and  whispering  eagerly  and  hotlj,  as 
if  it  conld  not  be  ready  and  agreed.  The  bold  youth 
shuddered.  The  gates  of  the  shadowy  kmgdom  stood  far 
open  into  the  earth ;  dreams  and  shadows  swarmed  in  and 
out^  and  flew  near  to  bright  life. 

The  two  stepped  up  to  the  thicket  before  Lilar.  There 
came  a  boy  out  of  the  wood  with  an  enonnously  big 
head,  helping  himself  along  on  two  crutches,  and  holding 
a  rose,  which  he  offered,  with  a  nod,  to  the  youth.  Albano 
took  it,  but  the  iittle  fellow  nodded  incessantly,  as  if  he 
would  say  he  should  like  to  have  him  smell  of  it.  Albano 
did  so ;  and  suddenly  the  sinking  of  the  stage  of  life,  a 
bottomless  slumber,  drew  him  down  into  the  dark,  un- 
fathomable  depths. 

When  he  awoke  heavily,  he  was  alone  and  unarmed, 
in  an  cid  dusty  Grothic  Chamber.  A  faint  little  light 
scattered  only  shadows  around.  He  looked  through  the 
window ;  it  seemed  to  be  Lilar,  but  on  the  whole  land- 
scape  snow  had  fallen,  and  the  heavens  were  white  with 
ck>ud,  and  yet  the  stars  singularly  piereed  through. 
'^What  is  this?  Am  I  standing  in  the  mask-dance 
of  dreams  ? ''  he  asked  himself. 

Then  an  arras  went  up ;  a  covered  female  form,  with 
innumerable  veils  on  the  face,  stepped  in,  stood  a  moment, 
and  flew  to  bis  heart  "Who  is  it?"  he  asked.  She 
pressed  him  to  her  bosom  more  passionately,  and  wept 
clear  through  the  veil.  "  Knowest  thou  me  ?  "  he  asked. 
She  nodded.  "  Art  thou  my  unknown  sister  ?  "  he  asked. 
She  nodded,  and  with  a  sister's  close  embrace,  with  hot 
tears  of  love,  with  rapturous  kisses,  held  him  fast  to  her- 
fielf.    "  Say,  where  livest  thou  ?  "    She  shook  her  head. 
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**  Art  thou  dead  or  a  dream  ?  **  She  sbook  her  head«  "Is 
thy  name  Julienne  ?  "  She  shook  her  head.  "  Give  me  a 
sign  of  thy  truth !  **  She  showed  him  half  of  a  gold  ring 
on  a  table  that  stood  near.  "  Show  thy  face,  that  I  may 
believe  thee ! "  She  drew  him  away  from  the  window« 
•*Sister,  by  Heaven,  if  thou  liest  not,  then  Taise  thy 
veil ! "  She  pointed  with  her  long,  outstretched,  envel- 
oped  arm  to  somethmg  behind  hun.  He  kept  on  intreat- 
ing.  She  motioned  vehemently  toward  a  certain  place, 
and  repelled  him  from  herseif.  At  length  he  obeyed,  and 
tumed  sidewards  ;  then  he  saw  m  a  muror  how  she  sud- 
denly  threw  up  the  veils,  and  how,  beneath  them,  the 
superannuated  form  appeared  whose  image,  with  the  Big- 
nature,  bis  father  had  given  him  on  Isola  Bella.  But 
when  he  tumed  round  again,  he  feit  on  bis  face  a  warm 
band  and  a  cold  flower;  and  a  second  slumber  drew 
downward  bis  conscious  being. 

When  he  awoke,  he  was  alone,  but  with  bis  weapon, 
and  on  the  wooded  spot  where  he  had  first  sunk  to  sleep. 
The  sky  was  blue,  and  the  light  constellations  glimmered ; 
the  earth  was  green,  and  the  snow  gone  ;  the  half-ring  he 
no  longer  held  in  bis  band ;  around  bim  was  no  sound, 
and  no  human  being.  Had  all  been  but  the  fleeting  cloud- 
procession  of  dreams,  the  brief  whirl  and  shaping  that 
goes  on  in  their  magic  smoke? 

But  life  and  truth  had  bumed  so  livingly  into  bis 
breast,  and  the  tears  of  a  sister  still  lay  on  bis  eye.  "  Or 
might  they  be  only  my  brotherly  tears ! "  said  bis  per- 
plexed  spirit,  as  be  rose,  and  in  the  bright  night  went 
bomeward.  All  was  as  still  as  if  life  were  yet  sleepipg 
>  on ;  be  beard  himself,  and  feared  to  waken  it ;  he  looked 
upon  bis  own  body  as  he  walked  along.  Yes,  thought  be, 
-flns  tiiick  bed  in  which  we  are  wrapped  plays  off  foefore 
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HS  even  tiie  woes  and  joys  of  life.  Just  as,  in  onr  sleep, 
we  seem  to  stifle  nnder  fallmg  möuntains  when  the  cover- 
let  iBcttles  ^ver-bur  lips,  or  -to  siride  over  sdc&y,  melted 
metal  when  it  oppresses  the  feet  with  too  great  a  thick- 
ness  of  feathersy  or  to  freeze,  Vke  naked  beggars,  when  it 
is  shoTed  ofl^^and  exposes  us  to  the  night-chiU,  so  does 
ihis  earth,  this  body,  throw  into  the  seventj  years'  sieep 
of  the  immortal  lights  and  eounds  and  chills,  and  he 
Bhapes  to  himself  therefrom  the  magnified  history  of  his 
jojs  and  sorrows ;  and,  when  he  once  awakes,  only  a  little 
cf  it  proTes  tnie  ! 

^  HeaV^ns  I  why  comest  ihou  so  late,  änd  so  pale  ?  *^ 
aaked  Saloppe,  who  had  been  a  long  time  in  Albano's 
'diamber,  waidng  for  him.  ^O,  ask  me  not  to-dajl** 
Baid  AlbanO. 
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LlAlTA. 

95.    CYCLB. 

ilEYER  did  Schoppe  let  ßj  at  himself  more 
cürses  than  on  the  morrow,  during  Albano's 
recital,  and  on  this  account^  to  be  sure,  ihsijt 
he  had  not  stayed  so  as  to  arrest  the  Baldhead, 
the  fly-wheel  of  so  manj  ghostly  movements,  in  the  midst 
of  the  revolutions,  hj  dashmg  right  at  the  spokes.  He 
earaestly  besought  the  Count,  at  the  next  appearance,  at 
least,  —  especially  in  Italy,  —  to  tear  off,  without  mercy, 
the  Baldhead's  mask,  though  life  hung  upon  it.  The 
youth  had  been  moved  too  intensely  by  the  events  of  the 
night.  He  therefore  spoke  of  them  reluctantly,  and  with- 
out dwelling  upon  them.  As  in  him  all  sensations  stirred 
more  intensely  and  overpoweringly  than  in  .  Roquairol^ 
he  had  not,  like  him,  pleasure  in  portraying  them,  but 
shrank  from  it.  He  looked  up  the  little  old  likeness  of 
bis  sister  which  bis  father  had  given  him  on  the  Island. 
What  a  striking  reflection  of  the  nightly  image  in  the 
mirror !  This  moss  of  age  on  a  sister  must  have  been 
artificially  produced  there,  merely  for  the  *  purpose  of 
hiding  the  resemblance.  The  presumption  of  its  being 
Julienne  he  gave  up  agam,  after  the  denial  of  the  veiled 
one,  and  from  the  improbability  of  such  a  noctornal 
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Performance,  and  postponed  measuring  the  altitudes  of 
all  these  incomprehensible  airy  apparitions  tili  he  sbould 
have  the  aid  of  his  daily  expected  father. 

Ah,  over  all  his  thoughts  swept  incessantly  in  vulture- 
circles  a  distant,  dark  form,  the  destroying  angel,  that 
T7oald  fain  stoop  greedily  upon  the  helpless  Liana  I  The 
staring  stiffhess  of  the  corpse-seeress  on  the  Blumenbühl 
road  —  especially  since  the  sad  billet  of  the  Princess  — 
now  in  the  dark  intersecting  thicket  paths,  into  which  his 
life's  course  had  entangled  itself,  danced  on  before  him  as 
a  juggling  phantom  of  terror. 

A  new  and  Single  resolve  stood  now  in  his  soul  like 
a  rigid  arm  fast  by  the  way-side,  pointing  ever  in  one 
direction,  up  the  Blumenbühl  road.  '^  Thou  must  go  to 
her,"  Said  the  resolve ;  ^  she  must  not  die  in  the  delusive 
belief  of  thj  anger  and  thy  old  severity  ;  thou  must  see 
her  again,  to  ask  her  pardon,  and  then  shalt  thou  weep 
tili  her  grave  opens  and  takes  her  away."  ^  "  O,  how  I 
then,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  before  the  dying-throne  of  this 
angel,  shall  bruise  with  contrition  my  hard,  haughty,  wild 
heart,  and  take  back  everything,  everything  whereby  I 
blinded  and  wounded  the  tender  soul  in  Lilar,  that  she 
may  not  despise  too  much  the  short  days  of  her  love,  and 
that  her  heart  may  at  least  part  from  me  with  one  little 
&rewell  pleasure  1    And  that,  O  God,  grant  us  ! " 

In  vain  did  Schoppe  propose  thereupon,  that  he  should 
se^  with  him  the  business-office  of  the  night-wonders, 
which  so  probably  must  be  found  in  the  Grothic-temple  ; 
this  very  day  he  would  force  his  way  into  the  presence 
of  his  pale  loved  one.  Schoppe  continued  to  insist  ve- 
hemently  on  the  visit  to  Lilar,  and  at  last  demanded  it, 
and  commanded  compliance ;  but  now  it  was  a  lost  case, 
and  Albano's  refiisal  was  paneplied.    <' Plague  take  itl 
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vrhj  let  mjself,  then,  be  boikd  in  theee  tear^ts?**  ndd 
Schoppe,  and  marched  out 

But  afler  a  short  time  he  came  back  with  a  biltet  fitxti 
— Gaspard,  wherein  the  latter  demanded  for  to-dayrelay- 
horses  from  the  post-honse,  and  with  a  proposition  fnMn 
himself  that  thej  should  go  to  meet  his  father.  How 
refreshinglj  did  the  nearness  of  his  father  breathe  ovar 
Albano's  Boltry  waste  I  Nevertheless,  he  said  No  tbe 
second  time;  his  long  willing  and  warfing  and  erery 
hoor's  lapse  veiled  Liana  more  and  more  darkly  from  hiiH 
in  her  doud,  and  he  thought  anxionslj  of  his  dream  about 
her  on  Isola  Bella;*  and  finally  he  had  his  suspidons 
aroosed  bj  Schoppe's  holding  him  bac^  so  significantlj. 

And  herein  he  erred  not.  Schöppe  acted  upon  qnite 
other  grounds  than  Albano  had  yet  leamed.  The  Leefco^y 
namelj,  who  with  wise  old  honesty  kept  a  distant  wätch, 
through  Schoppe's  agency,  over  the  rebellions  jouth, 
whom,  however,  he  took  every  occasion  to  praise,  had 
pointed  out  to  his  proxj  the  up-towering,  leaden-heavy 
cloud-pile  which  was  moving  onward  and  lowering  over 
the  head  of  the  youth ;  namely,  Liana's  impending  death. 

At  first,  for  some  time  the  quarrel  with  her  parents, 
that  poetic  hardening,  as  it  were,  of  Liana's  nerres,  had 
been  to  them  wine  of  iron,  but  afterward  they  meltedin 
the  soft  water  of  renunciation,  autumnal  rest  and  devo- 
tion.  There  is  a  bland  calm  which  loosens  men -as  well 
as  ships ;  a  warmth  in  which  the  wax-figure  of  the  spirit 
melts  down.  Every  day,  too,  came  the  pious  father  and 
spread  her  wings,  loosed  her  &om  earthly  hopes  and 
earthly  anxieties,  and  led  her  up  into  the  glory  of  the 
throne  of  Gk)d.     The  fair  spring-breezes  of  her  ended 

*  Where  she  had  melted  away  from  him  in  the  clond  when'he 
was  ähont  to  embrace  lier. 
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lofve  she  let  breathe  agfun,  bat  in  a  higher  region ;  they 
were  now  thin,  mild,  ethereal  zephyft,  breaths  of  flowera. 
19he  knew  now,  at  onöe,  that  ishe  was  dying  and  loved 
God.  She  stood  already  like  a  sun,  tranquil  and  far 
fiwaj  in  her  lieaven,  bat  like  a  sun  she  seemed  to  move 
^tfbedientlj  aroand  the  little  daj  of  her  mother,  and  shed 
oa  her  a  soft  warmth.  Her  tears  flowed  odt  as  sweetly 
as  sighs,  as  evening  dew  öat  (^  evening  redness.  As  one 
ainks,  blissinlly  cradled,  in  jojous  dreams,  so  she  floated, 
long  bome  up,  drawn  slowlj  onward,  with'baoyant  fleshly- 
garment,  on  the  flöod  of  death. 

Qnlj  a  Single  earthly  öbslacle  had  hifherto  broken  the 
genüe  fall,  —  the  ardent  expectation  of  the  Coming  of  the 
Bomeiro,  whom  she  so  dearly  loved  as  the  frlend  of  her 
friend  Jcflienne.  At  last  she  inade  her  appearance,  and 
took  too  powerful  a  hold  of  Liäna's  fkncy ;  for  it  was  juät 
the  wings  of  fatitasj  which,  in  this  tiender,  constant  swan,* 
were  too  strong.  How  did  the  sick  one  humble  herseif 
at  the  feet  of  this  shining  goddess !  How  unworthy  did 
ah«  find  herseif  of  her  former  love  for  Albano !  So  little 
had  Spener,  humble  only  before  God,  been  able  to  pre- 
▼ent  her  taking  up  with  her  two  jewels  out  of  her  former 
*life  into  her  present  glorified  State,  her  öld  lowliness  be- 
fore men  and  her  old  anxiety  for  those  she  loved. 

Jalienne  sought  ag£Ün  and  again  to  dissuade  her ;  bat 
öne  evening  —  when  she  leamed  that  Albano  was  to  be 
taken  to  Italy —  she  twined  herseif  around  Linda's  heart, 
and  told  her,  with  her  wontisd  over-fiilness  of  feeling, 
only  Albano  deserved  her.  Linda  answered  with  aäton- 
ishment;  she  could  not  comprehend  a  self-annihilating 
love ;  in  her  case  she  should  die.  "  And  am  not  I,  then, 
'dying  ?  "  said  Liaiia. 

*  The  Bwah,  with  a  Btroke  of  her  wmg,  can  break  a&  arm. 
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Julienne,  thereapon,  immediately  begged  Liana  to  spare 
the  embarrassment  of  the  noble  Countess  on  tliis  subject 
Liana,  without  being  offended,  remained  silent ;  bat  the 
new  desire  now  possessed  her  to  see  once  more  her  lost 
Albano,  and  show  him  her  former  fidelitj  and  his  error, 
and  with  djing  heart  to  make  over  to  him  a  new  and  great 
one.  She  was  very  frank  in  uttering  all  the  last  wishes 
of  her  holj  souL  Her  mother  and  Augusd  held  her 
from  her  purpose  as  long  as  they  could,  that  she  might 
not  take  so  dark,  poisonous  a  flower  as  the  pleasure  of 
such  a  meeting  must  be  to  her  sick  heart.  Bat  she 
entreated  her  mother :  How  could  it  härm  her  this  jear, 
as  it  was  not  tili  the  next  —  according  to  Caroline's  pre- 
diction  —  she  was  to  go  hence  ?  Meanwhile  thej  sought 
to  put  farther  and  farther  off  from  her  the  last  purpose, 
in  the  hope  that  Gaspard  would  carry  away  the  Coont, 
and  with  the  Intention,  only  in  the  extreme  case  of  having 
to  give  up  all  hopes,  of  gratifying  for  her  this  fatal  wish. 

Then  she  turned  with  her  request  to  her  brother ;  but 
he,  partly  from  mortified  vanity  and  partly  from  love  for 
his  sister,  depicted  Albano  on  the  colder  side,  said  he  was 
going  off  to  a  gay  country,  would  easily  cease  to  regret 
her,  &c  How  did  it  almost  provoke  the  gentle  soul,  be- 
cause,  with  a  woman's  sharpsightedness,  she  detected  in 
this  an  approaching  breach  of  love  towards  Albano  and 
Rabette,  and  a  retum  of  partiality  for  Linda,  who  was  to 
be  left  behind !  She  had  already  for  some  time  been 
curious  about  Kabette's  being  so  long  invisible.  For  the 
poor  soul  had  not,  since  her  fall,  since  the  burial  of  her 
innocence,  been  in  a  State  to  be  prevailed  upon,  by  prayers 
or  commands,  to  appear  with  her  downcast,  sinful  eye  be- 
fore  the  friend  of  etemal  purity ;  and  now  it  was  abso- 
lutely  impossible  for  her,  since  Linda's  arrival  and  Visits 
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liad  crasbed  even  the  lightest,  lingering  gossamer-web  of 
her  fljing  summer,  and  her  throat,  füll  of  anguish,  was 
stifled  and  choked  with  the  closeness  of  the  funeral-veiL 
^  Brother,  brother,"  said  Liana,  with  Inspiration,  ^  think 
wbat  our  poor  parents  get  from  us  children  1  I  fulfil  no 
'  hope  of  theirs ;  everj  hope  rests  on  thee !  Ah,  how 
angry  will  our  father  be ! "  she  added,  with  her  old  dread 
and  love.  Her  brother  held  it  right  to  keep  from  her 
tbe  tmth  (about  Rabette's  degradation  and  concealment), 
which  would  this  time  wear  the  form  of  an  armed  fate, 
and  60  he  put  in  the  place  of  the  truth  bis  brotherly  love. 
Henoe  he  had  hitherto  denied  himself  the  onlj  opportu- 
nity  of  speaking  with  the  CJountess  —  by  Liana's  sick 
diair.  "Thou  must  die,"  he  once  said  to  her  in  en- 
thusiasm;  ^it  is  well  that  thy  web  is  so  delicate,  that 
the  cross-play  of  so  many  talons  may  rend  it  asunder. 
What  mightest  thou  not  have  sufifered,  even  to  thy  seven- 
tieth  year,  from  the  world  and  men  !  "  He,  too,  believed 
—  from  bis  own  experience  —  that  there  are  more  sor- 
Tows  of  women  than  of  men,  just  as,  in  heaven,  there  are 
more  eclipses  of  the  moon  than  of  the  sun. 

So  things  stood  tili  the  night  when  Albano  saw  the 
Baldhead,  the  playing  of  the  eclipses,  and  bis  veiled  sister. 
That  night  one  string  after  another  snapped  in  Liana's 
life  ;  a  rapid  change  came  over  her ;  and  early  the  next 
moming  she  had  already  received  the  last  sacrament  from 
her  Spener's  hands.  The  Lcctor  got  this  sad  intelligence 
from  the  Minister's  lady  at  nine  of  the  moming.  Hence 
it  was  that  he  sought  so  eagerly  through  Schoppe  to  hold 
back  the  youth  from  the  sight  of  a  dying  bride. 

Subsequently  came  Gaspard's  billet,  which  put  it  into 
the  heads  of  both  to  try  to  induce  him  to  go  meet  bis 
father,  and  —  by  a  message  to  him  —  to  persuade  the  lat- 
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came  out  on  the  heights,  and  beheld  the  gleaming  palaee 
of  sorrow  behind  him.  Tfaen  did  it  seem  to  him  as  if  the 
landscape  stretching  far  awaj  below  him  heaved  to  and 
fro  confusedlj,  like  a  stormy  sea,  with  billowing  fields 
and  swimming  mountains ;  and  the  heavens  looked  down 
Btill  and  serene  on  the  commotion.  Onlj  down  b^ow  on 
the  westem  horizon  slept  a  long,  dark  cloud. 

He  stormed  down  again,  and  in  a  few  minutes  arrived 
at  the  little  flower-garden  of  the  hoase  of  mouming.  As 
he  strode  impetuously  through  it,  he  saw,  up  at  the  casüe- 
windows,  the  backs  of  several  people.  If  thej  shoald 
tum  round,  said  he,  the  word  would  immediatelj  go 
round,  There  comes  the  murderer !  At  this  moment,  the 
Minister's  lady  came  to  a  window,  but  quickly  turned 
round  when  she  saw  him.  Heavily  he  went  np  the 
Btairs ;  the  Lector  came  feelinglj  to  meet  him,  and  said 
to  him,  "  Composure  for  yourself  and  forbearance  for 
others  I  You  have  no  witness  of  your  interview,  but  your 
own  consciience,"  and  opened  to  the  speechless  youth  the 
silent  Chamber  of  sickness. 

Burdened  and  bowed  down  with  grief,  he  sofUy  en- 
tered. In  an  easy-chair  reclined  a  white-clad  figure,  with 
white,  sunken  cheeks,  and  hands  laid  in  one  another,  lean- 
ing  her  head,  which  was  encircled  with  a  variegated 
wreath  of  wild-flowers,  on  the  arm  of  the  chair.  It  was 
his  former  Liana.  "Welcome  to  me,  Albano!"  said 
she,  with  feeble  voice,  but  with  the  old  smile,  like  sunrise, 
and  stretched  out  to  receive  him  her  band  which  she 
raised  with  diflSculty ;  her  heavy  head  she  could  not  raise 
at  all.  He  drew  near,  sank  on  his  knee  and  held  the 
precious  hand,  and  his  lip  quivered  and  was  dumb« 
"  Thou  art  right  welcome  to  me,  my  good  Albano  I "  she 
repeated,  still  more  tenderly,  with  the  Impression  that  he 
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had  not  probably  heard  it  the  first  time ;  and  the  well- 
known  voice  Coming  back  to  him  started  all  the  tears  of 
bis  heart  into  one  gushing  rain.  ^  Thou,  too,  Liana !"  ho 
stammered,  still  more  aofüj,  Wearily  she  let  her  head 
£dl  over  on  the  other  arm  of  the  chair,  which  was  nearer 
to  bimt  then  did  her  life-tired  blue  eyes  look  right  cbsely 
npon  bis  wet  and  fierj  ones ;  how  did  each  find  the 
otber's  conntenance  paled  and  ennobled  bj  one  and  the 
eame  long  sorrow  I  Red-cheeked  and  in  füll  bloom,  and 
with  a  load  of  sorrows,  had  Liana  entered  the  stränge, 
cold  deatb-realm  of  sore  probation  for  the  higher  world, 
and  without  color  and  without  sorrows  had  she  come 
back  again,  and  with  heavenly  beautj  on  the  face  from 
which  earthlj  bloom  had  faded.  Albano  stood  before  her, 
pale  and  noble  also,  but  he  brought  back  on  his  young, 
flick,  sanken  conntenance  the  pangs  and  the  conflicts,  and 
in  bis  eye  the  glow  of  life. 

"  O  God,  thou  hast  changed,  Albano,"  she  began,  after 
a  long  gaze.  "  Thou  lookest  quite  hollow :  art  thou  so 
sick,  love  ?  "  she  asked,  with  that  old  anxiety  of  affection 
which  neither  the  pious  father  nor  the  last  genius,  who 
makes  man  cold  towards  life  and  love,  ere  he  withdraws 
ihem,  had  been  able  to  take  from  her  heart  "  O,  would 
to  Grod !  —  No,  I  am  not,"  said  he,  and  stifled,  out  of  for- 
bearance,  the  internal  storm ;  for  he  would  so  gladly  havie 
poured  out  his  woe,  his  love,  his  death-wish  before  her  in 
one  mortal  cry,  as  a  nightingale  sings  herseif  to  death  and 
fiUls  headlong  from  the  brauch. 

Her  chilled  eye  long  rested,  warming  itself,  npon*  his 
face,  füll  of  inexpressible  love,  and  at  last  she  said  with  a 
heavy  smile,  "  So,  then,  thou  lovest  me  again,  Albano  I 
Hiou  wast  even  in  Lilar  wholly  in  error.  After  a  long 
time  my  Albano  will  begin  to  leam  why  I  separated  from 
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bim,  —  only  for  bis  good.  On  this,  this  my  dying-daj,  I 
teil  thee  that  my  heart  has  been  ever  trae  to  thee.  Be- 
lieve  mel  My  heart  is  witk  God,  my  words  are  true. 
See,  this  is  why  I  begged  thee  to  come.  to  me  to-day, — 
for  thou  shah  mildly,  without  remprse,  wUhout  reproach, 
in  thy  long-coming  life,  look  oyer  upon  thy  first  youthM 
love.  To-day  thou  wilt  not  take  it  ill  (^  thy  little  Linda* 
that  she  speaks  of  dying^  —  seest  thou  haply  that  I  was 
then  in  the  right  ?    Bring  me  the  leaf  yonder !  ** 

He  obeyed ;  it  was  a  sketch  which  she  had  made  with 
Irembling  band  to  represent  Linda's  noble  head.  Albano 
did  not  look  upon  the  leafl  ^'  Take  it  to  thyseL^"  said 
she ;  he  did  so.  ^  How  kind  and  compliant  thou  art !  ^ 
Said  she.  ''Thou  desenrest  her, — I  name  her  not  to  theo» 
—  as  the  reward  of  thy  fidelity  towards  me.  She  ia  more 
worthy  of  thee  than  I ;  she  ia  blooming,  like  thyself,  not 
sick,  like  me ;  but  never  do  her  wrong ;  it  is  my  las^ 
wish  that  thou  shouldst  love  her.  Wilt  thou  distress  me, 
determined  spirit,  by  a  vehement  No  ?  " 

"  Heavenly  soul ! "  he  cried,  and  looked  upon  her  be- 
seechingly,  and  presented  her  the  stifled  No  ad  an  ofier«- 
ing  to  the  dead.  "  I  answer  thee  not.  Ah,  forgive,  for- 
give  that  earlier  time !  **  For  now  he  saw  for  the  first 
time,  how  meekly,  gently,  and  yet  fervently,  the  still,  teur 
der  soul  had  loved  him,  who  even  yet,  in  the  dissolution 
of  the  body,  spoke  and  loved  as  in  the  beautiful  days  of 
Lilar,  just  as  the  melting  bell  in  the  buming  steeple  still 
oontinues,  from  the  midst  of  the  flames,  to  sound  out  the 
hours. 

"  Now,  then,  farewell,  beloved  I "  she  said,  calmly,  and 

*  The  reader  may  not  remember  that  "  the  little  Linda  **  was  the 
cipher  under  which  Julienne  disguised  in  her  letters  the  name  of 
Liana,  as  mentioned  in  the  third  paragraph  of  the  43d  Cyde.  —  Tb. 
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without  a  tear,  and  her  feeble  hand  offered  to  press  bis ; 
**a  happy  jouraey  into  the  beautiful  land !  Accept  eternal 
thanks  for  thj  love  and  trutfa,  for  the  thousand  joyous 
hoars  which  I  will,  up  yonder,  at  length  deserve,*  for 
Idlar^s  fair  flowers.  •  •  The  children  of  my  Chariton 
have  put  them  on  me.t  .  ,  .  Je  ne  suis  qu'un  songe,l 
What  was  I  going  to  say  to  thee,  Albano  ?  My  farewell  I 
Forsake  not  my  brother !  O  how  thou  weepest !  I  will 
still  pray  for  thee  I " 

The  dying  have  dry  eyes.  The  tempestuous  weather 
of  life  ends  with  cold  air.  '  They  know  not  how  their 
babbling  tongue  cuts  into  widely  rent  hearts.  This  most 
gentle  soul  knew  not  how  she  thrust  sword  upon  sword 
throngh  Albano,  who  now  feit  that  to  the  saint  whom 
älready  the  spring-gales,  the  spring-fragrances  of  the 
eternal  shore  were  floating  to  meet  and  welcome,  he 
-  oould  be  nothing  more,  give  pothing  more,  nor  even  so 
mach  as  take  from  her  her  humility. 

When  she  had  said  it,  her  head,  with  the  crown  of 
flowers,  raised  itself  upright ;  inspired,  she  drew  her  hand 
oot  of  bis,  and  prayed  aloud  with  fervor:  "Hear  my 
prayer,  O  Gk)d !  and  let  him  be  happy  tili  he  enters  into 
thy  glory.  And  should  he  err  and  waver,  then  spare 
him,  O  Grod,  and  let  me  appear  to  him  and  exhort  him. 
Bat  to  thee  alone,  O  all-gracious  one,  be  praise  and 
thanks  uttered  for  my  pleasant,  peaceful  life  on  the  earth; 
thoa  wilt,  after  I  have  rested,  bestow  on  me  up  yonder 
the  fair  moming  in  which  I  may  work.  •  .  Wake  me 

*  She  regarded  her  present  life  as  a  quiet  play-life,  like  that  of  chil- 
'  dren,  and  only  the  second  as  the  actoal  one. 

t  Here  and  henceforward  she  talks,  indeed,  wildly;  bnt  she  knows, 
nevertheloss,  that  the  wreath  of  wild-flowers  is  from  Chariton*s  chil- 
dreD> 

t  I  am  only  a  dream. 

TOL.  U.  7  J 
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early  from  the  sleep  of  death.  .  .  "Wake  me,  wake !  .  . 
Mother,  the  moming-red*  Kes  already  upon  the  trees."* 

At  this  moment,  her  mother,  with  other  persons,  rnshed 
into  the  Chamber.  Her  vision,  bewildered  with  the  drow- 
smess  of  death  and  the  wandering  of  her  speech,  an- 
nouneed  that  the  cold  sleep  with  open  ejes  was  now  at  hand. 
"  Appear  to  me,  thou  art  indeed  with  Grodl"  cried  Albano, 
distracted.  In  vain  would  Augusti  have  led  him  away ; 
without  answering,  without  stirring,  he  stood  fast-rooted 
there.  Liana  grew  paler  and  paler ;  death  arrajed  her 
in  the  white  bridal  garment  of  Heaven;  then  his  eye 
ceased  its  weeping,  grief  froze,  and  the  broad,  heavy  ice 
of  anguish  filled  his  breast 

Liana's  eye  was  fixed  steadily  on  a  light  spot  of  the 
soflly  yeiled  evening  heavens,  as  if  seeking  and  waiting 
for  the  heavens  to  lift  and  show  the  sun.  Indifferent  to 
all  present,  her  brother  stormed  in  with  his  lamentation  f 
**  Gro  not  to  God,  or  I  shall  see  thee  no  more  !  Look  on 
me,  bless,  sanctify  me,  give  me  thy  peace,  sister  I "  She 
was  silently  lost  in  the  lightening  and  breaking  sun-eloud. 
"  She  takes  thee  for  me,"  said  Albano  to  Charles,  on 
aecount  of  the  similarity  of  their  voiees,  "  and  gives  thee 
not  her  peace."  "  Steal  not  my  voice ! "  said  Charles, 
angrily.  *'  O,  leave  her  in  peace,"  said  the  mother,  out 
of  whose  downcast  eyes  only  a  few  light  tears  feil  trem- 
bling  on  the  garland  of  the  daughter,  whose  faint  head, 
uptumed  toward  heaven,  she  held,  leaning  against  herseif, 
with  both  hands. 

All  at  once,  when  the  sun  opened  the  clouds  like  eye- 

lids,  and  looked  serenely  from  beneath,  the  still  form 

qui^ered.     The  dying  see  double  ;  she  saw  two  sun-balls, 

and  cried,  clinging  to  her  mother,  "  Ah,  mother,  how  large 

*  She  sees  the  autumn-foliage. 
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and  fiery  his  eyes  are!"  She  saw  Death  standing  in 
heaven.  "  Cover  me  with  the  pall,"  she  begged,  distress- 
fullj,  —  "my  veil!"  Her  brother  caught  it  up,  and 
eovered  with  it  the  wandering  eyes  and  the  flowera  and 
locks.  The  sun,  too,  mercifully  veiled  himself  again  with 
douds. 

«  Think  on  Ahnighty  Gk)d !  "  said  the  pious  father  to 
her,  in  a  loud  voiee,  "  I  think  of  him,"  answered  the 
veiled  one,  in  a  low  tone.  The  aurora  of  the  second 
World  Stands  black  before  mortals.  They  all  trerabled. 
Albano  and  Boquairol  grasped  and  pressed  each  other's 
hands,  the  latter  from  hatred,  Albano  from  agony,  as  one 
gnashes  at  metal.  The  Chamber  was  füll  of  uncongenial, 
discordant  people,  whom  death  made  equaL  At  one  side 
Albano  saw  that  a  stränge  form,  repulsive  to  him,  had 
Stolen  in.  It  was  his  impenetrable  father,  whose  great, 
dark  eyes  were  fastened  sharply  and  sternly  on  his  son. 
Out  of  a  second  Chamber  two  tall,  veiled  female  forms 
gajed  at  the  third,  and  saw  no  face,  and  no  one  saw 
tbeirs. 

Liana  played  with  her  fingers  at  the  veil.  Evening 
stood  in  the  Chamber,  and  the  silence  between  the  light- 
ning-flash  and  the  thunder-clap.  "  Think  upon  Almighty 
Grod  I "  cried  Spener.  She  answered  not.  He  continued : 
"  Of  our  source,  and  of  our  sea ;  he  alone  Stands  by 
thee  now  in  the  dark,  when  the  earth,  and  its  dwellers, 
and  all  Ughts  of  life,  are  sinking  away  beyond  thy  reach! " 
Snddenly  she  began,  and  said,  with  a  low  tone  of  glad- 
ness,  and  with  words  swiftly  following  each  other,  as 
when  one  talks  in  sleep,  and  with  increasing  rapture  and 
rapidity,  "  Caroline !  here,  here,  Caroline!  This  is  my 
hand,  —  how  beautiful  thou  art!"  The  invisible  angel 
who  had  oonsecrated  her  ürst  love,  who  had  attended  her 
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whole  life,  gleamed  again,  like  a  new-risen  moon,  over 
the  whole  dark  scene  of  death ;  and  the  splendpr  gentlj 
melted  the  little  May  night  into  the  great  spring  morning 
of  the  second  world. 

Now  the  veiled  nun  of  heaven  leaned,  quite  still,  on 
her  mother.  The  death-angel  stood  invisible  and  wrath- 
ful  among  his  victims.  With  great  wings  hung  the  screech- 
owl  of  anguish  over  mortal  ejes,  and  pecked  with  black 
beak  down  into  the  breast,  and  nothing  was  heard  in  the 
stillness  but  the  owl.  More  darkly  rolled  the  Ejught*« 
melancholj  eyes  to  and  fro  in  their  deep  sockets  betweoi 
the  still  bride  and  the  still  son ;  and  Gkispard  and  the 
destroying  angel  gazed  upon  each  otber  gloomily. 

At  that  moment  Liana's  harp  sent  out  ä  dear,  high, 
ringing  tone  far  into  the  silence.  The  Fatal  Sister  who 
spun  at  her  hfe  knew  the  signal,  checked  herseif,  and 
stood  up ;  and  the  sister  with  the  scissors  came.  Liana's 
fingers  ceased  to  play,  and  beneath  the  veil  all  became 
still  and  motionless,  ^   * 

"  Thy  head  is  heavy  and  cold,  my  daughter,"  said  the 
disconsolate  mother.  "  Tear  the  veil  away  I "  cried  the 
brother ;  and  when  he  drew  it  down,  there  lay  liana, 
peaceful  and  smiling  beneath  it,  but  dead,  —  the  blue 
eyes  open  toward  heaven,  the  transfigured  mouth  still 
breathing  love,  the  maidenly  hly-brow  encircled  with  the 
flower-wreath  which  had  sunk  down  around  it ;  and  pale 
and  glorified  with  the  moonlight  of  the  higher  world  was 
the  Strange  form  which  passed  majestically  forth  from  the 
midst  of  the  puny  living  ämong  its  lofty  dead. 

Then  gushed  the  golden  sun  through  the  clouds  and 
through  all  the  tears,  and  circumfused  with  the  blooming 
evening  twilight,  with  the  youthful  rose-oil  of  his  even- 
ing  cloud^  the  faded  sister  of  heaven  ;  and  the  transfig- 
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nred  countenance  wore  again  the  bloom  of  youth.  In 
heayen  all  the  clouds,  touched  with  her  wings  as  she 
swept  through  them,  burst  oat  into  long,  red  blossoms; 
and  through  the  high,  mistj  veil,  flattering  up  over  the 
earth,  glowed  the  thonsand  roses  which  had  been  strown 
aboat  or  sprang  np  on  the  clond-path  on  which  the  vu*^ 
passeid  np  over  the  earth  to  the  Etemal. 

Bat  Albano,  the  for^aken  Albano,  stood  withont  tears 
or  eyes  or  words  among  the  common  places  of  sorrow,  in 
the  crimson  evening  fire  of  the  holy  Chamber  of  transfig- 
nration,  amidst  the  earthlj  bastle,  that  went  on  round  the 
8Ü11  fbrm.  In  the  depths  of  the  past,  Sorrow  showed  him 
a  MedusaVhead ;  and  he  still  looked  upon  it  when  bis 
beart  was  already  petrified  by  it,  and  he  heard  continnally 
the  ^oomj  head  mnrmur  the  words,  "  How  bitterly  did 
the  dead  one,  when  in  Lilar,  weep  at  the  harsh  Albano !  '*■ 
Her  brother,  upon  bis  rack,  said  many  barbarous  words 
to  him.  He  heard  or  heeded  them  not,  because  he  was 
iistening  to  the  horrible  Gorgon  head. 

"  Son,**  cried  Gaspard  Cesara,  eamestly,  —  "  son,  dost 
thou  not  know  me  ?  "  Through  the  heavy,  deathly  heart 
a  life-voice  flashes  upon  him.  He  looks  round,  and  sees 
bis  father,  with  terror  arranges  him  into  a  shape,  and  falls 
upon  bis  breast,  and  cries  only,  "  Father  1 "  and  again 
and  again,  ** Father!"  He  continued  to  cry  out,  grasp- 
ing  him  yiolently  like  a  foe,  and  said :  ^  Father,  that  is 
Lianal"  Still  more  passionate  grew  the  embrace,  not 
from  love,  only  from  agony.  "  Come  to  thyself,  and  to 
me,  dear  Albano,"  said  the  Knight.  "  O,  I  will  do  so ; 
she  is  dead  now,  father ! "  said  he,  with  a  choked  voice ; 
and  now  bis  grief  broke  upon  bis  father  like  a  cloud  upon 
a  mountain,  into  one  incessant  tear,  —  it  streamed  forth 
as  if  the  innermost  soul  would  bleed  itself  to  death  oat 
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of  all  the  open  veins,  — but  the  weeping  only  stirred  np 
bis  sorrows,  as  a  rain-storm  does  a  batde-field :  he  became 
more  inconsolable  and  impetuous,  and  sullenlj  repeated 
the  previous  exclamation. 

<^  AlbanoP  said  Graspard,  aller  some  time,  with  stronger 
voice,  "  wilt  thou  accompany  me?**  ^  Gladlj,  my  father!" 
8aid  he,  and  followed  him,  as  a  bleeding  child  with  its 
wound  foUows  its  mother.  "To-morrow  I  will  speak,** 
Said  Albano,  in  the  carriage,  and  took  bis  fathei^s  band. 
His  wide-open  ejes  bung  swollen  and  blind  upon  the 
warm  evening-sun,  whicb  alreadj  rested  on  the  moun- 
tains ;  he  continued  smiling  and  pale,  and  weeping  softtj ; 
nor  did  he  mark  wben  the  sun  went  down,  and  he  arrived 
in  the  citj. 

'^To-morrow,  mj  fatherP  said  he  langoidly  and  be- 
seechingly  to  the  Knight ;  and  shut  himself  in.  Nothing 
more  was  beard  from  bim. 


TWENTY-FOURTH   JUBILEE. 


Tbb  Fsybb.  —  Thb  Cubb. 


97.    CYCLE. 

[LBANO  for  a  long  time  remained  mute  in  a 
Iby-chamber.  His  father  left  him  to  the  heal- 
ing  influence  of  quiet  Schoppe  waited  for 
him  patientlj,  that  he  might  console  him  bj 
looking  npon  and  listening  to  him.  At  last  they  heard 
bim  in  there  praying  fervently:  "Liana,  appear  to  me 
and  give  me  peacel"  Directly  after  he  stepped  out 
strong  and  free  as  an  unchained  giant,  with  all  the  blood- 
roses  on  bis  face,  —  with  lightnings  in  his  eyes,  —  with 
basty  tread.  **  Schoppe,"  said  he,  "  come  with  me  to  the 
observatory ;  there  hangs  high  in  heaven  a  bright  star ; 
on  that  she  is  buried :  I  must  know  that,  Schoppe ! " 

The  noble  soul  lay  in  the  violent  hands  of  a  fever. 
He  was  just  going  out  with  him,  when  he  beheld  the 
Knight,  who  gazed  upon  him  intently.  "Only  do  not 
become  numb  and  palsied  again,  my  father!"  said  he, 
embraced  him  but  gently,  and  forgot  what  he  had  been 
going  to  do. 

Schoppe  went  for  Doctor  Sphex.  Albano  retumed  to 
his  Chamber,  and  walked  slowly  up  and  down  there  with 
bowed  head  and  folded  hands,  and  said  to  himself  cön- 
fiolingly,    **Only  wait,   however,   tili  it  strikes  again.** 


152  TITAN. 

Spbex  came  and  saw  and  —  said,  "  It  is  simply  an  in- 
flammatorj  fever."  But  no  force  coold  bring  bim  to  tbe 
point  of  undressing  himself  for  bed,  or  even  for  a  bleeding. 
**  What ! "  said  be,  modestly ;  "  sbe  may  sürely  appear  to 
me  ai  any  moment  and  give  me  peace.  No !  no ! "  The 
pbysician  prescribed  a  wbole  cooling  snow-beaven  ß>r  tbe 
purpose  of  snowing  tbe  crater  füll.  Tbese  coolings  and 
frost-conductors  also  tbe  wild  youtb  refused.  But  tben 
tbe  Knigbt  assailed  bim  witb  tbat  tbundering  Toiee  of 
bis,  and  witb  tbat  fury  in  bis  eye  wbicb  revealed  tbe 
ever-enduring  but  covered  wratb-fire  of  tbe  baugbty 
breast:  ^Albano,  take  it!"  Tben  tbe  patient  became 
considerate  and  compliant,  and  said :  ^  O  my  &tber,  I  do 
indeed  love  tbee ! " 

Tbrougb  tbe  wbole  nigbt,  of  wbicb  tbe  faitbful  Seboppe 
remained  watcber  and  pbysician,  tbe  crazed  body  kept  on 
playing  its  feverisb  part,  driving  tbe  youtb  up  and  down', 
and  at  every  stroke  of  tbe  clocks  constraining  bim  to 
kneel  down  and  pray :  "  Liaua,  do  appear,  and  give  me 
peace  !  "  How  often  did  Schoppe,  otherwise  so  poor  in 
expression,  bold  bim  fast  witb  a  long  embrace,  only  to 
beguile  tbe  barassed  one  into  a  short  repose.  Incompre- 
bensible  to  tbe  pbysician  tbe  next  morning  were  tbe  ener- 
gies  of  tbis  iron  and  wbite-hot  nature,  wbicb  fever,  pain, 
and  Walking  had  not  yet  bowed,  and  on  wbicb  all  pre- 
scribed  ice-fields  hissed  and  dried  up,  —  and  frightful 
appeared  to  bim  tbe  consequences,  as  Albano  continued 
to  be  bis  own  incendiary,  and,  at  every  slriking  of  tbe 
bour,  feil  on  bis  knees  and  languished  and  looked  for  tbe 
beavenly  apparition. 

His  fatber,  bowever,  Ifeft  bim,  like  a  bumanity,  to  bis 
owti  energies;  be  said  he  was  glad  to  see  such  a  rare 
case  of  unenfeebled  youthful  vigor,  and  feit  no  fear  at  all ; 


DON    GASPABD»S   FABEWELL    VISITS.       153 

and  he  gave,  too,  with  perfect  calmness,  bis  Orders  aboat 
packing  up  eveiythipg  for  the  journey  to  Italy.  He 
visited  the  court,  L  e.  everybody.  Upon  any  one  who 
kiiew  what  he  was  wont  to  demand  of  men  and  denj  to 
them,  this  general  compLusance  towards  all  the  world 
inflicted  the  paog  of  wouhded  honor,  even  if  Gaspard 
addressed  him  too.  He  first  visited  the  Prince,  who, 
althoagh  the  Knight,  when  ia  Italj,  bad  quietly  adminis- 
tered  to  him  the  poisoncd  Host  of  love,  togetber  with  her 
poison-Kdialiee,  alwäys  hung  upon  bim  familiarly.  The 
Ejiight  inspected  with  him  the  new  accessions  to  the 
works  of  art ;  the  two  sbarplj  and  freely  compared  their 
opinions  in  regard  to  them,  and  gave  each  other  com- 
missions  for  the  approaebing  absence. 

Thereupon  he  went  to  bis  travelling  companion,  the 
Princess,  towards  whom,  indeed,  bis  galling  pride  bad  not 
let\  behind  one  partide  of  flower-dnst  from  bis  former 
love,  who,  bowever,  in  tbe  smooth,  cold  mirror  of  bis  epic 
soul,  in  which  all  figures  moved  about  freely  and  in  clear 
conccption,  occupied,  by  virtue  of  her  powerful  individ- 
nality,  the  foreground,  as  a  central  figure.  As  he  placed 
freedom,  unity,  even  license  of  spirit,  far  above  sickly 
pietism,  bypocritical  Imitation  of  other  people's  talents 
and  penitent  warfare  with  one's  seif,  he  beld  tbe  Princess, 
even  with  her  cynicism  of  tongue,  as  "  in  her  way  dear 
and  deserving."  She  inquired  with  much  interest  after 
bis  son's  condition  and  prospect  of  travelling  with  them ; 
he  gave  her,  with  bis  old  calmness,  tbe  best  bopes. 

The  Princess  Julienne  was  inaccessible.  She  bad  been 
compelled  to  see  how  the  faitbful  playmate  of  her  youth 
bad  been  drawn  by  a  harsb,  hostile  arm  from  tbe  flowery 
shore  into  tbe  flood  of  death,  and  how  the  poor  girl  bad 
drifled  away  exbausted ;  this  completely  prostrated  her, 
7* 
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and  gladlj  would  she  have  plunged  headlong  aUer  Übe 
victim.  She  Lad  not  been,  the  day  before,  in  a  oondition 
to  go  with  tbe  two  veiled  ones  to  the  Castle. 

Gaspard  now  hastened  to  one  of  these,  the  Countess 
Bomeiro,  with  whom  he  found  the  other  also,  thePrincess 
Idoine.     The  latter  had  not  been  able  to  read  so  mach  in 
everj  letter  about  the  sister  of  her  face  and  soul,  without 
travelling  from  her  Arcadia  in  perscm  to  see  her  and 
prove  the  fair  relationship ;  bat  when  she  arrived  in  her 
veil  at  the  house  of  mouming,  her  kinswoman  had  alreadj^     '  ^ 
drawn  hers  over  her  djing  eye ;  and  when  it  aroae»  she 
saw  herseif  extinguished,  and  beheld,  in  the  deep  mirrai      %A 
of  time,  her  own  dying  image.     She  kept  silence  within 
herselfy  as  if  before  God,  bat  her  heart,  her  whole  lift^'     Q 
was  stirred. 

The  resemblance  was  so  striking  that  Jolienne  begged  v>^ 
her  never  to  appeac  before  the  afflicted  mother.  Idoine  ^*  . 
was,  it  is  true,  taller,  more  sharplj  cut  and  less  rosj  than 
Liana  in  her  days  of  bloom ;  bat  the  last  pale  hour, 
wherein  the  latter  appeared  beside  her,  made  the  whitened 
form  taller  and  the  face  nobler,  and  withdrew  the  flowery 
veil  of  maidenhood  from  the  sharp  outline. 

Idoine  said  little  to  the  Kuigbt,  and  only  looked  on  and 
saw  how  her  friend  Linda  overflowed  with  real  childlike 
love  in  return  for  bis  almost  paternal  affection.  Both 
maidens  he  treated  with  a  respectful,  warm,  and  tender 
morality,  wbich  must  have  appeared  wonderful  to  an  eye 
(for  example,  tbe  Prince's)  which  had  often  witnessed 
the  unmcrciful  irony  wherewith  he  so  loved  to  draw 
downward  in  a  slow  spiral  of  licentious  discourses,  rotten, 
worm-eaten  hearts,  —  half  installed  in  God's  church  and 
half  in  the  Devil's  cbapel,  —  shy,  soft,  sensitive  sinners, 
inwardly-bottomless    Fantasts,   the    Roquairols,   for    in- 


SCHÖPFE    PBESCBIBES    FOB    ALBANO.      155 

stancc,  more  and  more  deeplj  and  with  ever-increasing 
pleasure  to  the  centre  of  infamj.  The  Prince  thought, 
in  such  cases,  ^  He  thinks  exactly  as  I  do;"  bat  Gkupard 
did  with  him  just  so. 

Even  Ihe  trembling,  pale  Julienne  stole  in,  at  last,  to 
see  him.  Thej  avoidedy  so  far  as  they  could,  for  her 
sake,  the  open  grave  of  her  friend ;  bat  she  asked,  herself, 
after  the  sick  lover  of  that  friend  very  urgently.  The 
Ejiighty  who  for  most  answers  of  moment  had  proTided 
'  hiipself  with  an  original  phrase-book  of  nothings,  particu- 
larljr  with  ioe-flowers  of  speech,  such  as,  "  It  is  going  on 
as  well  SB  can  be  expected  ünder  the  circumstances,"  or, 
%Siich  things  are  to  be  looked  for,"  or,  '^It  will  all  come 
^  right)**  made  nse  on  this  occasion  of  the  last-named  flower 

of  riietoric^  and  replied,  ^  It  will  all  come  right." 
L^tf  When  he  reached  home,  nothing  had  come  right,  but 

^.  the  flood  of  the  evil  was  at  its  highest  There  laj  the 
youth  —  dressed,  in  bed,  —  unable  to  walk  any  longer,  — 
in  a  buming  heat,  —  talking  wildly,  —  and  yet  at  every 
stroke  of  the  clock  uttering  his  old  prayer  to  the  high, 
shutp-up  heavens.  Hitherto  his  firm,  vigorous  brain  had 
been  able  to  hold  fast  its  reason,  at  least  for  all  that  did 
not  touch  Liana;  but  gradually  the  whole  mass  went 
over  into  the  fermentation  of  the  fever.  In  vain  did  his 
father,  once,  when  he  knelt  and  prayed  for  the  apparition 
of  the  dead,  arm  himself  with  all  the  wrath  and  thunder 
of  his  Personality.  "  Give  me  peace  I "  Albano  continued 
to  pray,  softly,  and,  as  he  said  it,  looked  him  softly  in 
the  face. 

Schoppe,  at  this  point,  with  the  look  of  one  who  has  a 
weighty  mystery,  took  the  father  aside,  and  said  he  knew 
an  unfailing  remedy.  Gaspard  evinced  curiosity.  "  The 
Princess  Idoine,"  said  he,  <'must  not  concem  herseif  at  all 
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about  miserable  childish  trifies,  but  just  when  it  strikes 
and  he  kneels,  boldlj  present  herseif  to  hun  as  the  blessed 
spirit,  and  conclude  the  plaguy  peace.**  Contrary  to 
what  might  have  been  presumed,  the  Knight  said,  iU« 
humoredlj,  "It  is  improper."  In  yain  Schoppe  sought 
to  preach  him  over  to  the  sunny  aide,  —  he  only  went 
farther  over  to  the  wintry  side  at  the  appearance  of 
another*s  mtention ;  no  one  could  bring  him  to  a  genüe 
warmth  bat  himself.  At  last  Gaspard,  after  his  mannei, 
let  so  much  drifl-iee  of  above-mentioned  phrases  driye 
over  the  permanent  ground-ice  of  his  character,  that 
Schoppe  proudly  and  indignantly  held  his  peace.  Be- 
sides,  the  preparations  for  the  joumey  went  on  as  if  the 
father  meant  to  snatch  his  son  as  a  brand  from  the  fever- 
buming,  and  tear  him  distractedly  out  of  the  old  cirdes 
of  love.  Schoppe  made  known  to  him  his  Intention  of 
staying  at  home  ;  he  said  he  had  nothing  against  it 

New  did  Schoppe  feel  on  his  own  scratched-up  face 
the  cutting  North  of  this  character,  to  which  he  had  gen- 
erally  been  partial :  "*  Trust  no  long,  lank  Spaniard,'  was 
the  just  saying  of  Cardanus,"  *  said  he. 

Albano  was  sick,  and  therefore  not  inconsolable.  He 
drew  from  the  Lethe  of  madness  the  dark  draught  of 
oblivion  of  the  present ;  only  when  he  knelt  did  he  see 
mirrored  in  the  stream  his  lacerated  form  and  a  clondy 
heaven.  He  heard  nothing  of  this,  —  how  the  poor 
named  their  names,  that  they  might  weep  gratefully 
around  their  sleeping  benefactress,  and  how  under  their 

*  The  passage  reads  in  Gardan.  Prsecept  ad  Filios,  c.  16,  thus  : 
"  Lougobardo  rubro,  Germano  nigro,  Hetnisco  lusco,  Veneto  claudo, 
Bitpano  longo  et  procero,  mulieri  barbatae,  viro  crispo,  GrsBCO  nulli 
confidere  nolite."  [Let  no  ruddy  Lombard,  black  German,  purblmd 
EtTuriau,  limping  Venetian,  hng  and  lean  Spaniard,  bearded  woman, 
cnrly-haired  man,  nor  any  Greek  at  all,  be  tnisted.] 
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lamentations  the  once  healing  music  of  their  counte- 
nances  now  lay  deaf  and  damb.  He  heard  nothing  of 
ihe  laTing  of  her  brother,  nor  of  the  loud  (acousticallj 
arranged)  grief  of  her  father,  nor  of  the  stiff  mother 
wrapped  in  dull  anguish.  He  knew  not  beforehand  that 
the  pale  Chans  would  appear  one  evening  in  her  corona- 
tion-chamber  in  the  midst  of  lights  for  the  last  time  on 
earth,  crowned,  decked,  and  slumbering.  To  him,  indeed, 
at  every  hour  died  an  infinite  Eope,  but  each  hour  bore 
him  also  a  new  one. 

"  Poor  brother,"  said  Schoppe  the  next  daj,  in  noble 
indignation,  ^  I  swear  to  thee,  thou  shalt  get  thj  peace 
to-day."  The  pale  patient  looked  upon  him  imploringly. 
**  Yes,  by  Heaven  1  **  Schoppe  swore,  and  almost  wept 

98.  CYCLB. 

SCHOPPE  had  resolved  not  to  trouble  himself  at  all 
about  the  Knight,  —  who  divided  his  evening  be- 
tween  the  Minister  and  Wehrfritz  in  Blumenbühl,  —  but 
to  betake  himself  at  once  to  the  presence  of  the  Princess 
Idoine  with  the  great  petition.  First,  however,  he  would 
get  the  Lector  as  porter  or  hiUeteur  of  the  locked  court- 
doois,  and  as  surety  for  his  words.  But  Augusti  was 
indescribably  alarmed;  he  insisted  the  Ihing  would  not 
do,  —  a  Princess  and  a  sick  young  man,  and  an  abso- 
lately  ridiculous  ghost-scene,  &c. ;  and  his  own  father, 
indeed,  already  saw  through  it.  Schoppe  upon  this 
became  a  spouting  fire-engine,  and  left  few  curses  or 
oomparisons  unused  upon  the  man-murdering  nonsense  of 
oourtly  and  female  decorum,  —  said  it  was  as  beautifully 
shaped  as  a  Greek  fury,  —  it  bound  up  the  wound  on  a 
man's  ntdk  as  the  cook-women  did  on  a  goose's,  not  tili 
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aüer  it  had  bled  to  death,  so  that  the  feathers  might  not 
be  stained,  —  and  he  was  as  much  of  a  courtiscaiy  he 
concluded  ambiguouslj,  as  Augusti,  and  knew  what  de- 
cencj  was.  ^  May  I  not  propose  it  to  the  Fürstinn,  then, 
wbo  certainlj  esteems  him  so  highlj?"  Augosti  said, 
"  That  does  not  alter  the  case."  "  Nor  yet  to  Julienne  ?  ** 
"  Nor  yet  to  her,"  said  he.  "  Nor  yet  to  the  most  satanip 
Satan?"  "There  is  surely  a  good  angel  between,"  re- 
plied  Augusti,  '^whom  you  can  at  least  with  more  pro- 
priety  use  as  an  intercessor,  because  she  is  ander  obliga- 
tions  to  the  Knight  of  the  Fleece,  —  the  Gountess  of 
Romeiro."  "  O,  why  not,  indeed  ?  "  said  Schoppe,  strack 
with  the  idea. 

The  Lector  —  who  was  one  of  those  men  that  never 
ase  their  own  hands,  but  love  to  do  everything  by  a  third, 
sixth,  farthest  possible  one,  afler  a  System  of  handing 
analogous  to  the  fingering-system  —  urged  upon  the  re- 
flecting  Schoppe  bis  ready  willingness  to  introduce  him  to 
Linda,  and  her  ability  to  do  something  in  this  '^  epinetise 
(zffaire." 

Schoppe  went  up  and  down  in  a  State  of  unasaal  dis- 
traction  between  two  opinions,  —  shook  bis  head  oflen 
and  vehemently,  and  yet  stopped  suddenly,  —  fluttered 
and  shook  still  more  vielen tly,  —  looked  at  the  Lector 
with  a  glance  of  sharper  inquiry,  —  at  length  he  stood 
fast,  Struck  down  with  both  arms,  and  said:  "Thander 
and  lightning  seize  the  world !  Done,  then !  So  be  it  I 
I  go  rigbt  to  her.  Heavens,  why  am  I  then,  so  to  speak, 
so  ridiculous  in  your  eyes  —  I  mean  just  now  ?  "  The 
courtly  Lector  had,  however,  transformed  the  smile  of  the 
ups  into  a  smile  of  the  eyes  only.  On  Scboppe's  face 
stood  the  warmth  and  haste  of  the  self-conqueror.  As 
men  can  be  at  once  hard  of  hearing  amidst  the  common 
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din  of  life,  and  yet  open  to  the  finest  musical  tones,*  so 
were  Schoppe's  inner  ears  hardened  against  the  vulgär 
Doise  of  ordinarj  Impulse,  but  drank  in  thirstily  all  soft, 
low  melodies  of  holier  souls. 

The  Lector  —  loving  the  Count  far  more  heartily  than 
he  was  loved  by  him  —  was  for  taking  the  Librarian  by 
Storni  at  once  to  the  Castle,  because  just  now  was  the  most 
&yorable  hour,  of  court-recess,  from  half  past  four  to  half 
past  five.  Schoppe  said  he  was  on  band.  In  the  Castle 
Augusti  commanded  a  servant,  who  understood  him,  to 
Qsher  Schoppe  into  the  mirror-Jbom.  He  did  so;  brought 
lights  immediately  after;  and  Schoppe  went  slowly  up 
and  down,  with  his  annoying  retinue  of  dumb,  nimble 
orang-outangs-of-the-looking-glass,  rehearsing  his  part  and 
calculating  the  future.  Singularly  did  he  feel  himself 
seized  now  with  his.young,  fresh  sense  of  that  former 
freedom  which  he  was  just  suspending.-  He  recognized 
Liberty,  held  her  fast,  looked  upon  her,  and  said  to  her, 
**  Go  awayj  only  for  a  little  while ;  save  him,  and  then 
come  back  again  ! " 

The  multiplication  of  himself  in  the  mirrors  disgusted 
him.  "  Must  ye  tonnen t  me,  ye  I's  ?  "  said  he,  and  he 
now  represented  to  himself  how  he  was  standing  before 
the  riebest,  brightest  moment  and  finest  gold-balance  of 
his  existence,  how  a  grave  and  a  great  life  lay  in  this 
balance,  and  how  his  "  I "  must*  vanish  from  him,  liko 
the  oopied  glass  I's  round  about  him.  Suddenly  a  joy 
daMed  through  him,  not  beyond  the  worth  of  his  resolve, 
bat  greater  than  its  occasion. 

At  last,  near  doors  flew  open,  and  then  the  nearest 
Then  entered  a  tall  form,  with  head  still  half  tumed  back, 
all  enveloped  in  long,  black  silk.  Like  an  enraptured 
*  E.  g.  the  Leader  Naumann. 
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moon  on  high  tops  of  foliage,  there  stood  hefore  him,  on 
the  dark,  silken  cloud,  a  luxuriantlj  blooming,  unadomed 
head,  füll  of  life,  with  black  eyes  füll  of  lightnings,  with 
dark  roses  on  the  dazzling  face,  and  with  an  enthronin^ 
snowj  brow  under  the  brown,  overhangmg  locks.  It 
seemed  to  Schoppe,  when  she  looked  upon  him,  as  if  hifl 
life  laj  in  fiiU  sunshine ;  and  he  feit,  with  embarrassmenti 
that  he  stood  very  near  the  queen  of  souls.  **  Herr  vcm 
Augusti,"  she  began,  earnestlj,  ^has  told  me  that  jou 
wished  to  put  into  mj  hands  a  petition  for  jour  sick 
friend.  Name  it  to  me^earlj  and  freely.  I  will  give 
70U,  with  pleasure,  a  frank  and  decided  answler." 

All  recollections  of  his  part  were  sunk  to  the  bottom, 
and  dissolved  within  him ;  but  the  great  guardian-genia% 
who  flew  along  inyisible  beside  his  life,  plunged  with  fierj 
wings  into  his  heart,  and  he  answered,  with  inspiration, 
"  So,  too,  will  I  answer  you.  My  Albano  is  mortally 
sick;  he  has  been  in  a  fever  since  last  evening.  He 
loved  the  departed  Fraülein  Liana.  He  lies  bound  to 
the  condor's-wing  of  fever,  and  is  swept  to  and  fro.  He 
falls  upon  his  knees  at  every  knell  of  the  dock,  and,  lying 
close  to  the  sunny  side  of  fancy,  prays  more  and  more 
fervently,  'Appear  to  me,  and  give  me  peace!'  He 
Stands  upright  and  dressed  on  the  high  pyre  of  the 
fantastic  flame-circle,  and  pants  and  bakes  with  thirst, 
and  dries  and  shrivels  up  dreadfully,  as  I  can  plainly 
See  ..." 

"  0,  ßntssez  donc  f  "  said  the  Countess,  who  had  bent 
back  with  a  shudder,  and  slowly  shaken  her  Venus  head« 
"  Frightful !     Your  petition  ?  " 

"  Only  the  Princess  Idoine,"  said  he,  Coming  to  himself, 
^  can  fulfil  it,  and  rescue  him,  by  appearing  to  him,  and 
whispering  him  peace,  since  §he  is  said  to  be  such  a  near 
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ass-*,  cos-*,  copy,  and  mock-sun  of  the  deceased."  "  Is 
that  your  petition  ?  "  said  the  Countcss.  "  My  greatest,** 
Said  Schpppe.  '^  Has  his  father  sent  you  hither  ?  "  said 
she.  "  No,  I,"  said  he ;  "his  father,  to  be  clear  and  free 
and  explicit  with  you,  disapproves  of  it." 

*•  Are  you  not  the  painter  of  the  sneezing  self-portrait  ?" 
ßhe  asked.  He  bowed,  and  said,  "  Most  certainly."  Hav- 
ing  replied  that  in  an  hour  he  should  hear  the  decision, 
she  made  him  a  short,  respectful,  leave-taking  obeisance, 
and  the  simple,  noble  form  lefl  him  gazing  afler  her  in 
rapture;  and  he  was  provoked  tnat  the  childish  mirrors 
round  about  s&ould  dare  to  send  afler  the  rare  goddess  so 
many  shadows  of  herseif. 

At  home  he  found,  indeed,  the  crazed  young  man, 
whose  ears  alone  lived  any  longer  among  realities,  again 
on  his  knees  at  the  sixth  stroke  of  the  clock;  but  his 
hope  bloomed  now  under  a  warmer  heaven.  After  an 
hour,  the  Lector  appeared,  and  said,  with  a  significant 
smile,  the  thing  was  going  on  right  well ;  he  was  to  get 
an  opinion  from  the  physician,  and  then  the  decision 
would  be  accordingly. 

Herr  von  Augusti  gave  him,  with  courtier-like  explicit- 
ness,  the  more  definite  intelligence,  that  the  Countess  had 
flown  to  the  Princess,  whose  regard  for  her  future  travel- 
ling  companion  she  knew,  and  told  her  she  would,  in 
Idoine's  case,  do  it  without  hesitation.  The  Princess  con- 
sidered  with  herseif  a  little,  and  said  this  was  a  thing 
which  only  her  sister  could  decide.  Both  hastened  to  her, 
pictured  to  her  the  whole  case,  and  Idoine  asked,  with 
alarm,  how  she  could  help  her  resemblance  and  her  well- 
meant  joumey  hither,  that  they  should  wish  to  draw  her 
80  deeply  into  such  fantastic  entanglements.  At  this  mo- 
*  He  would  have  said  Attonance  and  co-secant. 
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ment  Julienne  came  in,  pale,  and  said  she  had  onlj  since 
morning  received  intelligence  of  this,  and  it  was  the  doty 
of  such  a  good  soul  to  grant  the  apparition.  Then  Idoine, 
considering  herseif  and  everything,  answered,  with  dig- 
nity,  it  was  not  at  all  the  unusaalness  and  improprietj  of 
the  thing  which  she  dreaded,  but  the  untrathfulness  and 
unworthiness,  as  she  would  have  to  play  false  with  the 
holj  name  of  a  departed  soul,  and  cheat  a  sick  man  with 
a  superficial  similaritj.  The  Countess  said  she  knew  of 
no  answer  to  that,  and  jet  her  feelings  were  not  against 
the  thing.  All  were  silent  and  perplexed.  The  consci- 
entious  Idoine  was  moved  in  the  tenderest  heart  that  ever 
hung  trembling  under  the  weight  of  such  a  decision  upon 
ä  life.  At  last  Linda  said,  with  her  sharp-sightedness, 
"  Properly  speaking,  however,  after  all,  there  is  no  monü 
man  to  be  deceived  in  the  case,  but  a  sleeper,  a  dreamer ; 
and  Imagination  and  delusion  are  not,  in  fact,  going  to  be 
strengtbened  in  him,  but  to  be  subdued."  Julienne  drew 
Idoine  aside,  probably  to  portray  to  her  more  nearly  the 
youtb,  whom  she  had  not  seen  any  more  than  Linda. 
Soon  after,  Idoine  came  back  with  her  decision. 

"  If  the  physician  will  give  a  certificate  that  a  human 
life  hangs  upon  this,  then  I  must  conquer  my  feeling. 
God  knows,"  she  added,  with  emotion,  "  that  I  am  quite 
as  willing  to  do  as  to  forbear,  if  I  only  know  first  what  is 
right.     It  is  my  first  untruth." 

The  Lector  hastened  from  Schoppe  to  the  Doctor,  in 
Order  to  bring  back  with  him  from  the  latter,  among 
many  tums  of  expression,  just  -the  most  convenient  cer- 
tificate. 

Schoppe  waited  long  and  anxiously.  After  seven 
o'clock  came  a  note  from  Augusti :  "  Hold  yourself  in 
readiness;  punctually  at  eight  o'clock  comes  the  privy 


THE   PEACE-ANGEL    APPEARS.  163 

person.**  Forthwith,  by  way  of  sparing  the  patient's 
feyerish  ejes,  he  put  out  the  wax-candles,  and  lighted  the 
magic  haDging-lamp  of  isinglass  in  the  Chamber. 

He  kindled  the  sick  youth  to  new  fever  with.  stories  of 
people  who  had  come  back  from  the  toüib,  and  advised 
him  to  kneel  with  long,  ardent  prayers  before  the  fast 
gate  of  death,  in  order  that  her  mild,  merciful  spirit 
might  open  it,  and  healingly  touch  him  on  the  threshold. 

Just  before  eight,  the  Princess  and  her  sister  came  in 
their  sedans.  Schoppe  was  himself  seized  with  a  shadder 
at  the  sight  of  this  risen  Liana.  With  sparkling  eye 
and  firmly  shut  mouth,  he  led  the  fair  sisters  into  the 
eouUssey  whence  they  already  heard,  out  on  the  adjoining 
stage,  the  youth  praying.  But  Idoine's  tender  limbs 
trembled  at  the  unpractised  part  in  which  her  truthful 
spirit  must  belle  itself.  She  wept  upon  it,  and  her  fair, 
holy  mouth  was  fuU  of  mute  sighs.  Her  sister  had  to 
embrace  her  often  in  order  to  encourage  her  heart, 

The  clock  Struck.  With  a  frightful  fervor  the  frantic 
one  within  prayed  for  peace.  The  tongue  of  the  hour 
was  imperative.  Idöine  sent  up  a  look  as  a  prayer  to 
God.     Schoppe  slowly  opened  the  door. 

Within,  blooming  in  the  magic  dusk,  with  arms  and 
eyes  uplifted  to  heaven,  knelt  a  beautiful  son  of  the  gods 
in  the  enchanted  circle  of  madness,  whose  only  and  con- 
tinual  cry  was,  "  O  peace !  peace ! "  Then,  with  Inspira- 
tion, as  if  sent  by  God,  the  virgin  stepped  in,  clothed  in 
white,  like  the  deceased  in  the  dream-temple  and  on  the 
hier,  with  the  long  veil  at  her  side,  but  taller  in  stature, 
less  rosy,  and  with  a  sharper,  brighter  starlight  in  the 
blue  ether  of  the  eje^  and  more  resembling  Liana  among 
the  blest,  and  sublimely,  as  if,  like  a  renovated  spring, 
she  had  come  back  again  from  the  stars,  so  she  appeared 
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before  Lim.  Hia  enchaining,  fierj  look  terrified  her.  In 
a  low  aad  faltering  tone,  she  stammered,  ^  Albano,  have 
peace  I "  "  Liana  ?  "  groaned  hia  whole  breast,  and,  sink* 
ing  down,- he  covered  his  weeping  eyes.  **  Peace !  **  cried 
she,  more  stronglj  and  courageouslj,  becaase  his  eye  no 
longer  smote  and  staggered  her ;  and  she  disappeared  as 
a  superhuman  spirit  vanishes  from  men. 

The  sisters  departed  silently,  and  füll  of  high  remem- 
brance  and  satisfaction.  Schoppe  found  him  still  kneeling, 
but  looking  awaj  enraptured,  like  a  storm-sick  mariner 
on  tropical  seas,  who,  afler  long  sleep,  opens  his  eyes  on 
a  still,  rosy-red  evening,  just  before  the  going  down  of  the 
bl^ng  sun ;  a^d  the  dashing  wake  travels  on,  like  a  bed 
of  roses  and  flames,  into  the  sun,  and  the  flashing  cloud 
flies  asunder  in  mute  fire-balls,  and  the  distant  ships  float 
high  in  the  evening-red,  and  swim  far  away  over  the 
waves.     So  was  it  with  the  youth. 

"  I  have  my  peace  now,  good  Schoppe,"  he  said,  softly, 
**  and  now  I  will  sleep  in  quiet."  Transfigured,  but  pale, 
he  rose,  laid  himself  on  the  bed,  and  in  a  few  minutes  a 
heart  wearied  with  so  long  a  wading  in  the  bot  fever^ 
sands  sank  down  on  the  fresh,  green  oasis  of  slumber. 


TWENTY-FIFTH    JUBILEE. 
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3IT  was  late  when  the  Kmght  of  the  Fleece 
arrived.  Schoppe  showed  Lim  joyftilly  the 
sleeping  countenance,  whose  rose-buds  seemed 
to  burst  as  in  a  moist,  warm  night  The 
Kinight  manifested  great  exhilaration  at  this,  and  still 
more  did  Doctor  Sphex,  who  looked  in  quite  late.  The 
latter  found  the  pulse  not  only  füll,  but  even  slow,  and 
on  the  way  to  a  still  greater  repose.  He  appealed,  at 
the  same  tune,  to  Chaudeson,  and  several  other  profes- 
sional examples,  that  great  mental  sufierings  had  oflen 
been  relieved  and  removed  very  successfully  by  the  in- 
ternal opium  of  lethargy. 

At  last  Schoppe  acquainted  the  father  with  Idoine's 
whole  method  of  eure.  Gaspard  haughtily  replied,  "  You 
still,  however,  knew  my  opinion,  Mr.  Librarian  ?  *'  "  Cer- 
tainly,  but  my  own  too,"  said,  with  bittemess,  the  disturbed 
Schoppe.  The  Knight,  however,  entered  no  further  into 
anything,  —  quite  after  his  manner  of  never  giving  the 
least  light  upon  his  real  seif,  however  much  it  might  gain 
thereby,  —  but  gave  the  friend  a  very  cold  signal  of 
retreat. 

The  next  morning,  Schoppe  found  his  beloved  still  in 
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the  eouYs  cradle  of  sleep.  How  he  budded  and  bloomed  I 
How  slowly,  yet  strongly,  like  a  freeman's,  moved  the 
breath  in  his  unchained  breast !  Meanwhile,  Gaspard's 
packed  carriage,  which  was  to  trundle  the  youth  away  to 
Italy,  stopped  akeady,  at  this  early  hour,  before  the  door, 
with  its  snorting,  pawmg  horses,  and  the  Elnight  expected 
every  minute  the  waking  up  and  the  — jumping  in. 

The  ßhysician  came  also,  praised  crisis  and  pulse, 
added  that  the  cream-o*-tartar  (which  he  had  prescribed 
among  the  rest)  was  the  cream  of  hfe,  and  said,  right  to 
the  father's  face,  when  the  Litter  was  about  to  wake  the 
youth  for  starting,  he  had  never  yet,  in  all  his  praxiSy 
known  any  one  who  had  so  little  acquaintance  with  erit- 
ical  points  as  he;  any  waker  would  be  in  this  case  a 
murderer,  and,  as  physician,  he  most  expressly  forbade  it. 

From  hour  to  hour  Schoppe  grew  more  and  more  out* 
of  humor  with  the  father ;  he  thanked  Grod  now  —  when 
he  considered  how  the  Elnight's  treatment  had  beat  upon 
and  washed  o ver  this  fruit-bearing  island  —  that  Albano 
had  not  only  the  heat,  but  also  the  hardness  of  a  rock. 

Dr.  Sphex,  equally  fond  of  his  art  and  his  reputation, 
watched  like  a  threatening  Esculapius-serpent  over  the 
pillow,  and  grew  more  hilarious.  Schoppe  lingered  there, 
nerved  against  any  degree  of  severity.  The  Knight 
took  leave  of  every  one  in  his  son's  name,  and  sent  all 
soft  hearts  home;  for  the  foster-mother,  Albina  and  others, 
were  not  sufFered  so  much  as  to  see  the  sleeper, — because 
tears  were  to  him  a  cold,  disagreeable  Scotch  mist  The 
Princess  and  her  retinue  were  already  Streaming  along 
with  the  gay  pennons  of  hope  on  their  way  to  the  shining 
Italy. 

The  evening  was  now  irrevocably  set  for  departure, 
especially  as,  in  the  night,  the  sleeping  Liana  was  tp  be 
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carried  into  the  bed-chamber,  which  men  never  again 


Alreadj  was  the  blooming  Endymion  overspread  with 
imiles  and  radiance  of  joy,  as  a  precursive  moming-star 
<^  bis  wakiBg  daj.  His  soul  roamed,  smiling,  through 
the  sj^arkling-cave  of  subterranean  treasures,  which  the 
genius  of  dream  unlocks ;  while  the  common  waking  eye 
stood  blind  before  the  spiiit's  Eldorado,  so  near  .and  yet 
walled  round  by  sleep.  At  last  an  unknown  oyer-measure 
of  Wss  opened  Albano's  eye,  —  the  youth  immediately 
rose  with  vigor,  —  threw  himself  with  the  rapture  of  a 
first  recognition  on  his  father's  breast,  and  seemed,  in  the 
first  dreamy  intoxication,  not  to  remember  the  spent  storm 
behind  him,  bat  only  the  blissful  dream, — and  in  ecstasy 
related  it  thus  :  — 

**  I  sailed  in  a  white  skiff  on  a  dark  stream  which  shot 
along  between  smooth,  high  marble  walls.  Ghained  to 
my  solitary  waye,  I  flew  anxiously  through  the  winding, 
rocky  narrows,  into  which,  at  times,  a  thunderbolt  darted. 
Suddenly  the  stream  whirled  round  and  descended,  grow- 
ing  broader  and  wilder,  over  a  winding  stairway.  There 
lay  a  broad,  flat,  gray  land  around  me,  tinged  by  the 
8i<^e  of  the  sun  with  a  loathsome,  lurid,  earthy  light. 
Far  from  me  stood  a  coiled-up  Lethe-flood,  which  crawled 
round  and  round  itself.  On  an  immense  stubble-field  in- 
nomerable  Walkyres,*  on  spider's-threads,  shot  by  to  and 
fix)  with  arrowy  swiftness,  and  sang,  'The  fight  of  life 
'tis  we  that  weave';  then  they  let  one  flying  summer 
after  another  soar  inyisibly  to  heaven. 

"  Overhead  swept  great  worlds ;  on  every  one  dwelt  a 
human  being ;  he  stretched  out  his  arms  imploringly  afler 

*  Walkyres  are  charming  maidens,  who  plan  batües  beforehand,  and 
nuudL  ofot  the  heroes  wbo  are  to  fUL 
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another,  who  also  stood  on  his  world  and  looked  acroee ; 
but  the  globes  ran  with  the  hermits.  round  the  sun-sickle, 
and  the  prayers  were  in  vain.  I,  too,  feit  a  yeaming. 
Infinitely  far  before  me  reposed  an  outstretched  mountain- 
ridge,  whoee  entire  back,  looming  out  of  th«  douds,  glit- 
tered  with  gold  and  fbwers.  Pamfully  dragged  the  skiff 
throiigh  the  flat,  lazj  waste  of  Um  shallöw  Btream.  Then 
came  a  sandy  tract,  and  the  stream  squeezed  through  a 
narrow  Channel  with  my  jammed-up  skiff.  And  near  me 
a  plough  tumed  up  something  long ;  but  when  it  came 
up  it  was  coTered  with  a  pall  —  and  the  dark  doth  melted 
away  again  into  a  black  sea. 

^The  mountain-ridge  stood  mnch  nearer,  but  longer 
and  higher  before  me,  and  cut  through  the  lofty  stars 
with  its  purple  flowers,  over  which  a  green  wild-fire  flew 
to  and  firo.  The  worlds,  with  the  solitary  beings,  swept 
away  over  the  mountains,  and  came  not  back ;  and  the 
heart  yeamed  to  inount  up  and  soar  away  afler  them.  'I 
must,  I  will/  cried  I,  rowing.  After  me  came  stalking 
an  angry  giant,  who  mowed  away  the  waves  with  a  sharp 
moon-sickle;  over  me  ran  a  little  Condensed  tempest  made 
out  of  the  compressed  atmosphere  of  the  earth;  it  was 
called  the  poison-ball  of  heaven,  and  sent  down  incessant 
pealings. 

"  On  the  high  mountain-ridge  a  friendly  flower  called 
me  up ;  the  mountain  waded  to  meet  and  dam  up  the  sea, 
but  it  almost  reached  now  to  the  worlds  that  were  flying 
over,  and  its  great  fire-flowers  seemed  only  like  red  buds 
scattered  through  the  deep  ether.  The  water  boiled, 
—  the  giant  and  the  poison-ball  grew  grimmer,  —  two 
long  clouds  stood  pointing  down  like  raised  drawbridges, 
and  the  rain  rushed  down  over  them  in  leaping  waves ; 
the  water  and  my  little  bark  rose,  but  not  enough. 
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*No  waterfaiy  said  the  giant,  laughing,  *runs  upward 
here!' 

**  Then  I  thought  of  mj  death,  and  named  softlj  a 
holj  name.  Suddenlj  there  came  swimming  along  high 
in  heaven  a  white  world  under  a  veil,  a  single  glistening 
•fear  feil  from  heaven  into  the  sea,  and  it  rose  with  a  roar, 
—  all  waves  fluttered  with  fins,  broad  wings  grew  on  my 
little  skiffy  the  white  world  went  over  me,  and  the  long 
str^am  snatched  itself  up  thundering,  with  the  skiff  on  its 
head,  out  of  its  dry  bed,  and  stood  on  its  fountain  and  in 
heaven,  and  the  flowery  mountain-ridge  beside  it,  and 
lightly  glided  mj  winged  skiff  through  green  rosy  splen- 
dor  and  through  soft,  musical  murmuring  of  a  long 
flower-fragrance,  into  an  immense  radiant  moming-land. 

"What  a  broad,  bright,  enchanted  Eden!  A  clear, 
glad  morning  sun,  with  no  tears  of  night,  expanded  with 
an  encirding  rose-wreath,  looked  toward  me  and  rose  no 
higher.  Up  and  down  sparkled  the  meadows,  bright  with 
morning  dew.  *Love*s  tears  of  joy  lie  down  below 
there,'  sang  the  hermits  overhead  on  the  long,  sweeping 
worlds,  *  and  we,  too,  will  shed  them ! '  I  flew  to  the 
shore,  where  honey  bloomed,  while  on  the  other  bloomed 
wine ;  and  as  I  went,  my  f/ff^j  decorated  little  skifif,  with 
broad  flowers  puffed  out  for  sails,  foUowed,  dancing  after 
me  over  the  waves.  I  went  into  high  blooming  woods, 
where  noon  and  night  dwelt  side  by  side,  and  into  green 
vales  fiill  of  flower-twilights,  and  up  sunny  heights,  where 
blue  days  dwelt,  and  flew  down  again  into  the  blooming 
skiff,  and  it  floated  on,  deep  in  wave-lightnings,  over 
pisdous  stones,  into  the  spring,  to  the  rosy  sun.  All 
moved  eastwai'd,  the  breezes  and  the  waves,  and  the 
butterflies  and  the  flowers,  which  had  wings,  and  the 
worlds  overhead ;   and   their   giants   sang   down,    *  We 
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fondly  look  downward,  —  we  fondly  glide  down  ward,  to 
the  land  of  love,  to  the  golden  land.' 

"  Then  I  saw  my  face  in  the  waves,  and  it  was  a  vir- 
gin's,  füll  of  high  rapture  and  love.  And  the  brook 
flowed  with  me,  now  through  wheat-fields ;  now  througfa 
a  little,  fragrant  night,  through  which  the  sun  was  seen 
behind  sparkling  glow-worms ;  now  through  a  twilight, 
wherein  warbled  a  golden  nightingale.  Now  the  sun 
arched  the  tears  of  joy  into  a  rainbow,  and  I  sailed 
through,  and  behind  me  they  sank  down  agaiq,  buming 
like  dew.  I  drew  nearer  to  the  sun,  and  he  wore  already 
the  harvest-wreath.  *  It  is  already  noon,*  sang  the  her- 
mits  over  my  head. 

"  Slowly,  as  bees  over  honey-pastures,  swam  the  throng- 
ing clouds  in  the  dark  blue,  over  the  divine  region.  From 
the  mountain-ridge  a  milky-way  arched  over,  which  sank 
into  the  sun.  Bright  lands  unrolled  themselves.  Harps 
of  light,  strung  with  rays,  rang  in  the  fire ;  a  tri-clang  of 
three  thunders  agitated  the  land.  A  ringing  storm-rain 
of  dew  and  radiance  filled  with  glitter  the  wide  Eden  ;  it 
dissolved  in  drops,  like  a  weeping  ecstasy.  Pastoral  songs 
floated  through  the  pure  blue  air,  and  a  few  lingering, 
rosy  clouds  danced  out  of  «fte  tempest  afker  the  tones. 
Then  the  near  morning-sun  looked  faintly  out  of  a  pale 
lily-garland,  and  the  hermits  sang  up  there,  *  O  bliss,  O 
bliss  !  the  evening  blooms  1 '  There  was  stillness  and  twi- 
light The  worlds  held  themselves  in  silence  round  the 
sun,  and  encircled  him  with  their  fair  giants,  resembling 
the  human  form,  but  higher  and  holier.  As  on  the  earth 
the  noble  form  of  man  creeps  downward  by  the  dark 
mirror-chain  of  animal  life,  so  did  it,  overhead  there, 
mount  up  along  a  line  of  pure,  bright,  free  godjs,  sent  from 
God.     The  worlds  touched  the  sun,  and  dissolved  upon 
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it  •,  the  sun,  too,  feil  to  pieces,  in  order  to  flow  down  into 
the  land  of  love,  and  became  a  sea  of  radiance.  Then 
the  fair  gods  and  the  fair  goddesses  stretched  out  their 
arms  towards  each  other,  and  touched  each  other,  trem- 
bling  for  love ;  but,  like  vibrating  strings,  they  disap- 
peared  from  sight.in  their  blissful  trembling,  and  their 
being  became  only  an  invisible  melody;  and  the  tones 
sang  to  each  other,  *  I  am  with  thee,  and  am  with  God ' ; 
aod  pthers  sang,  *  The  sun  was  God.' 

"Then  the  golden  fields  glistened  with  innumerable 
tears  of  jojj  which  had  fallen  durin g  the  invisible  em- 
brace ;  eternitj  grew  still,  and  the  breezes  slept,  and  only 
the  lingering,  rosy  light  of  the  dissolved  sun  softly  stirred 
the  flowers. 

"I  was  alone,  looked  round,  and  my  lonely  heart 
longed  dyingly  for  a  death.  Then  the  white  worid  with 
the  veil  passed  slowly  up  the  milky-way;  like  a  soft 
moon,  it  still  glinmiered  a  little  ;  then  it  sank  down  from 
heaven  upon  the  holy  land,  and  melted  away  upon  the 
ground ;  only  the  high  veil  remained.  Then  the  veil 
withdrew  itself  into  the  ether,  and  an  exalted,  godlike 
virgin,  great  as  the  other  goddesses,  stood  upon  the  earth 
and  in  heaven.  All  rosy  radiance  of  the  swimming  sun 
oollected  in  her,  and  she  bumed  in  a  rohe  of  evening-red. 
All  invisible  voices  addressed  her^  and  asked,  *Who  is 
the  Father  of  men,  and  their  Mother,  and  their  Brother, 
and  their  Sister,  and  their  Lover,  and  their  Beloved,  and 
their  Friend?'  The  virgin  lifted  steadfastly  her  blue 
eye,  and  said,  *  It  is  God  ! '  And  thereupon  she  looked 
at  me  tenderly  out  of  the  high  splendors,  and  said,  *  Thou 
knowest  me  not,  Albano,  for  thou  art  yet  living.'  '  Un- 
known  virgin,'  said  I,  *  I  gaze  with  the  pangs  of  a  meas- 
ureless  love  upon  thy  exalted  countenance.   I  have  surely 
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known  thee  ;  name  thy  name/  *  If  I  name  it,  thou  wilt 
awake,'  said  she.  *Naine  itl*  I  cried.  She  answered, 
and  I  awoke." 

100.    CYCLE. 

"  ^  I  ^HOU  canst  surely  keep  awake  and  travel  one 
X  night?*'  With  this  question,  bis  father  hastilj 
conducted  him  to  tbe  carriage  that  stood  ready  for  the 
joumey,  in  order  to  steal  him  away  while  yet  in  the 
midst  of  the  glowing  dream,  with  his  reeollections''lulled 
to  slumber,  and  in  order  especially  to  get  the  start  of  the 
pale  bride,  who  this  very  night,  by  the  same  road,  was  to 
go  home  to  the  last  heritage  of  humanity.  **  In  the  car- 
riage thou  shalt  hear  all,**  replied  Gäspard  to  his  son's 
mild  question  respecting  their  destination.  Still  entranced 
with  the  light  of  the  shining  land  of  dreams,  Albano 
willingly  and  blindly  obeyed.  He  still  saw  Liana  in  loflty, 
divine  form,  standing  on  the  evening-red  ground  of  the 
sun,  which  was  bespangled  with  the  dew-drops  of  joy,  and 
his  eye,  füll  of  splendor,  reached  not  down  into  the  earth- 
cellar,  and  to  the  narrow  cast-off  chrysalis-shell  of  the 
liberated  and  soaring  Psyche. 

Schoppe  accompanied  him  to  the  torch-lighted  carriage, 
but  in  perfect  silence,  in  order  not  to  awaken  his  heart  by 
intimating  the  destination  of  the  journey.  He  pressed 
with  warmth  the  band  of  the  beautiful  and  beloved  youth, 
which  returned  the  pressure,  and  said  nothing  but  "  We 
shall  see  each  other  again,  brother!"  Thereupon,  honored 
by  no  parting  look  from  the  imperious  father,  he  stepped 
back  with  emotion  from  his  friend,  who  continued  to  wave 
his  warm  farewells ;  and  the  carriage  rolled  off,  and,  leav- 
ing  a  long  gleam  of  torch-light  behind  it,  flew  out  into 
the  high,  ptarry  night 
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Freshlj  and  meaninglj  did  the  glimmeriDg  creation 
broaden  out  befbre  the  convalescent.  Satum  was  just 
rising,  and  the  god  of  time  set  himself,  as  a  soft,  äashing 
jewel,  in  the  glittering  magic  belt  of  heaven.  With 
sealed  eyes  was  the  unconscious  youth  conducted  down 
from  the  pastoral  cottage  of  his  early  years,  and  out  of 
the  8hepherd*s  vaJe  of  his  first  love,  away  where  the 
great,  eternal  constellations  of  art  beckoned,  into  the 
divine  land,  where  the  dark  ether  of  heaven  is  golden, 
and  the  lofty  ruins  of  the  earth  are  clothed  with  grace, 
and  the  nights  are  days.  No  eye  looked  over  to  the 
heights  of  Blumenbühl,  from  which,  at  this  very  moment, 
a  black  train  of  coaches  was  passing  slowly  down,  with 
apright*buming  funeral  torehes,  like  a  moving  shadow- 
realm,  to  convey  the  still,  good  heart,  wherein  Albano 
and  Gk)d  lived,  with  its  dead  w^ounds,  to  the  soft  place  of 
rest.  Fläming  rolled  the  torch-carriage  up  the  mountain- 
road  towards  Italy. 

Tearless  and  far-gazing,  Albano's  eye  rested  on  the 
glimmering,  ceaselessly  moving  fountain-wheel  of  time» 
etemally  drawing  up  constellations  in  the  east,  and  pour- 
ing  them  out  in  the  west ;  and  his  childlike  band  gently 
dasped  his  father's. 


TWENTY-SIXTH   JUBILEE.* 
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0  long  as  the  night  lasted,  the  images  of  Al- 
bano's  dream  went  on  gleaming  with  the  con- 
stellations,  and  not  until  the  bright  moming 
rose  were  thej  all  extinguished.  Graspard 
told  him,  smilingly,  he  was  on  his  way  to  Italj.  He 
received  the  intelligence  of  his  going  abroad  with  an 
unexpected  composure.  He  merely  asked  where  his 
Schoppe  was.  When  told  that  he  had  not  been  disposed 
to  join  them,  then  did  he  seem  to  see  all  at  once  in 
fancjr's  eye  the  Linden-city  come  following  after  him  over 
the  mountains  and  Valleys,  and  his  last  friend  Standing  in 


*  Here  begins  Jean  Paul's  fourth  volume  of  Titan,  to  which  he  pre- 
fixed  the  following  note  (which  needs  for  explanation  only  the  State- 
ment that  the  Author — agreeably  to  an  intimation  in  the  Introduc- 
toiy  Programme  —  accompanied  each  of  the  first  two  volumes  with  a 
so-called  Comic  Appendix^  füll  of  all  sorts  of  quizzes  having  no  con- 
nection  with  the  Romance) :  —  "This  volume  concludes  the  whole 
Titan,  exclusive  of  any  further  comic  appendices,  for  which,  howev- 
er,  the  Author  hopes  and  fears  to  find  still  time  and  material  euough. 
Wide-awake  heads  may  perhaps  take  the  usual  leamed  criticisms  on 
the  work  for  the  regulär  comic  appendices  thereto.  And,  indeed,  the 
gay,  loose  dust  on  the  poetic  butterfly-wings  tum  out  often  —  when 
more  closely  examined  —  to  be  real  plumage.  Meiningen,  December, 
1802.    J.  F.  F.  Richter." 
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the  middle  of  the  market-place  all  alone,  engaged  in  mock- 
play  with  himself,  hy  way  of  quieting  his  true,  strong 
heart,  which  would  fain  worry  down  its  grief  and  hold 
last  its  love.  With  this  friend,  whom  he  would  not  let 
go  out  of  his  soul,  Albano  drew  after  him,  as  bj  a  Jupi- 
ter's-chain,  the  whole  stage  and  world  of  his  past,  and 
every  sad  scene  came  close  up  to  him.  Cities  and  lands 
roUed  along  before  him  unseen.  The  waves  which  sor- 
row  lashes  up  around  us,  stand  high  between  us  and  the 
World,  and  make  our  ship  solitary  in  the  midst  of  a  haven 
füll  of  vessels.  He  tumed  away  with  a  shudder  from 
every  beautiful  virgin ;  she  reminded  him,  like  a  dirge, 
of  her  who  was  pale  in  death  ;  forever  did  Liana's  white 
face,  uncovered,  —  like  a  corpse  in  Italy,*  —  seem  to  be 
travelling  along  on  the  endless  way  to  the  grave,  and 
only  indistinguishable  forms  with  masks  foUowed  after 
her  alive.  So  is  it  with  man  and  his  grief;  by  a  process 
the  reverse  of  ship-drawing,  in  which  the  living  drag  the 
dead  along  with  them,  here  the  dead  takes  the  living  with 
him,  and  draws  them  after  him  far  into  his  cold  realm. 

Time  gradually  unfolded  his  grief,  instead  of  weaken- 
ing  it.  His  life  had  become  a  night,  in  which  the  moon 
IS  under  the  earth,  and  he  could  not  believe  that  Luna 
would  gradually  retum  with  an.  increasing  bow  of  light. 
Not  joys,  but  only  actions,  —  those  remote  stars  of  night, 
—  were  now  his  aim.  He  held  it  unjust  to  keep  back  in 
the  presence  of  his  father  the  tears  which  often  forced 
themselves  from  him  in  the  midst  of  conversation,  merely 
because  his  father  took  no  interest  in  them ;  still  he 
showed  him,  nevertheless,  by  the  energy  of  his  discourses 
and   resolves,  the   vigorous  youth.     Only  the  reproach 

*  The  corpse  is  bome  uncovered  to  burial ;  its  attendants  ibllow 
muffled  np. 
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which  he  had  cast  upon  himself  for  his  guilt  in  Liana's 
death  had  sulTered  itself  to  be  swallowed  up  in  the  peace 
which  Idoine  had  given  him,  although  he  now  held  her 
apparition  to  have  been  only  a  feverish  waking  dream 
about  Liana. 

His  father  kept  a  profound  silence  about  Idoine's  ap- 
pearance  on  the  stage  of  action,  as  well  as  all  disagreea- 
ble  recollections.  He  spoke  mueh,  however,  of  Italy  and 
of  the  spoils  of  art  which  Albano  would  acquire  there, 
especially  through  the  Company  of  the  Princess,  Ihe 
Counsellor  of  Arts,  and  the  Grerman  gentleman,  who  had 
gone  on  before  them,  and  whom  one  might  soon  overtake. 
The  son  turned  to  him  at  last  with  the  bold  inquiry 
whether  he  really  had  a  sister  still,  and  related  the  ad- 
Tenture  with  the  Baldhead.  "  It  might  well  be/'  said 
Gaspard,  with  a  disagreeable  jocosity,  ^  that  thon  hadst 
still  more  sisters  and  brothers  than  I  knew  of.  But  what 
I  know  is,  that  thy  twin-sister  Severina  died  this  year  in 
her  cloister.  For  what,  then,  dost  thou  take  the  night- 
adventure  ?  **  "I  should  almost  think  it  a  dream,"  he 
replied.  Here,  accidentally,  his  band  found  its  way  to 
his  pocket,  and  to  his  astonishment  Struck  upon  the  half- 
ring which  his  sister  had  presented  him.  The  strange- 
ness  of  the  whole  thing  sank  deep  among  his  sensations, 
and  that  night  of  horror  passed  swiftly  and  coldly  through 
his  noon.  He  and  his  father  examined  the  ends  of  the 
divided  ring,  on  each  of  which  a  broken-off  signature 
ended  abruptly.  "  There  is  nothing  miraculous,  how- 
ever," said  the  Knight  "  How  do  we  know,  then,  that 
there  is  anything  natural  ? "  said  Albano.  "  Mystery," 
replied  Gaspard,  "#or  the  spirit-world,  dwells  only  in  the 
spirit."  "  We  must,"  the  son  continued,  "  even  in  the 
case  of  the  commonest  optical  tricks,  derive  our  pleasuro 
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from  something  eise  than  the  resolving  of  the  deception 
of  fancy  into  a  deception  of  the  senses,  because  other- 
wise  the  magic  would  necessarilj  please  us  more  after 
the  Solution  than  before.  These  are  the  points  and 
poles  of  human  nature,  upon  which  the  etemal  polar 
clouds  hang.  Our  maps  of  the  kingdom  of  truth  and 
spirits  are  the  map-stones,  which  stand  for  ruins  and 
TÜlages ;  these  are  UeBy  but  still  they  are  Ukenesses.  The 
spirit,  forever  an  exile  among  bodies,  desires  spirits." 
"That  is  just  about  what  I  meant,  too,"  said  Gaspard. 

Albano,  however,  insisted  more  distinctly  upon  his  de- 
cision  respecting  the  Baldhead  and  the  sister.  "Anything 
eise,"  said  the  Knight,  quite  petulantly ;  "  it  is  to  me  a 
very  disagreeable  conversation.  Take  the  world  in  <Äy 
way  and  be  quiet  I  *'  "  Dear  father,"  asked  Albano,  with 
surprise,  "  do  you  mean  at  some  future  time  to  definitely 
enlighten  me  on  the  subject?"  "So  soon  as  I  can/* 
Said  the  Knight,  abruptly,  with  such  sharp  and  stinging 
glances  at  the  son,  that  the  latter,  flinching  from  them,  as 
from  arrows,  hastily  bent  away  his  head  out  of  the  car- 
riage ;  when  he  for  the  first  time  observed  that  his  father 
did  not  mean  him  at  all ;  for  he  still  condnued  to  look  as 
sharply  in  the  same  direction  as  if  he  were  close  upon 
the  point  of  falling  into  his  old  torpor. 

Gaspard*s  expression  about  the  indwelling  of  the  Spirit- 
ual World  within  the  spirit,  and  his  look,  and  the  thought 
of  his  palsy  lent  a  romantic  awfulness  to  the  hour  and 
the  silence  in  Albano's  eyes.  Down  below  on  the  bank 
of  the  stream  stood  a  concourse  of  people,  and  one  came 
running  like  a  fugitive  or  a  spokesman  out  of  the  crowd. 
A  boy  at  some  distance  threw  himself  down  on  a  hill,  and 
iaid  his  ear  to  the  earth,  in  order  to  hear  somewhat  accu- 
rately  the  roUing  of  their  carriage-wheels.    In  the  village 

8*  L 
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where  they  made  tbeir  noonday  halt  there  was  an  inces- 
sant  toUing.  Their  host  was  at  the  same  time  a  milkr ; 
the  din  of  waves  and  wheels  filled  the  whole  house  ;  and 
canary-birds  sent  their  additional  jargoning  through  the 
Jargon. 

There  are  moments  when  the  two  worlds,  the  earthly 
and  the  spiritual,  sweep  by  near  to  each  other,  and  when 
earthly  day  and  heavenly  night  touch  each  other  in  twi- 
lights.  As  the  shadows  of  the  shining  clouds  of  heaven 
run  along  over  the  blossoms  and  harvests  of  earth,  so 
does  heaven  universally  cast  upon  the  common  surface 
of  reality  its  light  shadows  and  reflections.  So  did  Al- 
bano  find  it  now.  The  ring  and  the  mystic  word  of  his 
cold  father  had  dazzled  him  like  lightning.  Below  at  the 
house-door  he  found  a  maiden,  who  carried  along  before 
her  a  box  of  citrons.  Suddenly  and  unpleasantly  the 
toUing  stopped ;  he  looked  up  to  the  belfry,  and  a  white 
hawk  sat  upon  the  vane.  Soon  came  the  bell-ringer  him- 
self,  to  get  something  to  drink,  and  began  upon  the  cham- 
berlain  with  strong  and  yet  not  ill-meant  curses,  for  hav- 
ing  kept  him  tolling  there  these  three  weeks,  and  said  he 
only  wished  that  such  a  one  as  that  distinguished  person- 
age  himself  had  been  the  previous  year  had  only  been 
obliged  to  toll  regularly  three  days  after  the  decease  of 
the  blessed  daughter.  He  urged  the  milier  to  "buy  some 
of  the  citrons,  because  they  were  good,  juicy,  and  had  a 
thin  rind ;  and  he  and  the  'parson's  boy'*  must  recog- 
nize  them  as  Coming  from  the  burial  of  the  gracious 
Fräulein ;  and  in  fourteen  days,  at  all  events,  he  would 
need  some   for  the  assembled  clergy,  as  bride-father ! " 

"  What  are  the  customs  here  ?  "  asked  Albano. 

"  Why,  you  see,  when  any  one  dies,"  said  the  sexton, 

»  Such,  for  instance  in  Hungary,  is  the  dosignation  of  a  deacon. 
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very  respectful  and  friendlj,  "  then  the  parson  and  my 
littleness  get  a  citroii,  and  so  does  the  corpse  too ;  but  if 
anj  one  is  married,  then  the  clergj  get  the  same,  and  so 
also  the  bride.  This  is  the  fashion  with  us,  my  most 
gracious  master." 

Albano  went  out  into  the  garden  back  of  the  house, 
into  which  the  exposed  mill-wheels  threw  their  silver 
sparks,  and  which  was  as  if  'swallowed  up  in  the  splendor 
and  uproar  of  the  open  water.  While  he  looked  into  the 
glimmering,  flying  whirlpools,  the  citrons  which  the  corpse 
as  well  as  the  bride  got  hovered  before  his  excited  mind. 
Emotion  is  füll  of  similes.  Time  was,  thought  he,  when 
Liana  should  haye  journeyed  to  the  citron-land,  and  into 
the  low  woods  where  the  snow  of  blossoms  and  the  gold 
of  fruits  play  together  between  green  and  blue,  and  there 
she  was  to  have  gained  health  and  refreshment ;  now  she 
holds  the  citron  in  her  cold,  dead  band,  and  she  is  not 
quickened. 

He  looked  round,  and  seemed  to  stand  in  a  stränge 
World.  In  the  blue  of  heaven  an  invisible  storm  without 
clouds  swept  along  like  a  spirit ;  long  rows  of  hüls  shifted 
and  sparkled  with  red  fruits  and  red  leaves ;  out  of  the 
gay  trees  glowing  apples  were  flung ;  and  the  storm  flew 
from  summit  to  summit,  and  down  upon  the  earth,  and 
roared  along  down  the  whole  course  of  the  disturbed 
stream.  One  could  fancy  spirits  played  around  the  earth, 
or  would  appear  upon  it,  so  singularly  seemed  the  bright 
welkin  stirred  and  illuminated.  By  this  time,  Albano 
had  come  unconsciously  into  a  dark,  wooded  wilderness ; 
therein  leaped,  unseen,  unheard,  a  pure,  light  fountain  out 
of  the  earth  upon  the  earth  ;  the  storm  without  was  still, 
only  the  fountain  was  heard.  "The  holy  one  is  near 
me,"  Said  his  heart.    "  Is  not  the  fountain  her  Image  ?    Is 
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it  not  the  very  Image  of  her  eternal  tears  ?  Does  she 
not  press  upward  out  of  the  earth,  where  she  dwells  ?  " 
All  at  once  he  saw  in  his  hand,  as  if  another's  hand  had 
laid  it  therein,  the  sketch  of  Linda's  head  which  Liana, 
with  djing  hands,  had  made  and  presented ;  but  his  fancj 
powerfullj  impressed  upon  the  picture  the  resemblance 
to  the  artist,  so  clearlj  did  he  see  Liana's  soft  face  npon 
the  paper. 

He  went  forth  again  into  the  shining  world.  "  Hox^ 
poor  I  am ! "  he  cried.  "  I  see  her  upon  the  golden  cloud 
which  sails  from  the  evening  sun  toward  moming ;  I  see 
her  in  the  cool  fountain  of  the  vale,  and  on  the  moon,  and 
on  the  flower.  I  see  her  everywhere  ;  and  she  rests  only 
on  one  spot  O,  how  poor ! "  And  he  looked  up  to 
heaven,  and  a  single  long  cloud  was  floating  therein, 
swiftly  and  far  away. 

102.    CYCLE. 

THUS  did  the  days,  with  their  cities  and  landscapes, 
fly  by,  and  the  world  mirrored  itself  in  Albano's 
life  as  in  a  poem.  One  faculty  afler  another,  the  whole 
bowed  harvest  of  his  inner  being,  gradually  rose  up  again 
green  and  dripping ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  the  thom  of 
grief  also  grew  strong.  While  his  eye  and  spirit  were 
filling  themselves  with  the  world  and  all  spoils  of  knowl- 
edge,  the  evil  spectre  of  pain  still  kept  his  abode  in  the 
ruins,  and  came  forth  when  the  heart  was  alone,  and 
seized  it 

He  touched  Vienna,  where  he  must  needs  be  pleased 
to  be  introduced  to  several  distinguished  friends  of  Gas- 
pard,  who  here,  for  the  first  time,  disclosed  to  him  that  he 
belonged  not  to  the   CavaUeros  del  Turone,  but  was  an 
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Anstrian  Knight  of  the  Fleece.  "It  ia  so  singularly 
familiär  to  me  here,"  said  Albano ;  "  whence  can  this 
arise  ?"  "  From  some  resemblance  to  anothcr  city,"  said 
Gaspard;  "whoever  travels  rauch  comes  out  of  like  cities 
into  like."  Every  day  his  father  grew  more  dear  and 
intelligible  to  him,  and  yet  no  more  confidential  or  inti- 
mate.  After  a  warm  day  and  familiär  conversation  with 
Graspard,  one  stood,  at  the  next  succeeding  interview, 
again  in  the  very  antechamber  of  his  acquaintance ;  as 
in  the  case  of  hard-natured  maidens,  after  eyery  May- 
month's  day  the  melted  May-frost  begins  to  fall  anew. 
Age  respects  loye,  but,  unlike  youth,  it  respects  little  the 
signs  of  love.  However,  Albano  maintained  the  pride 
of  letting  his  father  see  him  whoUy  and  with  all  his  dif- 
fer^icesy  without  hiding  his  summer  from  the  face  of 
Winter. 

From  day  to  day  Graspard  found  letters  to  himself  at 
the  post-offices,  particularly  from  Pestitz,  as  Albano  saw 
cxtemally  by  the  post-marks,  for  not  one  was  handed  over 
to  him.  He  desired  more  and  more  to  overtake  the 
Princess,  who  was  now  only  one  da/s  joumey  in  advance 
of  them.  They  saw  already  those  giants  of  winter,  the 
Swiss  and  Tyrolese  Alps,  in  their  encampment;  those 
Bons  of  the  gods  stood,  armed  with  avalanches  and  cat- 
aracts  and  winters,  sentinels  around  the  divine  land  where 
gods  and  men  reciprocally  imitated  each  other.  How 
often  did  Albano,  when  the  sun  at  evening  glowingly 
blended  with  the  snow-clad  Alpine  heights,  gaze  with  a 
pang  of  sadness  at  those  thrones,  which  he  had  once 
beheld  quite  otherwise,  much  more  golden,  so  hopefilly 
and  trustingly,  from  Isola  Beüa!  The  heights  of  thy 
past  life,  said  he  to  himself,  are  also  white,  and  no  Alpine 
homs  any  longer  sound  up  there,  among  serene,  sunny 
days,  and  thou  art  deep  in  the  Valley ! 
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They  passed,  eveii  now,  tbe  populär  festival  of  a 
belated  vintagc.  The  Knight  iniormed  himself  aboat 
everything  with  the  curiosity  of  a  wine-dealer,  and  with 
the  science  of  a  vine-dresser.  So  did  he  botanize  uni- 
versally  upon  the  earth  after  every  spear  and  sprig  of 
knowledge.  Albano  wondered  at  this,  since  he  bad  here- 
tofore  believed  that  Gaspard  sought  and  strove  afler 
nothing  but  the  Paris-  and  Hesperides-apples  of  aert, 
because,  in  his  Station,  he  could  have  no  occasion  for  any 
other  fruits,  or  need  their  meat  and  their  kemel,  either  to 
enjoy  or  to  plant  them. 

They  sank  into  the  depths  of  the  mountains  of  Tyrol. 
The  heights  stood  already  wrapped  in  the  dose,  white 
bier-cloth  of  winter,  and  through  the  Valleys  the  cold 
Btorm  went  to  and  fro,  the  only  living  thing.  Albano's 
longing  afler  the  mild  land  of  youth  grew,  between  the 
storms  and  the  Alps,  higher  and  higher;  and  Rome's 
image,  the  nearer  it  approached  him,  assumed  more  co- 
lossal  dimensions.  Gaspard  made  the  joumey  go  on 
wings,  in  order  to  anticipate  the  rain-clouds  of  autumn. 

In  a  dark  travelling  night  they  worked  their  passage, 
as  it  were,  away  through  the  mountains,  like  their  com- 
panion,  the  river  Adige,  which  tears  up  a  giant  rock,  and 
heaves  it  into  the  mild  piain,  and  softly  speeds  on  its  level 
way.     The  sun  appeared,  —  and  Italy. 

It  had  rained.  A  bland  air  fluttered  fix)m  the  cypress 
hills  through  the  Valley,  and  through  the  vine-festoons  of 
the  mulberry-trees,  and  had  forced  its  way  along  between 
blossoms  and  the  fruits  of  the  Seville  oranges.  The  Adige 
seemed  to  rest,  like  a  curling  giant-snake,  upon  the  mot- 
ley-colored  landscape  of  country-houses  and  olive-groves, 
and  to  set  rainbows  upon  one  another.  Life  played  in 
the  ether ;  only  summer  birds  floated  in  the  light  blue ; 
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» 

only  the  Venus-chariot  of  pleasure  rolled  over  the  soft 

hüls. 

Albano's  füll  soul  gushed  out,  as  it  were,  into  the  broad 
bed  which  led  him  from  the  mild  piain  to  the  magnifi- 
cent  Rome !  *'  When  we  journey  back,"  said  Gaspard, 
"  then  remember  ihj  approach.**  They  stopped  at  a 
vills^e  with  great  stone  houses.  Albano  was  looking 
lipon  the  warm  out-o'-door  life  around  him,  the  uncovered 
head,  the  naked  breast,  and  the  sparkling  eyes  of  the  men, 
the  great  sheep  with  silken  wool,  the  little,  black,  lively 
pigs,  and  the  black  turkey-cocks,  when  he  suddenly  heard 
his  name  and  a  German  greeting  from  a  balcony  overhead. 

It  was  the  Princess ;  her  camages  stood  just  aside ; 
Bouverot  and  Fraischdörfer  were  with  her.  How  like 
baisam  it  steals  through  the  heart,  in  a  stränge  land,  and 
though  it  were  the  loveliest,  to  meet  again  a  brother  or 
a  sister  inhabitant  of  a  rougher  land,  as  if  one  were  meet- 
ing  in  the  second  world  a  kindred  son  of  earth !  The 
Adige,  too,  that  had  previously  in  the  wild  mountains 
accompanied  him  under  the  name  of  the  Etsch,«  foUowed 
him  with  its  fairer  designation  into  the  piain.  The 
Princess  seemed  to  him,  he  knew  not  why,  to  have  be- 
come  milder,  more  maidenly  in  form  and  look,  and  he 
reproached  himself  with  his  earlier  error.  But  he  only 
committed  a  later  one.  Beyond  Vienna  her  strongly 
drawn  physiognomy  was  surpassed  by  sharper  southern 
ones,  and  the  striking*  colors  in  which  she  loved  to  array 
herseif  were  outshone  by  the  Italian.  A  stränge  soil  is 
a  masquerade  ball-room  or  a  watering-place  hall,  where 
only  human  relations,  and  no  political  ones,  prevail,  and  in 
a  Strange  land  men  are  least  strangers.  All  touched  each 
other  in  friendliness,  as  stränge  hands  feel  after  and  grasp 
•  Screaming  and  outscreamed  are  Richter's  bold  words.  —  Tr. 
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each  other  during  tbe  ascent  of  mountains.  With  wliaft 
veneration  did  Albano  look  upon  the  Princess !  For  he 
thought,  ^  She  would  fain  have  taken  the  departed  one 
with  her  into  the  healing  Eden.  O,  the  saint  woukl  in- 
deed  be  happj  this  moming,  and  her  blue  eye  would 
weep  for  bliss.''  Then  bis  did  so,  but  not  for  bliss ;  and 
thus  are  the  fire-works  of  life,  like  others,  built  always  by 
and  upon  water.  Then  was  the  oath  solemnly  swom 
within  him  before  the  beautiful  £ace  of  the  dead  Liana : 
"  I  will  be  truly  the  friend  of  this  her  friend !  **  Man 
plajs  a  new  pari  in  the  drama  of  life  most  warmlj  and 
best;  over  our  introductory  sermons  the  Holy  Spirit 
floats,  brooding  with  the  wings  of  a  dove ;  onlj  bj  and  hy 
do  the  eggs  lie  cold.  Albano,  never  yet  initiated  into  any 
friendship  but  a  man's,  worshipped  thatof  woman  as  a  ris- 
ing  Star,  and  for  this,  as  for  the  former,  he  found  far  more 
capacities  of  sacrifice  treasured  up  in  bis  warm  soul  than 
for  love.  Man  is  in  friendship  what  woman  is  in  love, 
and  the  reverse  ;  namely,  more  covetous  of  the  object 
jthan  of  the  feeling  for  it. 

With  new  swelling  sails  and  flying  streamers,  in  gayly 
decorated  singing-vessels,  with  propitious  side  winds,  did 
the  gay  passage  fly  through  cities  and  pastures. 

Nothing  hangs  out  over  the  corso  of  a  long  joumey  a 
finer  festoon  of  fruits  and  fiowers,  for  a  carriage  which 
goes  before,  than  a  couple  of  carriages  Coming  after. 
What  fellowship  of  joy  and  danger  in  night  quarters  I 
What  bespeaking  of  lines  of  march !  What  joy  over  the 
adventures  past  and  to  come,  namely,  over  the  reports 
of  the  same  !     And  how  each  loves  the  others  ! 

Only  toward  Bouverot  Albano  showed  a  steady  cold- 
ness  ;  but  the  Knight  was  friendly.  Albano,  brought  up 
more   amonpr   hooks   than    among   men,   often  wondered 
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within  himself,  that  in  the  former  the  sarae  difference  of 
Bentiments  passed  by  him  so  lightly,  which  among  the 
latter  assailed  him  so  sharply.  At  last  his  father  asked 
him  upon  one  occasion,  "  Why  dost  thou  demean  thyself 
so  strangely  toward  Herr  von  Bouverot  ?  Nothing  ex- 
asperates  more  than  a  considerate,  quiet  hatred ;  a  pas- 
sionate  hatred  does  so  far  less."  "  Because  it  is  my  law," 
he  answered,  "  to  flee  and  to  hate  the  everlasting  untruth- 
fulness  of  men  in  their  connections  with  each  other.  Out 
of  mere  humanity  to  place  one's  seif  on  a  par  with  unlike 
persons,  designedly  to  make  a  friendly  face  to  any  one,  to 
have  such  a  feeling  towards  a  man,  that  one  is  not  at 
liberty  to  speak  it  out  to  him  on  the  spot,  that  may  well 
be  deemed  complete  slavery,  and  confounds  the  purest.** 
**  Whoso  will  love  nothing  but  his  likeness,"  replied  Gas- 
pard,  "  has  nothing  but  himself  to  love.  Von  Bouverot,'* 
he  added,  laughing,  "  is,  after  all,  a  brave  host  and  trav- 
elling  compagnonr  Albano,  who  could  withstand  even 
people  whom  he  respected,  made  no  Inquisition  upon  his 
father,  but  thought  the  German  gentleraan  only  the 
more  despicable. 

That  gentleman,  bom  a  pettifogger  and  pedler,  had,  it 
must  be  observed,  cleared  a  pathway  of  deep  footprints 
for  himself  in  the  snow  of  the  Knight  and  the  Princess, — 
both  of  whom,  like  all  long  travellers,*  were  uncommonly 
avaricious,  —  by  overseeing  and  overreaching  all  hosts 
and  Italians  in  settling  up  the  PattOjf  and  even  by  his 
understanding  the  art  of  being  profoundly  coarse  just  at 
the  right  time,  whereas  upon  turning  from  the  host  to  the 
Princess  he  would  become  as  much  a  man  of  the  world 

•  Curiously  enough,  the  German  phrase  is  constructed  here  so  as  to 
mean,  in  strict  grammar,  "  all  tall  travellers.''^  —  Tb. 
t  Compact,  account.  —  Tr. 
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again  as  Fontenelle  or  any  Frenchman,  who  in  sach  cases 
always  counts  up  and  curses  longer  than  he  eats.  The 
Knight  of  the  Fleece,  who,  as  he  confessed,  had  never 
travelled  so  cheaply,  covered  him,  therefore,  with  the 
laurel  which  grew  all  ahout  here,  and  looked  as  gaj  as 
he  had  never  looked  before.  Onlj  to  his  son  was  the 
cold,  wrathful,  coarse  man  a  volcano,  ejecting  slime  and 
water.  Ride  a  mile  ahead  of  a  crowned  head  or  a  classic 
author,  who  is  also  one,  and  in  general  before  people  who 
have  money,  but  not  to  spare,  and  onlj  save  them  a  few 
gold  pieces  a  day,  —  never  shall  you  have  seen  the  said 
heads  more  glad  or  grateful  than  in  such  a  case  I 

Everywhere  Albano  would  fain  have  alighted,  and 
stepped  in  among  great  ruins  and  into  the  splendor  of 
the  scattered  insignia,  which  had  been  lost  by  the  com- 
querors  of  the  world  out  of  their  triumphal  chariots  on 
the  way  to  Rome.  But  the  Knight  advised  him  to  spare 
and  save  his  eyes  and  Inspiration  for  Korne  itself.  How 
his  heart  beat,  when  at  last  in  the  waste  Ccmipagnay 
which  lay  füll  of  lava-eruptions  around  the  nest  of  the 
Roman  eagles,  those  world-driven  storm-birds,  they  rolled 
along  over  the  Flaminian  road!  But  he  and  Gaspard 
feit  them  sei  ves  wonderfully  oppressed.  One  seemed  to 
be  wading  through  the  stagnant  lake  of  a  sultry  sulphur- 
ous  atmosphere,  which  his  father  ascribed  to  the  brim- 
stone  huts  at  Baccano,  —  he  thirsted  for  the  snow  on  the 
distant  mountains,  —  the  heavens  were  dark-blue  and 
still,  —  Single  lofty  clouds  flew  arrow-swift  through  the 
silent  wilderness.  A  man  in  the  distance  set  down 
again  an  urn  which  he  had  dug  up,  and  prayed,  anxiously 
looking  to  heaven,  and  telling  his  beads.  Albano  turned 
toward  the  mountains,  to  which  the  evening  sun  was  sink- 
ing,  as  if  dissolved  in  piercing  splendor.     All  at  once  the 
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Knight  ordered  the  postilion  to  stop,  who  passionately 
threw  up  his  arms  toward  heaven,  while  it  went  on  rum- 
bling  under  the  camage,  and  exclaimed,  "  Holy  mother 
of  God,  an  earthquake ! "  Bat  Gaspard  touched  his  son, 
-who  seemed  intoxicated  with  the  splendors  of  sunset,  and 
Said,  pointing,  ^  Ecco  Roma!^  Albano  looked,  and  saw 
in  the  depths  of  the  distance  the  dorne  of  St.  Peter's 
gleaming  in  the  sim.  The  sun  went  down,  the  earth 
quaked  once  more,  but  in  his  spirit  nothing  was  save 
Borne. 

103.    CYCLE. 

HALF  an  hour  after  the  earthquake,  the  heavens 
swathed  themselves  in  seas  and  dashed  them 
down  in  masses  and  in  torrents.  The  naked  Campagna 
and  heath  were  covered  with  the  mantle  of  rain.  Gas- 
pard was  silent, — the  heavens  black, —  the  great  thought 
stood  alone  in  Albano,  that  he  was  hastening  on  towards 
the  Woody  scafFold  and  the  throne  scaffolding  of  human- 
ity,  the  heart  of  a  cold,  dead,  heathen-world,  the  eternal 
Rome  ;  and  when  he  heard,  on  the  Ponte  MoUßj  that  he 
was  now  going  across  the  Tiber,  he  feit  as  if  the  past  had 
risen  from  the  dead,  —  as  if  the  stream  of  time  ran  back- 
ward, and  he  were  sailing  on  it ;  under  the  streams  of 
heaven  he  heard  the  seven  old  mountain-streams  rushing 
and  roaring,  which  once  came  down  from  Rome's  hüls, 
and  with  seven  arms  uphove  the  world  from  its  founda- 
tions. 

At  length  the  constellation  of  the  mountain  city  of 
Grod,  that  stood  so  broad  before  him,  opened  out  into 
nights  ;  cities  with  scattered  lights  lay  up  and  down,  and 
the  bells  (which  to  his  ear  were  alarm-bells)  sounded  out 
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the  fourtli*  hour,  when  the  carriage  rollod  throagb  the 
triumphal  gate  of  the  city,  the  Porta .  dd  Popolo ;  then 
the  moon  rent  her  black  heavens,  and  poured  down  oat 
of  the  cleft  clouds  the  splendor  of  a  whole  sky.  There 
8tood  the  Egyptian  obeli&k  of  the  gateway,  high  as  the 
clouds  in  the  night,  and  three  streets  ran  gleaming  apart. 
^  So,"  Said  Albano  to  himself,  as  they  passed  through  the 
long  corso  to  the  Tenth  Ward,  "  thoa  art  veritably  in  the 
camp  of  the  god  of  war ;  here,  where  he  grasped  the 
hilt  of  the  monstrous  war-sword,  and  with  the  point  made 
the  three  wounds  in  three  quarters  of  the  world.  Rain 
and  splendor  gushed  through  the  vast,  broad  streets,  — 
occasionally  he  passed  suddenly  along  by  gardens  and 
into  broad  city-deserts  and  market-places  of  the  past. 
The  Fölling  of  the  chariot  amidst  the  rush  and  roar  of 
the  rain  resembled  the  thunder,  whose  days  were  once 
holy  to  this  heroie  city,  like  the  thundering  heaven  to  the 
thundering  earth ;  muffled-up  forms,  with  little  lights, 
stole  through  the  dark  streets ;  often  there  stood  a  long 
palace  with  colonnades  in  the  fire  of  the  moon,  often  a 
solitary  gray  column,  often  a  Single  high  fir-tree,  qv  a 
Statue  behind  cypresses.  Once,  when  there  was  neither 
rain  nor  moonshine,  the  carriage  went  round  the  comer 
of  a  large  house,  on  whose  roof  a  tall,  blooming  virgin, 
with  an  uplooking  child  on  her  arm,  herseif  directed  a 
little  hand-light,  now  toward  a  white  statue,  now  toward 
the  child,  and  so  alternately  illuminated  the  whole  group. 
The  friendly  Company  made  its  way  to  the  very  centre  of 
his  exalted  soul  and  brought  with  it  to  him  many  a  recol- 
lection ;  particularly  was  a  Roman  child  to  him  a  wholly 
new  and  mighty  idea. 

They  alighted  at  last  at  the  Prince  di  Lauria's,  Gas- 

•  Ten  o'clock. 
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pard's  father-in-law,  and  old  friend.  Near  his  palace  laj 
the  Campo  Vacctno  (the  ancient  Forum),  and  the  radiant 
moan  sbone  oq  the  broad  Steps  and  the  three  wondi-ous 
edifices  of  the  Capitol;  in  the  distance  stood  the  Colosseum. 
Albano  ascended  hesitatinglj  into  the  lighted  house,  be- 
fore  which  the  camage  of  the  Princess  stood,  reluctantly 
turning  his  eye  from  those  heights  of  the  world,  from 
which  onee  a  light  word  like  a  snow-flake  rolled  far  aiul 
Wide,  and  grew  and  grew,  tili  at  last  in  a  stränge  land  it 
cmshed  a  city  with  the  weight  of  an  avalanche. 

The  Princ^s,  with  her  Company,  saw  with  pleasure 
the  new-comers.  The  old  Prince  Lauria  welcomed  his 
grandson  courteously  and  with  reserve.  His  innumerable 
servants  spoke  among  them  almost  all  the  languages  of 
Europe.  Albano  immediately  asked  the  Kjiight  after  his 
teacher  Dlan,  that  graft  of  a  Greek  upon  a  Roman  ;  but 
the  most  human  thing  was  precisely  that  which  Gaspard, 
as  is  always  the  case  with  great  men,  had  not  thought  of. 
They  sent  to  his  residence,  which  was  near ;  he  was  not 
at  home. 

They  sat  down  to  dine.  The  Prince  immediately  en- 
tertained  them  with  his  favorite  show-dish,  the  political 
prc^ess  of  the  world,  and  gave  the  latest  news  of  the 
French  Revolution.  Gazettes  of  the  times  were  to  him 
Etemities,  news  was  his  antiques  ;  he  took  all  the  news- 
papers  of  Europe,  and  therefore  kept  for  each  a  G«rman, 
Rossian,  English,  Polieh  servant,  to  translate  it  for  him. 
By  the  side  of  his  satirical  coldness  toward  all  men  and 
things,  the  political  and  Italian  zeal  appeared  the  stronger, 
with  which  he  defended  the  French  against  the  Knight, 
who  oomposedly  despised  them ;  and,  indulging  himself 
afler  his  manner,  even  in  bad  puns,  conceded  to  the  old 
Romans  the  Forum  and  to  the  modern  the  Campo  Vacctno^ 
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and  even  to  the  andent  Gauls  the  field  of  Mars,  and  tö 
the  modern  French  a  field  of  March. 

Albano  coald  not  conceive  of  there  being  any  joking 
Bo  near  the  Forum,  and  thought  everj  word  must  be 
great  in  this  city.  The  cold  Lauria  spoke  warmly  for 
France,  like  a  minister,  regarding  only  nations,  not  in- 
dividuals,  and  his  sentiment  pleased  the  youth. 

Then  the  Princess  led  the  stream  of  conversation  to 
Bome's  high  art.  Fraischdörfer  dissected  the  Colossus 
into  limbs,  and  weighed  them  in  the  narrowest  scales. 
Bonverot  engraved  the  giant  in  historical  copperplate. 
The  Princess  spoke  with  much  warmth,  but  without 
point.  Gaspard  melted  all  up  together,  as  it  were,  into  a 
Corinthian  brass,  and  comprehended  all  without  being 
comprehended.  On  his  coldly  but  strongly  np-shooting 
life-fountain  he  let  the  world  play  and  dance  like  a  ball. 

Albano,  dissatisfied  with  all,  kept  his  inspiration,  sacri- 
ficing  to  the  unearthly  gods  of  the  past  round  about  him, 
after  the  old  fashion,  namely,  with  silence.  Well  raight 
and  could  Äe  have  discoursed  also,  but  quite  otherwise,  in 
ödes,  with  the  whole  man,  with  streams  which  mount 
and  grow  upwards.  He  looked  more  and  more  longingly 
out  of  the  window  at  the  moon  in  the  pure  rain-blue  and 
at  Single  columns  of  the  Forum ;  out  of  doors  there 
gleamed  for  him  the  greatest  world.  At  last  he  rose  up, 
indignant  and  impatient,  and  stole  down  into  the  glimmer- 
ing  glory  and  stepped  before  the  «Forum ;  but  the  moon- 
lit  night,  that  decorative  painter,  which  works  with  irreg- 
ulär strokes,  made  almost  the  very  stage  of  the  scene 
irrecognizable  to  him. 

What  a  broad,  dreary  piain,  loftily  encorapassed  with 
ruins,  gardens  and  temples,  covered  with  prostrate  capitals 
of  columns,  and  with  Single  upright  pillars,  and  with  trees 
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and  a  dumb  wildemess !  The  beaped-up  ashes  out  of 
the  emptied  um  of  time,  and  the  potshards  of  a  great 
World  flung  around !  He  passed  by  tbree  temple  col- 
umns,*  whieh  the  earth  had  drawn  down  into  itself  even 
to  the  breast,  and  along  through  the  broad  triumphal  arch 
of  Septimius  Severus;  on  the  right  stood  a  chain  of 
oolumns  without  their  temple ;  on  the  left,  attached  to  a 
Christian  church,  the  eolonnade  of  an  ^ncient  heathen 
temple  deep  sunk  into  the  sediment  of  time  ;  at  last  the 
triumphal  arch  of  Titus,  and  before  it,  in  the  middle  of 
the  Woody  wildemess,  a  fountain  gushing  into  a  granite 
basin. 

He  went  up  to  this  fountain,  in  order  to  survey  the 
piain  out  of  whieh  the  thuuder-months  of  the  earth  once 
arose ;  but  he  went  along  as  over  a  bumt-out  sun,  hung 
round  with  dark,  dead  earths,  "O  man,  O  the  dreams 
of  man !  **  something  within  him  unceasingly  cried.  He 
stood  on  the  granite  margin  tuming  toward  the  Colos- 
seum,  whose  mountain-ridges  of  wall  stood  high  in  the 
moonlight,  with  the  deep  gaps  whieh  had  been  hewn  in 
them  by  the  scythe  of  Time.  Sharply  stood  the  rent  and 
jagged  arches  of  Nero's  golden  house  hard  by,  like  mur- 
derous  cutlasses.  The  palatine  hill  lay  füll  of  green  gar- 
dens,  and  on  crumbling  temple-roofs  the  blooming  death- 
garland  of  ivy  was  gnawing,  and  living  Ranunculse  still 
glowed  around  sunken  capitals.  The  fountain  murmured 
babblingly  and  etemally,  and  the  stars  gazed  steadfastly 
down  with  imperishable  rays  upon  the  still  battle-field, 
over  whieh  the  winter  of  time  had  passed  without  bring- 
ing  after  it  a  spring,  —  the  fiery  soul  of  the  world  had 
flown  up,  and  the  cold,  crumbling  giant  lay  around ;  — 
tom  asunder  were  the  gigantic  spokes  of  the  fly-wheel 
•  Of  Jupiter  Touans. 
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which  once  the  very  stream  of  ages  drove.  And  in  addi- 
tion  to  all  this^  the  moon  shed  down  her  light  like  eating 
Bilver-water  upon  the  naked  columns,  and  would  fain 
dissolve  the  Colosseum  and  the  temples  and  all  into  their 
own  shadows! 

Then  Albano  stretched  oat  his  arms  into  the  air,  as  if 
he  could  therewith  embrace  and  flow  awaj,  as  with  the 
arms  of  a  stream,  and  exclaimed :  **  O  je  mightj  shades, 
you  who  once  strove  and  lived  here,  ye  are  looking  down 
from  heaven,  but  scomfully,  not  sadly,  for  your  great 
fatherland  has  died  and  gone  aller  you !  Ah,  had  I  on 
the  insignificant  earth  (fuU  of  old  eternity),  which  you 
have  made  great,  only  done  one  action  worthy  of  you ! 
Then  wcre  it  to  me  a  sweet  privilege  to  open  my  heart 
by  a  wound,  and  to  mix  earthly  blood  with  the  hallowed 
soll,  and  to  hasten  away  out  of  the  world  of  graves  to 
you,  eternal  and  immortal  ones !  But  I  am  not  worthy 
of  it !  '* 

At  this  moment  there  came  suddenly  along  up  the  Via 
Sacra  a  tall  man,  deeply  enveloped  in  his  mantle,  who 
drew  near  to  the  fountain ;  without  looking  round  threw 
down  his  hat,  and  held  a  coal-black,  curly,  almost  perpen- 
dicular  bindhead  under  the  stream  of  water.  But  hardly 
had  he,  tuming  upward,  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  profile 
of  Albano  absorbed  in  his  fancies,  when  he  started  up  all 
dripping,  stared  at  the  Count,  feil  into  amazement,  threw 
his  arms  high  into  the  air,  and  said,  "  Ämico  ?  "  Albano 
looked  at  him.  The  stranger  said,  "  Albano  !  "  "  My 
Dian ! "  cried  Albano.  They  clasped  each  other  pas- 
ßionately,  and  wept  for  love. 

Dian  could  not  comprehend  it  at  all.  He  said,  in  Ital- 
ian,  "  But  it  surely  cannot  be  you ;  you  look  old."  He 
thought  he  was  speaking  Grerman  all  the  time,  tili  he 
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heard  Albano  answer  in  Italian.  Both  gave  and  got 
only  questions.  *Ä.lbano  found  the  Architect  merely 
browner,  but  there  was  the  lightning  of  the  eyes  and 
every  faculty  in  its  old  glory.  With  three  words  he 
described  to  him  the  joumey  and  the  Company.  "  How 
does  Rome  strike  you  ?  "  asked  Dian,  pleasantly.  '*  As 
life  doCvS,"  replied  Albano,  very  seriously ;  "  it  makes  one 
too  tender  and  too  hard.  I  recognize  here  absolutely 
nothing  at  all,"  he  continued ;  "  do  tliose  columns  belong 
to  the  magnificent  Temple  of  Peace  ?  *'  "  No,"  said 
Dian,  "  to  the  Temple  of  Concord ;  of  the  other  there 
Stands  yonder  nothing  but  the  vault."  "  Where  is  Saturn's 
Temple  ? "  asked  Albano.  "  Buried  in  St.  Adrian's 
Church,"  said  Dian,  and  added,  hastily,  "  close  by  stand 
the  ten  columns  of  Antonine's  Temple ;  over  beyond  there, 
the  Baths  of  Titus  ;  behind  us,  the  Palatine  Hill,  and  so 
on.     Now  teil  me  —  " 

They  walked  up  and  down  the  Forum,  between  the 
arches  of  Titus  and  Severus.  Albano  —  especially  beside 
the  teacher  who  in  the  days  of  childhood  had  so  often 
conducted  him  hitherward  —  was  yet  füll  of  the  stream 
which  had  swept  over  the  world,  and  the  all-covering 
water  sank  but  slowly.  He  went  on  to  say,  "  To-day, 
when  he  beheld  the  obelisk,  the  soft,  tender  brightness  of 
the  moon  had  seemed  to  him  eminently  unbecoming  the 
giant  city ;  he  would  rather  have  seen  a  sun  blazing  on 
its  broad  banner;  but  now  the  moon  was  the  proper 
funeral  torch  beside  the  dead  Alexander,  who  at  a  touch 
coUapses  into  a  handful  of  dust."  "  The  artist  does  not 
get  far  with  feelings  of  this  kind,"  said  Dian  ;  "  he  must 
look  upon  everlasting  beauties  on  the  right  band  and  on 
the  lefl."  "  Wliere,*'  Albano  went  on  asking,  "  is  the  old 
Lake  of  Curtius,  the    Rostrum,  the  pila  Horatia,  the 
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Temple  of  Yesta,  of  Yenas,  and  of  all  those  soUtaiy  ool- 
umoB  ?**  ^  And  where  is  the  marble  Forum  itaelf  ?  **  said 
Dian ;  ^  it  lies  thirtj  span  deep  nnder  onr  feet"  *^  Where 
18  the  great,  free  people,  the  senate  of  kings,  the  voioe  of 
the  orators,  the  procession  to  the  Capitbl  ?  Bnried  under 
the  moontain  of  potshards.  O  Dian,  how  can  a  man, 
who  losee  a  father,  a  beloved  in  Borne,  shed  a  Single  tear, 
or  look  round  him  with  constemation,  when  he  comes  out 
here  befbre  this  battle-field  of  time,  and  looks  into  the 
chamel-house  of  the  nations?  Dian,  one  would  wish 
here  an  iron  heart,  for  ßite  has  an  iron  hand  1  ** 

Dian,  who  nowhere  stajed  more  reluctantly  than  upon 
such  tragic  cliffs,  faanging  over,  as  it  were,  into  the  sea 
of  etemity,  alwajs  leaped  off  firom  them  with  a  jest.  Like 
the  Greeks,  he  blended  dances  with  tragedj.  ^  Manj  a 
thing  is  conserved  here,  friend,**  said  he;  ^in  Adrian's 
chorch  yonder  they  will  still  show  you  the  bones  of  the 
ihree  men  that  walked  in  the  fire.*'  "  That  is  just  the 
frigfatful  play  of  destiny,"  replied  Albano,  "to  occupy 
the  heights  of  the  mighty  ancients  with  monks  shom 
down  into  slaves." 

**  The  stream  of  time  drives  new  wheels,"  said  Dian ; 
"  yonder  lies  Baphael  twice  buried.*  How  are  Chariton 
and  the  children  doing  ?  **  "  They  are  blooming  on,"  said 
Albano,  but  in  a  sombre  tone.  "  Heavens  I "  eried  Dian, 
with  all  a  father's  terror,  "  is  it  really  so?'*t  "Verily, 
Dian  !  **  said  Albano,  softly.  "  Does  Liana,**  said  Dian, 
**  still  come  oflen  to  Chariton's?  And  how  fares  the 
sweet  one  ?  **    Albano  answered,  in  a  low  tone,  "  She  is 

*  The  bodj  in  the  Pantheon,  the  head  in  St.  Lnke^s  Ghnrch. 

t  One  is  reminded  here  of  the  manner  in  which  Macduff  receivei 
Bosse^s  announcement  that  his  wife  and  children  were  "  all  welL" 
—  Tb. 
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dcad."  "  What!  dead  ?  Impossible !  Froula/s  daughter, 
Albano?  The  gold-rose  ?  O  speak ! "  he  cried.  Albano 
nodded  affinnativelj.  ^Ahl  thou  good  maiden!"  said 
he,  piteouslj,  with  tears  in  his  black  eyes,  '<  so  friendlj, 
80  enchanüngly  lovely,  so  fine  an  artist  I  But  how  did  it 
come  to  pass  ?  Have  you,  then,  not  been  acquainted  at 
idl  witb  the  lovely  chiW?"  "One  spring  only/*  said 
Albano,  hurriedly.  ^  My  good  Dian,  I  will  now  go  back 
to  my  £ather,  and  I  can  answer  no  more  qaestions."  "  O 
eertainly  I  But  I  must  leam  more/'  Dian  eonchided. 
And  so  they  climbed  silently  and  speedily  over  mbbish 
and  torsos  of  columns,  and  neither  gave  heed  to  the 
mighty  emotion  of  the  other. 


TWENTY-SEVENTH   JUBILEE. 

St.  Peter'8.  —  RoTUHDA.  —  CoLOSSEUM.  —  Letteb  to  Schoppb.  — 
Thk  War.  —  Gaspard.  —  Thb  Corsican.  —  Entakglemeht 
wiTH  THB  Princess.  — SiCKNESs.  — Gaspard's.Bbotheb.  — St. 
Fsteb'8  Dome,  akd  Depabtubb. 

104.    CYCLE. 

HOME,  like  the  creation,  is  an  entire  wonder, 
which  gradually  dismembers  itself  into  new 
wonders,  the  Colosseum,  the  Pantheon,  St 
Peter's  Church,  Baphael,  &c. 
With  the  passage  through  the  Church  of  St.  Peter  the 
knight  began  the  fair  race  through  immortality.  The 
Princess  let  herseif  be  bound  by  the  tie  of  art  to  the 
circle  of  the  men.  As  Albano  was  more  smitten  with 
edifices  than  with  any  other  work  of  art,  so  did  he  see 
from  afar  with  holy  awe  the  long  mountain-chain  of  art, 
which  again  bore  upon  itself  hüls  ;  so  did  he  stand  before 
the  piain,  around  which  two  enormous  colonnades  run 
like  Corsos,  bearing  a  people  of  statues;  in  the  centre 
shoots  up  the  obelisk,  and  on  its  right  and  left  an  eternal 
fountain,  and  from  the  lofty  steps  the  proud  church  of 
the  World,  inwardly  filled  with  churches,  rearing  upon 
itself  a  temple  toward  heaven,  looks  down  upon  the  earth. 
But  how  enormously,  as  they  drew  near,  had  its  colurans 
and  its  rocky  wall  mounted  up  and  flown  away  from  the 
Vision  I 
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He  entered  the  magic  church,  which  gave  the  world 
blessings,  curses,  kings,  and  popes,  with  the  consciousness 
that,  like  the  world-edifice,  it  was  contmuallj  enlarging 
and  receding  more  and  more,  the  longer  one  remained  in 
it  They  went  up  to  two  children  of  white  marble,  who 
held  an  incense-muscle-shell  of  yellow  marble ;  the  chil- 
dren grew  by  neamess  tili  they  were  giants.  At  length 
they  stood  before  the  main  altar  and  its  hundred  perpet- 
ual  lamps;  — what  a  stillness !  Above  them  the  heaven's 
arch  <^  the  dorne,  resting  on  fonr  inner  towers ;  around 
them  an  overarched  city,  of  four  streets,  in  which  sftood 
churches.  The  temple  became  greatest  by  Walking  in  it ; 
and  when  they  passed  round  orie  column,  there  stood  a 
new  one  before  them,  and  holy  giants  gazed  earnestly 
down.  Here  was  the  youth's  large  heart,  afler  so  long  a 
time,  filled.  "  In  no  art,"  he  said  to  bis  father,  "  is  the 
soul  so  mightily  possessed  with  the  sublime  as  in  archi- 
tecture ;  in  every  other  the  giant  Stands  in  it  and  in  the 
depths  of  the  soul,  but  here  he  Stands  out  of  it  and  close 
before  it."  Dian,  to  whom  all  Images  were  more  clear  than 
abstraet  ideas,  said :  "  He  is  perfectly  right"  Fraisch- 
dörfer  replied :  "  The  sublimity  here  also  lies  only  in  the 
brain ;  for  the  whole  church  Stands,  afler  all,  in  something 
greater,  namely,  in  Bome,  and  under  the  heavens,  in  the 
presence  of  which  latter  we  certainly  should  not  feel 
anything."  He  also  complained,  "  That  the  place  for  the 
sublime  in  bis  head  was  very  much  narrowed  by  the  in- 
numerable  volutes  and  monuments  which  the  temple  shut 
up  therein  at  the  same  time  with  itself."  Gaspard  said, 
taking  everything  in  a  large  sense :  "  When  the  sub- 
lime once  reaJly  appears,  it  then,  by  its  very  nature, 
absorbs  and  annihilates  all  little  circumstantial  Orna- 
ments."    He  adduced  as  evidence  the  tower  of  the  min- 
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ster,*  and  nature  itself,  which  is  not  made  smaller  bj 
its  grasses  and  yillages. 

The  Princess,  among  so  many  connoisseurs  of  art, 
enjojed  in  silence. 

The  ascent  of  the  dorne  Graspard  recommended  to  defer 
to  a  dry  and  cloudless  daj,  in  order  that  they  might  be- 
hold the  queen  of  the  world,  Borne,  upon  and  from  the 
proper  throne ;  he  therefore  proposed  very  earaestly  the 
yisiting  of  the  Pantheon,  because  he  was  eager  to  let  this 
follow  immediately  afler  the  impression  of  St  Peter's 
Church.  They  went  thither.  How  simply  and  grandly 
the  Hall  opens  upon  one !  Eight  yellow  columns  sustain 
its  brow,  and  majestically,  as  the  head  of  the  Homeric 
Jupiter,  its  temple  arches  itself  I  It  is  the  Botunda  or 
Pantheon.  "  O  the  pygmies,"  cried  Albano,  "  who  woald 
fain  give  us  new  temples  I  Raise  the  old  ones  higher  out 
of  the  rubbish,  and  then  you  have  built  enough."  f  They 
stepped  in ;  there  reared  itself  around  them  a  holy,  simple, 
free  world-structure  with  its  heavenly  arches  soaring  and 
striving  upward,  an  odeum  of  the  tones  of  the  sphere- 
music,  a  world  in  the  world !  And  overhead  t  the  eye- 
socket  of  the  light  and  of  the  sky  gleamed  down,  and 
the  distant  rack  of  clouds  seemed  to  touch  the  lofly  arch 
over  which  it  shot  along  !  And  round  about  them  stood 
nothing  but  the  temple-bearers,  the  columns  !  The  tem- 
ple of  aü  gods  endured  and  concealed  the  diminutive 
altars  of  the  later  ones. 

Gaspard  questioned  Albano  about  bis  impressions.  He 
Said  he  preferred  the  larger  church  of  St.  Peter.    The 

•  Strasburg  cathedra!.  —  Tb. 

t  The  hall  of  the  Pantheon  seems  too  low,  becanse  a  part  of  its 
Steps  is  hidden  by  the  rubbish. 
X  This  opening  in  the  roof  is  twenty-seven  feet  in  diameter. 
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Elnight  approved,  and  said  that  '^jouth,  like  nations^ 
alwajs  more  easily  found  and  better  appreciated  the 
sublime  than  the  beautiful,  and  that  the  spirit  of  the 
yoang  man  ripened  from  strength  to  beautj,  as  his  bodj 
ripens  from  beautj  to  strength ;  however,  he  himself  pre- 
ferred  the  Pantheon."  "  How  could  the  modems,"  said 
the  Goansellor  of  Arts,  Fraischdörfery  "  build  anything, 
except  some  Kttle  Bemini's  towers  ?  "  "  That  is  whj," 
said  the  offended  Provincial  Architect,  Dian,  who  de- 
spised  the  Gounsellor  of  Arts,  because  he  never  made  a 
good  figure,  except  in  the  aßsthetic  hall  of  judgment  as 
critic,  never  in  the  exhibition-hall  as  painter,  "  we  mod- 
ems are,  beyond  contradiction,  stronger  in  criticism,  though 
in  practice  we  are  collectivelj  and  individuallj  block- 
heads."  Bouverot  remarked,  "  The  Corinthian  columns 
might  be  higher."  The  Gounsellor  of  Arts  said,  "  After 
all,  he  knew  nothing  more  like  this  fine  hemisphere  than 
a  much  smaller  one,  which  he  had  found  in  Herculaneum, 
moulded  in  ashes  —  of  the  bosom  of  a  fair  fugitive." 
The  Knight  laughed,  and  Albano  tumed  awaj  in  disgust, 
and  went  to  the  Princess. 

He  asked  her  for  her  opinion  about  the  two  temples. 
"  Here  Sophocles,  there  Shakespeare .;  but  I  compre- 
hend  and  appreciate  Sophocles  more  easily,"  she  replied, 
and  looked  with  new  ejes  into  his  new  countenance. 
For  the  supematural  Illumination  through  the  zenith  of 
Heaven  —  not  through  a  hazy  horizon  —  transfigured 
in  her  eyes  the  beautiful  and  excited  countenance  of  the 
youth,  and  she  took  for  granted  that  the  saintly  halo  of 
the  dorne  must  also  exalt  her  form.  When  he  answered 
her :  "  Very  good !  But  in  Shakespeare  Sophocles  also  is 
contained ;  not,  however,  Shakespeare  in  Sophocles ;  and 
on  Peter*s  Church  Stands  Angelo's  rotunda ! "  — just  then 
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the  loftj  cloud  all  at  once,  as  by  the  blow  of  a  band  out 
of  tbe  ether,  broke  in  two,  and  the  ravished  sun,  like  the 
eye  of  a  Venus,  floating  through  her  ancient  heavens, — 
for  she  once  stood  even  here,  —  looked  mildly  in  from  the 
Upper  deep ;  then  a  holy  radiance  filled  the  temple,  and 
bumed  on  the  porphyry  of  the  pavement,  and  Albano 
looked  around  bim  in  an  ecstasy  of  wonder  and  delight, 
and  Said,  with  low  voice :  "  How  transfigured  at  this  mo- 
ment  is  everything  in  this  sacred  place !  Baphael's  spirit 
comes  forth  from  bis  grave  in  this  noontide  hour,  and 
everything  which  its  reflection  touches  brightens  into  god- 
like  splendor  I "  The  Princess  looked  upon  bim  tenderly, 
and  he  lightly  laid  bis  band  upon  bers,  and  said,  as  one 
vanquished,  "  Sopbocles !  " 

On  tbe  next  moonlit  evening  Gaspard  bespoke  torches, 
in  Order  that  the  Colosseum  with  its  giant-circle  might, 
the  first  time,  stand  in  fire  before  them.  The  Knight 
would  fain  have  gone  around  alone  with  bis  son  dimly 
through  the  dira  work,  like  two  spirits  of  the  olden 
time,  but  the  Princess  forced  berself  upon  bim,  from  a 
too  lively  wish  to  share  with  the  noble  youth  bis  moments, 
—  and  perhaps,  in  fact,  to  have  her  heart  and  bis  own 
common  property.  Women  do  not  sufficiently  compre- 
hend  that  an  idea,  when  it  fills  and  elevates  man*s  mind, 
shuts  it  up  against  love,  and  crowds  out  persons,  whereas 
with  woman  all  ideas  easily  become  human  beings. 

They  passed  over  the  Forum  by  the  Via  Sacra  to  the 
Colosseum,  whose  lofty,  eloven  forebead  looked  down  pale 
under  the  moonlight.  They  stood  before  the  gray  rock- 
walls,  which  reared  themselves  on  four  colonnades,  one 
above  another,  and  the  flames  shot  up  into  the  arches  of 
the  arcades,  gilding  the  green  shrubbery  high  overhead ; 
and  deep  in  the  earth  had  the  noble   monster  already 
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bnried  his  feet  They  stepped  in,  and  ascended  the 
mountain  füll  of  fragments  of  rock,  from  one  seat  of  the 
ßpectators  to  another;  Gaspard  did  not  venture  to  the 
sixth,  er  highest,  where  the  men  used  to  stand,  but  Alba- 
no  and  the  Princess  did.  Then  the  youth  gazed  down 
over  the  clifis,  upon  the  round,  green  crater  of  the  burnt- 
out  volcano,  which  once  swallowed  nine  thousand  beasts 
at  once,  and  which  quenched  itself  with  human  blood ; 
the  lurid  glare  of  the  flames  penetrated  into  the  clefls 
and  cavems,  and  among  the  foliage  of  the  ivj  and  laurel, 
and  among  the  great  shadows  of  the  moon,  which,  like 
recluses,  kept  themselves  in  cells ;  toward  the  south, 
where  the  streams  of  centuries  and  barbarians  had 
stormed  in,  stood  Single  columns  and  bare  arcades, — 
temples  and  three  palaces  had  the  giant  fed  and  lined 
with  bis  limbs,  and  still,  with  all  his  wouods,  he  looked 
out  livingly  into  the  world. 

"What  a  world!"  said  Albano.  "Here  coiled  the 
giant  snake  five  times  about  Chrfstianity  !  Like  a  smile 
of  scom  lies  the  moonlight  down  below  there  upon  the 
green  arena,  where  once  stood  the  colossus  of  the  sun- 
god.  The  Star  of  the  north*  glimmers  low  through  the 
Windows,  and  the  serpent  and  the  bear  crouch.  What  a 
World  has  gone  by!"  The  Princess  answered,  that 
twelve  thousand  prisoners  built  this  theatre,  and  that  a 
great  many  more  had  bled  in  it.  "  O,  we  too  have  build- 
ing  prisoners,"  said  he,  "  but  for  fortificatlons  ;  and  blood, 
too,  still  flows,  but  with  sweat !  No,  we  have  no  present; 
the  past  without  it  must  bring  forth  a  future." 

The  Princess  went  off  to  break  a  laurel-twig  and  pluck 
a  blooming  wall-flower.     Albano  sank  away  into  musing, 

*  The  pole-star,  as  well  as  other  nortliern  constellations,  Stands 
Iower  in  the  south. 

9* 


202  TITAN. 

—  the  autumnal  wind  of  the  past  swept  over  the  stabble, 
— on  this  holy  eminence  he  saw  the  constellations,  Rome's 
green  hüls,  the  gliramering  city,  the  Pyramid  of  Cestius; 
but  all  beeame  past,  and  on  tiie  twelve  hills  dwelt,  as 
upon  graves,  the  lofly  cid  spirits,  and  looked  stemly  mto 
the  age  as  if  they  were  still  its  kings  and  judges. 

"  This  in  remembrance  of  the  place  and  the  thne ! " 
said  the  Princess,  retnrning  and  handing  him  the  laurel 
and  the  flower.  "Thou  mighty  one,  a  colosseiim  is  thy 
flower-pot;  for  thee  nothing  is  too  great,  and  nothing  too 
small ! "  said  he,  and  threw  the  Prinoess  into  considerable 
confusion,  tili  she  observed  that  he  meant  not  her,  but 
Nature.  His  wbde  being  seemed  newly  and  painfally 
moved,  and  as  it  were  removed  to  a  distance, — he  kx)ked 
down  after  his  father  and  went  tö  find  him,  —  he  loc^ed 
at  him  sharply,  and  spoke  of  nothing  more  this  evening. 

105.  CYCLE. 

ALBANO,  like  a  world,  was  wonderfully  changed 
by  Rome.  After  he  had  thus,  for  several  weeks, 
lain  encamped  among  Rome's  creations  and  ruins ;  after 
he  had  drunk  out  of  RaphaeFs  crystal  magic  goblet,  whose 
first  draughts  only  cool,  while  the  last  send  an  ItaJian  fire 
through  all  the  veins ;  after  he  had  seen  the  mountaln- 
stream  of  IVIichael  Angelo,  now  as  a  succession  of  cata- 
racts,  now  as  a  mirror  of  the  ether ;  after  he  had  bowed 
and  consecrated  himself  before  the  last  greatest  descend- 
ants  of  Greece,  before  her  gods,  who,  with  calm,  serene 
countenance,  stand  looking  into  the  inharmonious  world, 
and  before  the  Vatican  Apollo,  who  is  indignant  at  the 
prose  of  the  age,  at  the  abject  Pythonian  serpent,  which 
is  ever  renewing  its  youth  ;  —  after  he  had  stood  so  long 
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in  splendor  before  the  füll  moon  of  the  past,  all  at  once 
bis  whole  inner  world  was  overcast,  and  became  one  great 
cloud.  He  sougbt  solitude ;  he  ceased  to  draw  or  to 
practise  music ;  he  spoke  little  of  Bome's  znagnificence. 
By  night,  when  the  daily  rain  ceased,  he  visited  alone  the 
great  niins  of  the  earth,  the  Forum,  the  Colosseum,  the 
Capitol ;  he  became  more  passionate,  unsocial,  sharp ;  a 
deep,  brooding  seriousness  reigned  on  the  loftj  brow,  and 
a  sombre  spirit  bumed  through  the  eye. 

Gaspard,  unobserved,  kept  his  eye  upon  all  secret  un- 
foldings  of  the  youth.  A  mere  sorrow  for  Liana  did  not 
seem  to  be  his  case.  In  the  northem  winter  this  wound 
would  only  have  frozen  up,  and  not  healed  up ;  but  here, 
in  the  temple  of  the  world,  where  gods  lie  buried,  a  noble 
heart  gathered  strength,  and  beat  for  older  graves.  The 
Princess,  who,  under  the  mask  of  friendship  for  the  fa- 
ther,  aspired  afler  the  son,  he  sought  less  than  the  old, 
cold  Lauria  and  the  fiery  Dian. 

At  this  same  period,  he  longed  sadly  for  his  Schoppe ; 
on  that  breast,  he  thought,  would  the  secret  of  his  own 
have  found  the  right  place  and  comfort.  It  was  to  him 
as  if  he  had,  since  this  Separation,  lived  with  him  uninter- 
ruptedly,  and  become  bound  to  him  by  a  faster  fratemal 
bond.  ThuB  do  spirits  dwell  and  melt  together  in  the 
invisible  land ;  and  when  the  bodies  again  meet  each 
other  in  the  visible,  the  hearts  find  each  other  again  mu- 
tuafly  more  acquainted.  ünfortunately,  among  all  the 
letters  that  his  father  received  from  Pestitz,  he  heard  not 
one  sound  from  his  friend  over  the  mountains,  whom  he 
had  left  behind  in  the  dark  relations  of  a  stränge,  per- 
plexing  passion.  He  never  reckoned  silence  as  a  fault 
agwnst  Schoppe,  whose  hatred  and  spite  against  all  letter- 
writing  he  well  knew.  However,  his  own  heart  could  not 
bear  it  any  longer,  and  he  wrote  to  him  as  foUows :  — 
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^We  were  torn  from  each  other  sleeping,  Scboppe. 
That  time  has  veiled  itself,  and  remains  so.  Very  widd 
awake  will  we  be  whenwe  kok  on  each  odier  again. 
Of  thee  I  know  nothing ;  if  Babette  does  not  write  to  me, 
I  shall  have  to  bear  aboot  with  me  and  endnre  this  bnm- 
ing  impatienoe  tili  oor  meeting  in  snmmer.  Of  mjself 
what  is  there  to  write?  I  am  changed  even  to  mj  inner- 
most  beingy  and  bj  an  ingrasping  giant-hand.  When  the 
8on  passes  over  the  zenith  of  conntries,  thej  all  wrap 
themselves  in  a  deep  cload ;  so  am  I  now  beneath  the 
son  at  its  highest  point,  and  I  am  also  shixraded.  How  a 
man  in  Rome,  in  actoal  Rome,  can  merelj  enjoy  and 
weaklj  melt  away  before  the  fire  of  art,  instead  of  starting 
np  red  with  shame,  and  striving  and  straggling  fbr  power 
and  exploits,  is  what  I  cannot  comprehend.  In  painted 
Bome,  in  the  Bome  of  poetrj,  there  laxiness  maj  Inxori- 
ate;  but  in  the  real  Borne,  where  obelisks,  Colosseam, 
Capitol,  triumphal  arches,  incessantlj  behold  and  reproach 
thee,  —  where  the  history  of  ancient  deeds,  all  day  long, 
like  an  invisible  storm-wind,  sweeps  and  sounds  throngh 
the  city,  and  impels  and  lifts  thee,  —  O,  who  can  Stretch 
himself  out  in  inglorious  ease  and  oontemplation  before 
the  magnificent  stirring  of  the-world?  The  spirits  of 
saints,  of  heroes,  of  artists,  follow  after  the  living  man, 
and  ask,  indignantly, '  What  art  thou  ? '  With  far  other 
feelings  dost  thou  go  down  out  of  the  Yatican  of  Baphael, 
and  over  the  steps  of  the  Capitol,  than  thou  comest  out 
of  any  German  picture-gallery  or  antique  cabinet.  There 
thou  seest,  on  all  hills,  old,  etemal  majesty.  Even  a 
Roman  woman  is,  in  shape  and  pride  of  stature,  still 
related  to  her  city.  The  dweller  beyond  the  Tiber  is  a 
Spartan,  and  thou  wilt  no  more  find  a  Roman  than  a  Jew 
stupid ;  whereas  in  Pestitz  thou  must  become  impatient 
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wiA  the  very  contrast  of  the  mere  form.  Even  the 
calm  Dian  maintains  that  the  odious  masks  of  the  ancients 
look  üke  the  faces  in  the  German  streets,  and  their  Fauns 
and  other  bestial  gods  like  nobler  court-faces,  and  that 
their  copy-pictures  of  Alexander,  of  the  philosophers,  of 
the  Boman  tyrants,  however  pointedly  and  prosaically 
they  stand  out  in  contrast  to  their  poetical  statues  of  the 
gods,  resemble  the  present  Ideals  of  the  painters. 

"  Is  it  enough,  here,  to  creep  around  the  giants'  with 
eyes  füll  of  astonishment  and  folded  hands,  and  then  lan- 
goidly  and  pusillanimoasly  to  lie  pining  at  their  feet? 
Friend,  how  oflen  in  the  days  of  discontent  did  I  pro- 
nounce  the  artists  and  poets  happy,  who  at  least  may 
appease  their  longing  by  light  and  joyous  creations,  and 
who  with  beautiful  plays  celebrate  the  mighty  dead,  — 
Archimimes  of  the  heroic  age.  And  yet,  after  all,  these 
Toluptuous  plays  are  only  the  jingling  of  the  bells  on  the 
lightning-conductor :  there  is  something  higher ;  action  is 
life ;  therein  the  whole  man  bestirs  himself,  and  blooms 
with  all  his  twigs.  Not  of  the  narrow,  timid  achievements 
of  littleness  on  the  oar-bank  and  the  lolling-bank  of  the 
times  are  we  speaking  here.  There  still  Stands  a  gate 
open  to  the  coronation-city  of  the  spirit,  —  the  gate  of  sac- 
rifice,  the  door  of  Janus.  Where  eise  on  earth  than  on 
the  battle-field  is  the  place  to  be  found  in  which  all  ener- 
gies,  all  offerings,  and  virtues  of  a  whole  life,  crowded  into 
an  hour,  play  together  in  divine  freedom  with  thousand 
sister  powers  and  offerings  ?  Where  eise  do  all  faculties 
—  from  the  most  rapid  sharp-sightedness  even  to  all  bodily 
capacities  of  despatch  and  of  endurance,  from  the  highest 
magnanimity  down  to  the  tenderest  pity,  from  all  contempt 
of  the  body  even  up  to  the  mortal  wound  —  find  the  lists 
80  freely  open  for  a  covenant-rivalry  ?  although,  for  the 
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▼ery  same  reasoD,  the  plaj-room  of  all  the  gods  Stands 
open  also  to  the  mask-dance  of  all  the  fariea.  Qplj  take 
war  in  a  higher  sensey  where  spirits,  without  relatioa  of 
gain  and  loes,  oolj  b j  foroe  of  honor  and  of  object»  bmd 
themseWes  over  to  deetiBj,  that  it  shall  select  firom  among 
their  bodies  the  corpses,  and  draw  the  lot  of  rictoiy  ont 
of  the  graves.  Two  nations  go  oat  cm  the  battle-plain, 
the  tragic  atage  of  a  higher  spirit,  in  order  to  plaj  againat 
one  another,  without  anj  personal  enmitj,  their  death- 
parts ;  still  and  black  hangs  the  thnnder-dood  over  the 
battle-field ;  the  nations  march  on  into  the  clood  and  all 
its  thonders ;  thej  strike,  and  gloomilj  and  alone  boms 
the  death-torch  above  them ;  at  last  it  is  light^  and  two 
triumphal  gates  stand  built  up,  —  the  gate  of  death  and 
the  gate  of  victorj, — and  the  host  has  divided  and  passed 
through  both,  but  thioogh  both  with  garlands  of  honor. 
And  when  it  is  over,  the  dead  and  the  living  stand 
exalted  in  the  world,  because  thej  had  not  cared  for  life. 
But  when  the  great  daj  is  to  be  still  greater,  when  the 
most  costly  thing  is  to  oome  to  the  spirit  which  can  hal- 
low  life,  then  does  God  place  an  Epaminondas,  a  Cato,  a 
Grustavus  Adolphus,  at  the  head  of  the  consecrated  host, 
and  freedom  is  at  once  the  banner  and  the  palm.  O, 
blessed  he  who  then  lives  or  dies,  at  once  for  the  god  of 
war  and  for  the  goddess  of  peace  I 

^  Let  me  not  profane  this  bj  speaking  of  it  But  take 
here  my  sofUj  spoken  but  firmlj  meant  word,  and  laj  it 
up  in  thy  bosom,  that  so  soon  as  the  probable  war  of 
Gallic  freedom  breaks  out,  I  take  mj  part  deddedly  in 
it,  for  it.  Nothing  can  hold  me  back,  not  even  my  fa- 
ther.  This  resolution  belongs  to  my  peace  and  eadstence. 
Not  fix)m  ambition  do  I  form  it ;  though  I  do  from  an 
honorable  self-love.     Even  in  my  earlier  years  I  could 
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never  enjoy  the  flat  praise  of  an  etemal  domestic  felicitj, 
which  certainlj  beseems  women  rather  than  men.  Of 
course  hardly  any  one  eise  bas  thy  strengtb  or  dispo- 
sition  to  take  everything  great  quietly,  and  silentlj  to 
melt  down  tbe  world  into  an  internal  dream.  Thou 
gazest  upon  tbe  Coming  clouds  and  along  tbe  milkj-waj, 
and  sayest  ooldly,  Cloudy !  But  dost  tbou  not,  pritbee, 
allow  thyself  too  deeply  in  tbis  feeling,  in  tbis  cold  vault  ? 
It  is  tme,  tbe  poison  of  tbis  feeling  will,  in  all  parts  of 
Rome  particularly,  tbat  cburcbyard  of  sucb  remote  na- 
tions,  sucb  opposite  centuries,  consume  one  more  sweetly 
than  any wbere  eise ;  but  couldst  tbou  know  tbe  cbange- 
able,  except  by  contrast  witb  tbe  uncbangeable,  standing 
«de  by  aide  witb  it?  and  wbere  does  deatb  dwell  but  in 
life?  Let  decay  and  dust  reign !  tbere  are,  after  all, 
three  immortalities  ;  altbougb  in  tbe  first,  tbe  superterres- 
trial,  tbou  dost  not  believe;  tben  tbe  subterranean,  for 
tbe  universe  may  decay,  but  not  its  dust ;  and  tbe  immor- 
tality  wbicb  ever  woi'ketb  tberein,  namely,  tbis,  tbat  every 
action  beoomes  more  certainly  an  eternal  motber  tban  it 
is  an  etemal  daugbter.  And  tbis  union  witb  tbe  universe 
and  witb  etemity  encourages  tbe  epbemera,  in  tbeir 
flying-inoment,  to  carry  and  sow  still  fartber  abroad  tbe 
bk)ssom-du8t,  wbicb  in  tbe  next  tbousand  years  will  per- 
baps  appear  as  a  palm-grove. 

"  Wbetber  I  disdose  myself  to  my  fatber  is  to  me  still 
a  matter  of  doubt,  because  I  am  still  in  doubt  on  tbe 
subject,  wbetber  I  am  to  take  bis  previous  expressions 
against  tbe  modern  Frencb  for  sbarp  eamest,  or  only  as 
anotber  instance  of  the  sportive  coldness  wherewitb  he 
was  formerly  wont  to  treat  his  very  divinities,  —  Ho- 
mer, Raphael,  Caesar,  Shakespeare,  —  from  disgust  at  the 
mimicking  idolatiy  wbicb  the  vulgär  show  to  true  eleva- 
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tion  and  to  false.  Greet  my  brave,  manly  Wehrfritz, 
and  remind  him  of  our  union-festival  on  the  daj  when 
the  news  comes  of  the  demolition  of  the  BasdUe.  Fare- 
well,  and  stay  by  me  ! 

**  Albano." 

On  the  evening  of  writing  this  letter  he  went  with  his 
father  to  a  Converzatione  in  the  Palazzo  Golonna  ;  here 
they  found  the  dark  marble  gallery,  füll  of  antiques  and 
pictures,  perverted  from  a  Chamber  of  art  and  a  parlor 
into  a  fencing-school ;  all  arms  and  tongues  of  Romans 
were  in  commotion  and  in  conflict  about  the  latest  devel- 
opments  of  the  French  Revolution,  and  most  in  its  favor. 
It  was  at  the  time  when  almost  all  Europe  foi^ot  for  some 
days,  what  it  had  been  for  centuries  learning  from  the  po- 
litical  and  poetic  history  of  France,  that  this  same  France 
could  more  easily  become  a  magnified  than  a  great  nation. 
The  Knight  alone  gave  himself  up  rather  to  the  works  of 
art  than  to  the  sham-fight  in  his  neighborhood.  At  length, 
however,  he  heard  distant  words  which  announced  how 
Albano,  like  all  the  youth  of  that  day,  was  marching  ex- 
ultingly  after  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  Liberti/,  following  on 
in  the  train  of  etemal  freemen  and  etemal  slaves  after  the 
equality  of  the  times ;  then  he  drew  nearer  and  remarked, 
in  his  manner,  "  That  the  Revolution  was  something  very 
great ;  but  that  he  found,  however,  in  great  works,  e,  g.  in 
a  Colosseum  or  obelisk,  in  the  bloom  of  a  science,  in  war, 
in  the  heights  of  astronomy,  of  physics,  less  to  admire 
than  others,  for  it  was  merely  a  mass  in  time  or  space 
that  created  it,  a  considerable  multitude  of  Utile  forces. 
But  only  great  ones  a  man  should  respect.*     In  revolu- 

*  The  sum  aud  System  of  electric,  galvauic,  chemical,  anatomical 
experiments,  tactics,  a  corpus  juHs^  &c.,  may  well  put  us  to  astonish- 
ment;  but  liuraanity  itself  appears  no  greater  ibr  gigantic  structures, 
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tion  he  saw  more  of  the  former  than  of  the  latter.  Free- 
dom  was  as  little  gained  as  lost  in  one  day ;  as  weak 
individuals  in  a  State  of  intoxication  were  exactlj  the 
opposite  of  themselves,  so  too  there  was  a  sort  of  intoxi- 
cation of  the  multitude  by  multitude." 

Hereupon  Bouverot  replied, ' "  That  is  exactly  my 
sentiment,  too."  Albano  made  answer,  and  very  visibly 
only  to  bis  father,  because  he  profoundly  despised  the 
Grennan  gentleman,  and  bald  him  utterly  unworthy  of 
enjoying  high  works  of  art,  for  which  he  had  brought 
with  him  an  eminent  taste,  although  no  sense,  and  said : 
"  Dear  father,  the  twelve  thousand  Jews  did  not  design 
the  Colosseum  which  they  built,  but  the  idea  was,  after  all, 
at  some  time  or  other,  entirely  in  one  man,  in  Vespasian ; 
and  so  universally  must  there  preside  over  the  concentric 
directions  of  little  forces  some  great  one,  and  though  it 
were  Grod  himself."  "  To  that  source,"  said  Gaspard, 
"to  which  everything  godlike  is  referred,  thou  mayst 
transfer  it  if  thou  wilt."  Bouverot  smiled.  "  The  Gallic 
intoxication/'  replied  Albano,  warmly,  "is  surely  and 
verily  no  accidental  one,  but  an  enthusiasm  grounded  at 
once  in  humanity  and  in  time,  for  whence  otherwise  the 
universal  interest  in  it?  They  may  perhaps  sink,  but 
only  to  soar  higher.  Through  a  red  sea  of  blood  and 
war  humanity  wades  toward  the  promised  land,  and  the 
wildemess  is  long  /  with  gashed  hands,  gluing  themselves 
in  their  own  blood,  they,  like  the  chamois-hunters,  climb 
upward."     "  The  chamois-hunters  themselves,"  ~said  the 

which  are  put  together  by  millions  of  elephanUants ;  but  when  an  ele- 
phant  carries  a  building,  when  an  individual  shows  any  one  power  in 
new  degrees  and  relations, —  Newton  the  power  of  mathematical  in- 
tuition;  Raphael  the  plastic;  Aristotle,  Lessing,  Fichte,  penetration; 
or  another  goodness,  fiminess,  wit,  &c.,  —  then  does  humanity  gain 
and  extend  its  limits. 

N 
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Knight,  <<do  the  same  still  more,  when  thej  undertake 
to  come  downfrom  the  Alps  ;  meanwhile  euch  hopes  are 
charming,  and  we  will  gladly  wish  their  fulfilment." 
"  Signor  Conie^  added  Bouverot,  "  was  very  happj  in 
naming  the  outhreak  a  fit  of  intoxication.  One  sleeps 
it  out ;  hut  in  the  moming  there  is  a  great  deal  broken 
and  to  pay."  "  Intoxication  ?  "  said  Albano ;  **  what  best 
thing  has  not  occurred  in  a  State  öf  enthusiasm,  and  what 
worst  thing  has  not  been  done  in  cold  blood  ?  Say,  Herr 
von  Bouverot  ?  Yes,  there  is  a  grim,  dreadful  frost  of 
the  soul,  as  well  as  a  similar  physical  frost,  which,  like 
the  greatest  heat,  makes  one  black  and  blind  and  sore ;  * 
something  like  French  tragedy,  cML,  and  yet  hcarharouiP 
"  Thou  approachest  the  tragic,  son,"  said  Gaspard,  in- 
terrupting  him,  and  reinforcing  the  Grerman  gentleman ; 
"  we  may  expect  of  the  French  very  much  political  sa- 
gacity,  especially  in  distress ;  that  is  their  forte.  Therein 
they  match  women.  They  are,  too,  like  women,  either 
uncommonly  tender,  moral,  and  humane,  when  they  are 
good,  or,  like  them,  quite  as  cruel  and  rough,  when  they 
are  beside  themselves.  It  may  be  predicted,  tliat,  in  a  lib- 
eration-war,  if  one  should  break  out,  they  will,  in  valor, 
take  precedence  of  all  parties.  That  will  dazzle  exceed- 
ingly,  since,  after  all,  nothing  is  rarer  than  a  cowardly 
people.  One  leams  to  estimate  military  courage  very 
moderately,  when  one  sees  that  the  Roman  Legions,  pre- 
cisely  when  they  were  mercenary,  bad,  slavish,  and  half 
freedmen,  namely,  under  the  Triumvirate,  fought  more 
courageously  than  ever.  The  Citizens  fought  and  died  to 
the  very  last  man  for  that  insignificant  incendiary,  Cati- 
line,  and  only  slaves  were  made  prisoners." 

This  speech  set  a  hot  seal  upon  Albano's  mouth ;  it 
*  In  Greeiüand  the  intense  cold  makes  people  black  and  blind. 
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«eemed  exactly  aa  if  bis  father  had  found  him  out,  and 
took  bis  old  pleasure  in  damping,  like  a  fate,  all  cntbu- 
siasm,  and  giving  all  expectations,  even  gloomj  ones, 
tbe  lie.  The  ofFended,  self-inflaming  spirit  remained  now 
fast  covered  from  Glaspard  and  Bouverot. 

Bat  to  bis  Dian  be  sbowed  all  on  tbe  moming  afler. 
He  knew  bow  tbis  friend,  witb  tbe  arm  of  an  artist  and  a 
joutb  at  once,  bore  and  waved  tbe  banner  of  freedom, 
and  tberefore  be  broke  before  bim  tbe  dark  seal  of  bis 
previous  melancbolj.  He  confessed  to  bis  most  beloved 
teacber  bis  fuU-grown  purpose,  so  soon  as  tbe  unboly  war 
against  Gkdlic  libertj,  wbicb  now  bung  out  its  pitcby 
torcb  in  all  streets  of  tbe  city  of  God,  burst  into  flames, 
to  repair  to  the  side  of  freedom,  and  to  fall  bimself  sooner 
tban  see  her  falL  "  Truly,  you  are  a  brave  man,"  said 
Dian.  ^  Had  I  not  cbild  and  profession  banging  upon 
my  neck,  by  Heaven,  I  myself  would  join  you.  An  old 
fellow  like  tbat  yonder  sees  mucb  and  bears  badly.  He 
sball  not  nose  out  anytbing,  nor  bis  beast  of  a  BarigeUo 
neitber."  He  meant  tbe  Counsellor  of  Arts,  Fraiscb- 
dörfer,  wbom  be,  witb  an  artist's  obstinacy,  eternally 
abominated,  because  tbe  Counsellor  painted  worse  and 
criticlsed  better  tban  bimself.  "  Dian,  your  word  is  finely 
said ;  yes,  indeed,  age  makes  one  physically  and  morally 
far-sighted  for  one's  seif,  and  deaf  to  others,"  said  Albano. 
"  Have  I  spoken  well,  Albano  ?  But  truly  sucb  is  the 
fact,"  said  be,  very  mucb  pleased,  in  his  diffidence  witb 
respect  to  bis  language,  at  tbe  praise  of  its  beauty. 

After  some  time,  tbe  Knight,  just  as  if  be  saw  away 
tbrougb  tbe  seal,  uttered  some  words  wbicb  took  bold  of 
tbe  youtb  on  all  sides.  "  Tbere  are,"  said  he,  "some  vig- 
orous  natures  wbicb  stand  exactly  on  the  boundary-line 
of  genius  and  talent,  fitted  out,  half  for  active,  half  for 
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ideal  effort,  aud,  withaL  of  barning  ambition.  Thej  feel 
forcibly  all  that  is  beautiful  and  great,  and  would  fain 
create  it  again  out  of  themselves ;  bat  thej  sucoeed  onlj 
▼ery  feeblj  in  doing  sa  Thej  have  not,  like  genius,  one 
direction  toward  the  centre  of  grayi^,  but  thej  stand 
themselves  at  the  gravitating  point,  so  that  the  dh*ection8 
destroj  each  other.  Thej  are  now  poets,  now  paintersy 
now  musicians ;  most  of  all  do  thej  love  in  jouth  bodilj 
courage,  becanse  in  that  strength  moet  easilj  and  ezpedi- 
tioosl j  expresses  itself  through  Üie  arm.  Hence,  in  earl j 
life,  eyerjthing  great  which  thej  see  enraptores  them, 
becanse  thej  think  to  create  it  anew,  but  later  in  lue 
quite  annojs  them,  becanse,  alter  all,  thej  have  not  the 
power.  Thej  should,  howeyer,  perceive  that  it  is  just 
thej,  if  thej  know  earlj  how  to  guide-  their  ambition,  who 
have  drawn  the  finest  lot  of  yarioos  and  harmonizing 
powers.  Thej  seem  to  be  rightlj  fitted  for  the  enjoj- 
ment  of  all  that  is  beautiful,  as  well  as  for  moral  deyelop- 
ment  and  for  the  care  of  their  being,  for  whole  men,  -^ 
something  like  what  a  prince  mnst  be,  because  in  that 
Office  one  must  have  for  his  all-sided  destination  all-sided 
directions  of  effort  and  kinds  of  knowledge." 

Thej  stood,  as  he  said  this,  just  on  Mount  Ayentine ; 
before  them  the  Pjramid  of  Cestius,  that  epitaphium  of 
the  Heretics'  Churchjard,  wherein  so  manj  an  undevel- 
oped  artist  and  jouth  sleeps,  and,  near  bj,  the  loftj 
potshard  mountain  *  {monte  testaccto),  before  which  Al- 
bano  alwajs  passed  along  with  a  miserable,  sicklj  feel- 
ing  of  stale  dreariness.  The  shock  which  his  father's 
ideas  gave  his  own,  and  the  relationship  of  the  potshard 
mountain  to  the  strangers'  churchjard,  caused  Albano  to 

*  Wherein  Bince  the  time  of  Servius  Tullius  all  potshards  have 
been  thrown. 
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answer  rather  himself  than  hia  father,  with  a  melted  ice- 
drop  of  displeasure  in  his  eye :  "  Such  a  nameless  moun- 
tain  of  pots  is,  upon  the  whole,  also  the  historj  of  nations. 
Bat  one  wonld  mach  rather  kill  one's  seif  on  the  spot 
than,  after  a  long  life,  to  bnrj  one*s  seif  so  namelessly  and 
ingloriously  in  the  mass  at  last" 

After  his  union  with  himself,  he  grew  more  happy. 
Alreadj  he  began  with  zeal  to  set  himself  to  work,  agree- 
ably  to  his  natare,  which,  as  in  the  seed-com,  put  forth 
oat  of  one  seed-point  stem  and  root,  thoughts  and  actions. 

He  threw  all  other  pursuits  awaj,  and  studied  the  art 
of  war,  ancient  and  modern,  for  which  Dian  borrowed 
and  sapplied  him  the  books  and  the  study-chamber. 
With  unspeakable  delight  and  exaltation,  he  ran  ovcr 
again  the  sun-charts  of  the  Roman  histoiy,  here  on  the 
very  body  of  the  bumt-out  sun  itself,  and  often,  when  he 
read  descriptions  of  its  volcanic  eruptions,  he  stood  in  the 
very  craters  where  they  had  occurred. 

Dian  gave,  into  the  bargain,  his  knowledge  of  the  small 
Service,  and  gladly  gave  himself  for  bodily  exercises, 
when  he  had  previously  ushered  him  up  to  divine  Service 
ander  the  heaven  of  Haphael's  art,  where  graces,  like 
constellations,  walk  in  the  lofty  ether ;  for  with  Dian  body 
and  soul  were  one  casting ;  the  most  delicate  ocular  nerve 
and  the  hardest  brachial  muscle  were  one  band.  At  last, 
as  a  word  was  mach  more  disagreeable  to  him  than  an 
action,  and  as  he  had  much  rather  bestir  the  whole  body 
than  the  tongue,  he  introduced  to  the  Count  an  oratorical 
brother-in-arms,  a  young  Corsican,  all  alive,  as  if  formed 
oat  of  the  clear  marrow  of  life. 

The  two  young  men  loved  and  exercised  each  other  for 
a  time  in  romantic  freedom,  without  so  much  as  asking 
each  other's  name.     They  fought,  read,  swam.     The  Cor- 
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ncan  almost  idolized  Albaners  form,  strength,  liead,  and 
Boul,  and  poured  bis  whole  heart  into  (me  which  he  could 
not  wholly  oomprehend ;  as  manj  maidens  do  onlj  when 
in  love,  so  did  he  onlj  when  plajing  war  show  sonl  and 
fiense.  Albano'a  dear  gold  complacenüf  reflected  back 
the  Strange  ferm,  without,  like  glaas,  «nnihilating  its  own 
at  the  same  time. 

On  one  occasion  the  ^w  of  the  Gorsican  grew  into  a 
flame,  which  ahowed  up  the  whole  character  of  his  life  to 
bis  friend  in  a  brigfat  illnminationy  and  his  pecafiar  aim 
and  tbirsty  namelj»  for  Frenchmen's  blood,  ^  wbieh,*  he 
Said,  ^he  hoped  to  qoench  in  the  approaching  war." 
Had  Albano  been  like  bim,  then  would  thej,  like  fight- 
ing stags,  have  mortallj  entan^ed  tbemselves  in  eadi 
othei^s  antlers;  for  the  obstinate,  inflexible  coarage  of 
the  Goroican  —  more  a  sensnal  coarage  as  Albano^s  was 
more  a  spiritual  —  could  not  endure  a  contradiction. 
Like  his  class,  he  desired  of  Albano  a  right  strong 
backing  word  to  his  speech ;  but  Albano  said :  ^  This  is 
the  yery  greatness  in  war,  that  one  can  and  dare  do  with- 
out  exasperated  passion,  without  personal  enmi^,  all  that 
which  the  weakling  can  do  only  hj  such  means ;  verily 
it  were  nobler,"  said  he,  ^  to  kill  in  battle  a  loved  than  a 
hated  one."  ^  Sillj  chimeras  I "  said  the  Gorsican,  an- 
grily ;  "  what  ?  Thou  wilt  kill  the  French  and  yet  love 
them  ?  "  Albano's  magnanimity  threw  off  at  once  every 
timid  mask,  and  he  said :  ^  In  oae  word,  I  shall  aome  time 
fight  /or  the  French  and  with  them."  «Thou,  false  one?" 
said  the  Gorsican,  «  impossible  I  Against  me  ?  "  «  No," 
replied  Albano,  "  I  pray  Grod  that  we  may  never  meet  in 
that  hour!"  "And  I  will  supplicate  Hirn  right  eamesüy," 
said  the  Gorsican,  "  that  we  never  may  meet  again  at  all 
except  one  day  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet.    Adio!"    So 
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sajingy  he  tumed  on  his  heel  in  a  furj  and  never  came 
back  again. 

106.  CYCLE. 

UNLIKE  other  üitiiers,  Graspard  had  been,  since  the 
first  battle  about  war,  the  same  as  ever,  jesy  ahnost 
better  than  ever;  with  his  old  respect  for  every  strong 
individualitj,  he  took  it  quite  agreeably  that  the  san  of 
the  youth  entered  so  perceptibly  into  the  signs  of  summer, 
and  soared  above  the  earth  higher  as  well  as  warmer. 

He  gave  him  the  nearest  proof  of  his  nndiminished 
regard  in  the  faet,  that,  amidst  the  gradual  preparations 
for  retuming  to  Pestitz,  he  answered  in  the  affirmative  to 
a  quite  unexpected  wish  of  his  son's  for  —  Separation. 
That  is  to  say,  Albano,  who  now,  like  ivy,  wandered  with 
all  bis  blossoms  and  twigs  among  the  monuments  of  the 
heroic  past,  and  twined  himself  faster  and  faster  around 
them,  would  not  part  from  Rome  without  having  seen 
Naples.  To  reinforce  his  own  longing  came  also  Dian's 
Inspiration  for  the  daughter-land  of  his  father-land,  for 
the  splendor  of  its  sky  and  earth,  for  its  Grecian  ruins, 
wfich  the  Architeet  preferred  to  the  Roman.  ^In 
Bome,"  Dian  had  said,  '^  you  have  the  past ;  in  Naplesj 
on  the  other  hand,  the  bold  present.  I  will  accompany 
you  to  and  fro,  and  we  will  go  home  together.  For  you 
are  not,  to  be  sure,  as  yet,  properly  speaking,  versed  in 
the  beautüul,  but  in  nature,  in  the  heroic  and  in  effect 
Naples  is  the  place,  then."  The  Ejiight  —  although  the 
whde  object  of  the  joumey  had  been  already  gained  by 
Albano's  having  regained  his  spirits  —  consented  without 
hesitation  to  the  appendix  of  a  second,  on  the  condition 
that  he  should  not  stay  behind  longer  than  a  month. 

But  just  at  this  time,  when  his  inner  world  seemed  at 
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libertj  to  tone  itself  so  harmoniouälj,  came  hostile  dis- 
cords  nearer  and  nearer,  which  at  a  distance  he  still  took 
for  harmonies.  The  discord  evolved  itself  slowlj  out  of 
his  indefinite  connection  with  the  Princess,  becaose  everj 
such  connection  with  women  decides  itself  ODoomfortablj 
at  last,  seldomer  ending  in  love  than  in  hatred. 

The  Princess  hitherto  had  done  and  snffered  eyeiy« 
thingy  in  order  to  be  dangeroos  to  him,  even  befbre  she 
became  intelligible.  She  played  Liana  as  well  as  she 
knew  how,  and  took  out  of  her  theatrical  wardrobe  the 
non's  Teil  of  a  religious  virginity,  although  women  of 
genius  are  mostlj  sceptical,  as  men  of  genius  are  creda- 
lous.  She  made  him  the  oonfidant  of  her  past  life,  and 
gave  the  historj  of  those  who  had  died  for  her,  or  at 
least  pined  awaj,  and  she  told  all  this,  after  the  manner 
of  women,  with  more  satis&ction  than  remorse ;  onlj  her 
connection  with  his  father  she  indulgently  let  rise  from 
its  grave  behind  a  touching  nun's  veil,  and  in  fact  imitated 
the  son  in  his  respect  for  the  EInight,  whom  in  her  soul 
she  bitterly  hated.  When  Albano  for  hours  forgot  the 
present,  and  steadfastly  gazed  into  the  sacrificial  fire  of 
the  past  and  of  art,  and  showed  her  on  the  mountains*of 
his  World  flames  which  burned  not  on  her  altar,  then  did 
she  patiently  accompany  him  on  this  road  of  art,  and 
only  stopped  when  she  could,  before  spots  where  one  had 
a  view  of  the  —  present 

He  became  dailj  her  warmer  friend,  without  so  much 
as  dreaming  of  her  intentions.  Only  a  man  —  no  woman 
—  can  whoUy  overlook  another's  love  ;  the  love  which  is 
long  overlooked  seldom,  if  ever,  becomes  a  reciprocated 
love.  Albano  was  too  delicate  to  presuppose  in  the  be- 
loved  of  his  father,  and  in  the  wife  of  another,  and  in  a 
friend  of  his  own  beloved,  this  desire  of  an  improprietj. 
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MoreoTer,  he  always  placed  quite  as  small  a  reliance 
npon  bis  desert  as  he  did  a  great  reliance  on  his  right. 

She  doubted,  but  despaired  not  of  a  warmer  feeling  on 
his  part.  A  woman  hopes  as  long  as  a  second  does  not 
hope  with  her.  Albano's  nocturnal  visits  to  the  Capitol 
and  the  Colosseum  were  always  found  by  the  eyes  which 
followed  him  to  be  worthy  of  his  noble  character.  Daily 
did  the  firm  youth  become  dearer  to  her  by  his  new  bloom 
and  by  his  manly  development.  Sometimes  she  strongly 
hoped,  beguiled  by  his  friendly  sincerity  and  by  that 
heroic  melancholy  which  was  not  to  be  explained  by  her 
on  any  other  principle,  far  or  near.  This  to  her  so  un- 
usual  rising  and  sinking  on  her  waves  shook  her  health 
and  her  character,  and  she  became  involuntarily  more 
like  Liana,  with  whose  dove's  plumage  she  had  in  the 
beginning  been  fain  only  to  an-ay  herseif  in  white ;  the 
sparkling  sun-rainbow  became  a  moon-rainbow ;  with  her 
strong  powers  she  flung  half  of  her  former  seif  away,  — 
her  mania  for  decoration,  art,  and  pleasing,  —  and  she 
became  intensely  uneasy  when  a  Roman  fair  one,  with 
southem  hveliness  exclaimed,  as  often  happened,  behind 
the  Count,  as  he  walked  before  her,  "  How  beautiful  he 
is  I "  Sorely  was  she  punished  for  her  earlier  malicious 
sportings  with  others'  hearts  and  sorrows  by  her  own ; 
but  such  dark  days  are  the  very  ones  in  which  love  more 
especially  roots  itself,  as  trees  are  best  grafted  in  cloudy 
days. 

Albano  observed  her  change.  The  charming  melan- 
choly of  her  once  vigorous  countenance,  this  reflection  of 
her  silent  cloud,  moved  him  to  a  sympathizing  inquiry 
into  her  health  and  happiness.  She  answered  him  so 
oonfusedly  and  confoundingly,  —  sometimes  even  imput- 
ing  to  Albano,  with  all  his  sharp-sightedness,  dissimola- 
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tion  and  wickedness,  —  that  she  led  him  into  the  strängest 
error. 

Namely,  under  so  great  a  certainty  that  some  earth- 
shadow  had  passed  across  her  whole  life,  and  would  not 
stu»,  he  must  needs  seek  the  body  which  cast  it,  —  which 
was,  in  his  mind,  Gkispard,  whom  she,  as  he  imagined, 
still  loved.  He  earried  this  presomption  back  very  rea- 
sonably  through  all  her  earlier  conversations  and  looks. 
It  was  so  natural  that  they  who  were  at  an  earlier  period 
separated  by  a  throne  ^ould  now,  in  this  lovely  land  of 
free  connections,  long  for  each  other  again.  Beside  all 
this,  the  Knight  had,  according  to  his  in'exorable  irony, 
reeeived  her  show  of  courting  him  with  show  on  his  part, 
—  that  is  to  say,  with  seriousness,  —  and  therefore  always 
served  himself  up  as  a  side-dish  to  her  enjoyment  of  his 
son,  and  earried  over  an  afler-winter  into  the  spring. 
This  double  show  Albano  recalled  to  himself  as  double 
truth. 

Then,  too,  fate  stepped  in  suddenly  among  his  new 
conclusions.  His  father  was  taken  dangerously  sick  of 
an  unnerving  spring-fever,  caught  from  the  sirocco-wind. 
"  Take  no  special  interest,"  said  Gaspard  to  him,  "  either 
in  my  sufferings  or  expressions.  I  have,  in  such  situa- 
tions,  a  weakness  which  I  am  afterwards  ashamed  of,  and 
yet  cannot  avoid."  Albano  was  moved,  by  many  an  un- 
expected  outbreak  of  the  sick  man's  heart,  even  to  the 
wärmest  love.  K  the  ruins  of  a  temple  inspire  melan- 
choly,  thought  he,  why  shall  not  the  ruins  of  a  great  soul 
affect  me  so  still  more  ?  There  are  men  füll  of  colossal 
relics,  like  the  earth  itself.  In  their  deep  heart,  already 
grown  cold,  lie  fossil  flowers  of  a  fairer  period ;  they 
resemble  northem  rocks,  on  which  are  found  the  impress 
of  Indian  flowers. 
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The  sickness  undermined  itself.  Gaspard  remamed 
without  sympathy  for  himself ;  only  his  affairs,  not  bis 
end,  troubled  him.  He  held  private  interviews  with  his 
8tep-&ther  Lauria,  by  way  of  impressing  the  finishing 
black  seal  of  justice  on  his  life.  An  express  must  stand 
in  readiness  to  fly,  the  moment  after  his  death,  with  a 
letter  to  Linda;  his  son  must  himself  break  one  open, 
and  deliver  a  sealed  one  to  the  Princess.  Very  harshlj 
and  imperiously  did  he  demean  himself  toward  the  son, 
when  he  demanded  of  him  an  oath,  immediatelj  after  his 
death,  to  travel  off  to  Pestitz  ;  for  when  Albano,  who  so 
longed  to  see  Naples,  and  upon  whom  all  these  conditions, 
presupposing  his  father's  death,  feil  hard,  hesitatingly 
declined,  Gaspard  said,  "That  is  so  really  human  and 
common,  to  bewail  the  pains  of  others  immoderately,  and 
Bjmpathize  with  them  sincerely,  and  yet  ungraciously  to 
sharpen  then^  so  soon  as  the  smallest  thing  must  be  done." 
Albano  gave  his  word  and  oath,  and  never  let  himself  be 
Seen  by  his  father  again,  when  he  wept  out  of  a  child's 
love. 

Unexpectedly  there  presented  himself  before  this  sick- 
bed  Gkispard's  nearest  and  earliest  kinsman,  his  brother. 
Albano  stood  Tby  when  the  stränge  being  came  up  and 
Bpake  to  the  mortally  sick  man,  and  turned  two  stiff, 
glassy  eyes,  which  looked  as  if  they  had  been  set  in, 
quite  away  from  him  with  whom  he  spake,  —  so  fantastic, 
and  yet  füll  of  the  cold  world  toward  his  dying  brother, 
—  with  loosely  hanging  face-skin  upon  i^ignificant  face- 
bones,  —  a  gray  were-wolf  on  his  bind  legs,  just  charmed 
out  of  the  beastly  hide  into  the  human  skin,  —  like  the 
destroying  angel,  a  destroying  man,  and  yet  without  pas- 
aon.  It  stretched  out  toward  Albano  its  long  band,  but 
he,  repelled  by  something  mmamable,  could  not  grasp  it. 
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This  brother  said  he  had  come  from  Pestitz,  —  handed 
over  two  letters  from  there,  one  to  Gaspard,  one  for  the 
Princess,  —  and  began  to  say  something  about  his  travels, 
which  seemed  uncommonly  acute,  fantastical,  leamed, 
incredible,  and  oft  really  .  unintelligible.  Once  Albano 
Said,  "  That  is  a  downright  impossibility."  He  beguo  the 
narration  again,  made  it  still  more  incredible,  and  insisted 
it  was  actually  so.  Thereupon  he  went  away,  to  Greece, 
as  he  said,  and  took  the  coolest  leave  imaginable  of  his 
djing  brother. 

Gaspard  now  said  to  Albano,  "  I  should  like  to  have 
you,  after  my  death,  rightly  estimate  this  strangeling,  if 
he  ever  comes  near  you,  or  rather  avoid  him  altogether, 
as  he  never  says  a  true  word,  and  that  from  a  pure  and 
disinterested  delight  in  pure  lies;  still  more,"  he  con- 
tinued,  "  shun  the  deep,  deadly  scorpion-sting*  of  Bouve- 
rot,  as  well  as  his  cheating  band  at  play."  Albano  was 
surprised  at  the  aspect  of  this  speech  (agreeably  so  at  its 
moral  sbarpness),  for  he  had  hitherto  imagined  that  he 
found  in  his  father  quite  other  sentiments  regarding 
Bouverot. 

The  next  day  he  found  his  father  already  with  his 
foot  on  the  steps  to  come  up  out  of  th'e  tomb.  The 
express  had  been  discharged,  —  all  letters  remanded, 
>—  the  Prince  Lauria  stood  there  with  beaming  face. 
"  Simply  another's  sickness  has  cured  me  of  mine,"  said 
the  father.  The  letter  which  his  brother  had  brought 
him  from  Pestitz  had  contained  the  intelligence  that  his 
old  friend,  the  reigning  Prince,  was  swiftly  approaching 
his  last  hour,  because  they  had  held  his  dropgy  to  be 
emhonpoint,  and  had  delayed  the  treatment  of  it.  "I 
hope,"  said  Gaspard,  "  to  have  been  so  wholesomely  agi- 
tated  by  my  sympathies  in  this  matter,  that  I  shall  still 
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be  able  to  make  tho  joumey  in  season  for  the  last  hour 
of  friendship."  Hc  added,  that  then  this  journey  would 
makc  way  again  for  Albano's  to  Naples. 

Then  came  the  Princess  in  consternation  about  the 
letter,  which  announced  her  husband's  danger  and  her 
own  departure.  Gaspard  answered  by  giving  his  son  a 
hint  expressive  of  his  desire  for  a  private  interview  with 
her.  They  remained  alone  together  for  a  long  time.  At 
last  the  Princess  came  back  quite  changed,  and  begged 
him,  with  almost  stammering  hesitation,  to  accompany 
her  to  the  opera  seria,  She  was  moved  and  embarrassed, 
her  eyes  glistening,  her  features  inspired ;  his  father,  too, 
he  found  excited,  but  apparently  strengthened. 

Here  a  long  beam  of  noonday  shot  through  his  whole 
previous  labyrinthine  wood,  namely,  the  confirmed  pre- 
samption  «f  his  father's  love,  which  now,  through  the 
approaching  dissolution  of  the  marriage  chain  of  the 
Princess,  and  in  the  debility  of  sickness  had  broken  out 
more  strongly;  hence  Gaspard's  letter  to  the  Princess, 
hence  their  keeping  together  in  Rome  and  on  the  way 
thither,  &c. 

Never  did  Albano  love  his  energetic  father  more  than 
after  this  discovery  of  a  tender  sentiment;  and  toward 
the  Princess  his  heart  now  grew  from  a  friend  to  be  all 
at  once  a  son.  Besides,  as  among  the  five  prizes  of  he- 
reditary  human  love  he  had  gained  only  one,  —  a  father 
(no  mother,  no  brother,  no  sister,  and  no  child), —  so  was 
he  filled  with  this  new  delight  at  the  gain  of  a  mother.. 
All  that  respect  could  do,  warmth  express,  and  hope 
betray,  he  indulged. 

It  was  a  night  when  in  Eome  spring  already  threw 
flowers  again  through  the  clouds  of  winter.  At  the  the- 
atre  they  gave  Mozart's  Tito.     How  on  a  foreign  soil  is 
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one  carried  away  by  a  strain  from  one*s  natiye  land, 
which  has  foUowed  him  hitberl  The  lark  that  sings 
over  Roman  ruins  exactly  as  over  German  fields  is  the 
dove  which,  with  her  well-known  song,  brmgs  us  the 
olive-branch  from  cur  native  land.  Up  to  this  time, 
Albano,  on  the  Alpine  road  over  ruins,  had  sent  bis  eje 
eagerly  forward  only  along  the  future  race-groand  of  war^ 
and  bad  seldom  raised  it  toward  the  heaven  where  tiie 
glorified  Liana  was,  and  he  had  forcibly  dashed  away 
every  rising  tear.  But  now  bis  sick  fatber  bad  lifted  the 
curtain  of  the  bed  under  the  ground  where  her  remains 
slept;  now  did  the  clear  stream  of  tones  which  bad 
passed  through  the  lands  of  bis  youth  and  bis  paradises 
come  all  at  once  strongly  over  the  mountains,  and  mur- 
mur  down  so  near  to  him  with  its  old  waters.  At  first 
bis  spirit  defended  itself  against  the  old,  slumbering  days, 
which  spoke  in  their  sleep  ;  bui  when  at  length  the  tones 
which  Liana  berself  had  once  played  and  sung  before 
him  came  across  over  the  hier  of  the  mountains,  and  hung 
down  as  shining  tapestries  of  golden  days,  —  when  he  re- 
flected  what  hours  he  and  Liana  might  have  found  here, 
but  bad  not  found,  —  then  bis  dark  grief  ran  up  the  scale 
of  tones  as  an  evil,  plundering  genius,  and  Albano  saw 
bis  dreadful  loss  stand  clearly  in  heaven.  Then  he 
tumed  not  bis  eye  toward  the  Princess,  but  in  the  con- 
secration  of  music  pressed  the  band  by  which  the  departed 
Saint  was  once  to  have  come  into  these  fields.  By  and 
by  he  said,  "  I  sball,  in  the  rieh  Naples,  long  more  and 
more  after  my  only  female  friend,  and  envy  the  happy 
man  who  is  permitted  to  accompany  her."  She  feil  into 
great  emotion  at  this  new  intelligence  of  bis  intended 
Separation,  and  into  a  still  greater  at  bis  passionate  trans- 
formation,  which  she  knew  bow  to  deduce,  with  the  rieb- 
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est  dowry  for  her  tenderest  hopes,  from  her  departure, 
and  even  the  approaching  departure  of  her  spouse.  But 
she  concealed  the  greater  emotion  behmd  the  lesser. 
They  parted  from  each  other  with  mutual  joys  and 
errors.  Albano  was  made  more  aiid  more  happy  hy  the 
improTement  of  his  father's  health;  the  Prmcess  was 
made  so  by  the  increase  of  the  son's  warmth,  and  her  life 
moonted  out  of  the  ship  of  war  into  an  express-balloon, 
an  air-vessel  wmged  with  tidings  of  peace.  Thus  did 
both  approach  closer  and  closer  to  the  curtain,  whose 
pictures  they  took  for  the  seenery  of  the  stage  itself,  only 
to  be  80  mach  the  more  astonished  when  it  rose. 

107.    CYCLE. 

THE-dried-up  bed  of  the  Knight's  life  had  been 
richly  inundated  again  by  the  agitations  of  his 
heart.  Even  because,  in  well  days,  he  held  himself  to- 
gether,  like  mountains,  with  ice  and  moss,  so  in  sick 
days,  it  seemed,  did  a  real,  internal  commotion  more 
easily  restore  his  old  energy  and  repose.  He  armed 
and  eqnipped  himself  for  travelling,  which  best  built  up 
and  built  upon  his  capricious  body.  The  Princess  put 
off  her  departure  from  day  to  day,  merely  in  the  firm  and 
ardent  expectation  that  Albano  would  impart  to  her,  to 
take  with  her  on  her  way,  the  fairest  concluding  word  of 
her  whole  life.  In  Albano  this  blooming  land  awakened 
longings  for  —  Spain,  and  Naples,  he  hoped,  would  ap- 
pease  them.  Spring  was  already  dawning  upon  Bome, 
and  rising  in  Naples  ;  the  nightingale  and  man  sang  all 
night  long,  and  the  almond-trees  were  everywhere  in 
bloom.  But  it  seemed  as  if  the  three  travellers  were 
waiting  for  each  other.     Could  the  Princess  hurry  awaj 
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from  tbe  heart  upon  which  her  being  bloomed  and  took 
root,  —  sbe,  likc  a  torn-up  rosemary  twig,  whose  roots,  at 
the  same  time  with  those  of  a  germinating  wheat-grain, 
take  a  double  hold  of  the  earth  ?  Albano,  too,  would  not 
hasten  the  hour  which  cast  him  into  remote'  comers  of  the 
earth,  far  away  at  once  from  bis  father  and  bis  friend,  — 
them  mto  an  after-winter,  him  into  an  early  and  latter 
spring,  —  and  least  of  all  just  now.  Bus  spirit  had  ap- 
peased  itself,  and  become  reconciled  with  itself,  hj  the 
Resolution  of  war.  His  Portici  was  gloriouslj  built  up  on 
the  buried  Herculaneum  of  his  past. 

A  letter  from  Pestitz  decided  matters..  The  mortally 
ßick  Prince  wrote  to  the  Pfincess,  and  begged  to  see  her 
again;  the  letter  was  hke  a  fire,  bursting  the  common 
ground  and  scattering  all  that  stand  thereupon ;  the  three 
confederates  formed  the  purpose  to  set  off  on  one  and  the 
same  day,  —  on  one  morning,  —  so  that  one  dawn  might 
ßhed  its  gold  into  three  travelling-carriages  at  once. 

Yet  one  thing  the  Princess  desired  on  the  evening  pre- 
vious  to  the  departure,  namely,  Albano's  Company  to  the 
dome  of  St.  Peter's  in  the  moming ;  sbe  wisbed  to  take 
Rome  once  more  into  her  parting  soul,  when  the  dawn 
in  its  redness  and  splendor  gilded  the  city.  Albano,  too, 
was  glad  to  drink  the  must  of  a  fiery  hour,  which  might 
clear  itself  up  into  an  eternal  wine  for  the  whole  of  Ufe  ; 
for  he  knew  not  that  the  lively  Princess,  —  made  still 
more  lively  by  Italy,  —  after  waiting  so  long  and  impa- 
tiently  for  the  fairest  word  from  his  lips,  at  last  ventured 
indignantly  upon  a  parting  hour,  in  which  it  must  escape 
from  him. 

Early  before  sunrise,  when,  in  Rome,  many  more  go  to 
bed  than  get  up,  he  waited  upon  her ;  only  her  faithful 
Haltermann  accompanied  them.     She  still  glowed  with 
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her  night-long  vigils,  and  seemed  very  much  moved. 
Rome  still  slept ;  occasionally  they  were  met  by  coaches 
and  families,  which  were  just  finishing  their  night  The 
sky  stood  cool  and  blue  over  the  dawning  mom,  the  fresh 
Bon  of  the  fair  night 

The  wide  circus  before  St.  Peter's  Church  was  solitary 
and  dumb  as  the  saints  npon  the  columns ;  the  fountains 
spoke :  one  constellation  more  went  out  above  the  obelisk. 
They  went  up  by  the  winding  stairway  of  a  hundred  and 
fifly  Steps  to  the  roof  of  the  church,  and  came  out  through 
a  Street  of  houses,  columns,  little  cupolas  and  towers, 
through  four  doors  into  the  monstrous  dorne,  —  into  a 
yaulted  night  In  the  depths  below  the  tetnple  rested, 
like  a  broad,  gloomy,  lonesome  Valley  with  houses  and 
trees,  a  holy  abyss,  and  they  walked  along  close  by  the 
mosaic^iants,  the  broad  colored  clouds  on  the  heaven  of 
the  dorne.  While  they  were  ascending  in  the  high  vault, 
Aurora's  golden  foam  glistened  redder  and  redder  on  the 
Windows,  and  fire  and  night  swam  into  each  other  among 
the  arches. 

They  hastened  yet  higher  and  looked  out,  just  as  a 
Single  living  ray  darted  upon  the  world,  as  out  of  an  eye, 
from  behind  the  mountains ;  around  the  old  Alban  moun- 
taan  smoked  a  hundred  glowing  clouds,  as  if  his  cold  cra- 
ter  was  again  bringing  forth  a  flame-day,  and  the  eagles 
with  golden  wings  baptized  in  the  sun  flew  slowly  along 
over  the  clouds.  All  at  once  the  sun-god  stood  upon  the 
fair  ridge ;  he  stood  erect  in  heaven,  and  rent  away  the 
network  of  night  from  the  covered  earth ;  then  bumed 
the  Obelisks  and  the  Colosseum  and  Borne  from  hill  to 
hill,  and  on  the  solitary  Campagna  sparkled  in  manifold 
windings  the  yellow  giant  snake  of  the  world,  the  Tiber, 
—  all  clouds  dissipated  themselves  into  the  depths  of 
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heaven,  and  golden  light  ran  from  Toscnlam  and  from 
Tivoli,  and  from  the  vine-hills  into  the  many-colored 
plains,  over  the  scattered  villas  and  cottages,  into  the 
citron  and  oak  groves ;  low  in  the  far  west  the  sea  was 
again  as  at  evcning,  when  the  hot  god  Visits  it,  füll  of 
splendor,  ever  kindled  hj  him,  and  became  his  etemal 
dew.* 

In  the  moming  world  below  lay  far  and  wide  the  great, 
still  Rome, — no  living  city,  a  solitary,  enormous,  enchant- 
ed  garden  of  the  old,  hidden,  heroic  spirits,  laid  out  oa 
twelve  hüls.  The  nnpeopled  pleasui*e-garden  of  spirits 
announced  itself  hj  its  green  meadows  and  cypresses 
between  palaces,  and  bj  its  broad,  open  stairwajs  and 
columnä  and  bridges,  by  its  ruins  and  high  fountains  and 
garden  of  Adonis,  and  its  green  mountains  and  temples 
of  the  gods ;  -the  broad  city  avenues  had  passed  away ; 
the  Windows  were  barred  up ;  on  the  roofs  the  stony  dead 
looked  steadfastly  at  each  other  ;  only  the  gllstening 
fountain  waters  were  awake  and  alive  and  active,  and 
a  Single  nightingale  sighed,  as  if  she  would  die  at  last. 

"  That  is  great,"  said  Albano,  at  length,  "  that  all  is 
solitary  down  below  and  one  sees  no  present.  The  old 
heroic  spirits  -can  pursue  their  existence  in  the  vast 
vacuity,  and  march  through  their  old  arches  and  temples 
and  play,  up  on  the  columns,  with  the  ivy ." 

"Nothing,"  replied  the  Princess,  «is  wanting  to  the 
magnificence  but  this  dorne,  which  from  the  Capitol  we 
might  in  fact  see  besides.  But  never  shall  I  forget  this 
Spot." 

"  What  were  all  beside  ?  "  said  he.     «  The  flat  regions 

*  This  ezpressioQ  seems  to  be  borrowed  from  Goethe's  "Fisher":— 
**  Lockt  dich  dein  eigen  Angesicht, 
Nicht  her  in  etoigen  Thau  ?  "  —  Tb. 
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of  life  in  general  pass  by  without  a  memorial;  from 
manj  a  long  past  no  echo  reverberates,  because  no 
mountain  breaks  tbe  broad  surface !  But  Rome  and 
this  hour  with  you  will  live  within  us  forever." 

"  Albano,"  eaid  she,  "  why  must  we  find  each  other  so 
late  and  part  so  early  ?  Yonder  goes  your  way  along  by 
tbe  Tiber, —  God  grant  into  no  devouring  sea ! " 

"  And  yonder  goes  yours  over  the  bright  mountains," 
8£ud  he.  She  took  bis  band,  for  bis  tone  expressed  and 
excited  so  mach  emotion.  Divinely  gleamed  the  world 
from  the  dark  spring  flowers  even  up  to  the  lofty  Capitol, 
and  the  bells  sounded  down  the  hours;  the  festal  fires 
of  day  blazed  on  all  heights ;  life  was  broad  and  high 
as  the  prospeet;  bis  eye  stood  under  a  tear, — no  sad  one, 
however,  but  such  a  tear  as  when  the  world's  eye  glances 
sunnily  under  the  water,  and  has  higher  hues,  which  the 
dry  world  destroys.  He  pressed  her  liand,  she  his. 
"  Princess,  friend,"  said  he,  "  how  I  esteem  you !  After 
this  holy  hour  we  separate.  I  would  fain  give  you  a 
sign  that  shall  not  pass  away,  and  say  a  hold  word  to  my 
father,  which  should  express  myself  and  my  respeet,  and 
which,  perhaps,  might  solve  many  a  riddle." 

Her  eye  feil,  and  she  merely  said,  "May  you  ven- 
ture ?  "  "0  forbid  it  not ! "  said  he ;  "  so  many  a  divine 
bliss  has  been  lost  by  one  hour's  hesitation.  When  shall 
man  act  extraordinarily,  then,  except  in  extraordinary 
situations  ?  "  She  was  silent,  awaiting  the  morning-sound 
of  love,  and  in  a  continued  pressure  of  hands  they  went 
down  from  the  lofty  place.  Alban's  being  was  a  trembling 
flame.  The  Princess  comprehended  not  why  he  still 
deferred  this  spring-tone ;  no  more  did  he  see  through 
her,  unskilled  in  reading  women  and  their  broken  words, 
those  picture-poems,  half  form  and  only  half  speech. 
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Just  as  if  an  eagle  had  flown  down  &om  his  moming 
ßplendor,  and,  as  a  predatory  genius,  flapped  his  wings 
over  his  eyes  ;  so  had  the  flashing  mom  dazzled  him  so 
exceedingly  that  he  meant  to  venture,  now  in  the  parting 
hour,  to  be  mediator  between  his  father  and  the  Princess, 
by  a  Word  which  should  take  away  the  partition-wall 
between  their  loves.  His  delicacy  made  many  an  objeo- 
tion  against  this  proeeeding,  but  when  a  weighty.object 
was  in  sight,  there  was  nothing  he  so  abhorred  as  quailing 
caution ;  and  daring  he  held  to  be  worth  as  much  to  a 
man  as  winning. 

The  Princess,  misunderstanding,  but  not  mistrusting, 
followed  him  into  his  father*s  höuse  with  an  expeetation— 
bolder  than  his — that  he  would  perhaps  aetually  confess 
to  the  Knight  his  love  for  her.  They  found  the  father 
alone  and  very  serious.  Albano,  although  aware  of  his 
aversion  to  bodily  signs  of  the  heart,  feil  on  his  neck 
with  the  half-choked  words  of  the  wish:  "Father!  a 
mother ! "  To  this  childlike  relation  had  his  previous 
feelings  raised  and  refined  themselves.  "  Heavens, 
Count ! "  cried  the  Princess,  astounded  and  enraged  at 
Albano's  assumed  Insinuation.  The  Knight,  sparkling 
with  wrath,  and  füll  of  horror,  seized  a  pistol,  saying, 
"Unlucky — "  but  before  one  knew  at  which  of  the  three 
he  would  shoot  it  off,  his  numbness  seized  and  held  him 
like  a  coiling  snake  imprisoned  in  a  murderous  embrace. 
"  Count,  did  I  understand  you  ?  "  said  the  Princess,  fling- 
ing  the  word  at  him,  indifferent  toward  the  petrified  foe. 
"O  God,"  Said  Albano,  moved  by  the  sight  of  the  paternal 
form,  "  I  meant  no  one  ! "  "  None  were  capable  of 
that,"  said  she,  "  but  a  base  creature.  Farewell.  May  I 
never  meet  you  again  ! "     So  saying,  she  went  off. 

Albano  stayed,  unconcerned  as  to  whether  he  himself ' 
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was  not  meant  by  the  pistol  at  the  side  of  the  sick  man, 
who  had  stiffened  exactly  opposite  to  a  man's  corpse 
across  the  way  which  they  were  just  busied  in  painting. 
Gradually  life  wrestled  again  out  of  winter,  and  the 
Knight,  as  cataleptics  must,  finished  the  address  which 
he  had  begun  with  the  word  "ünlucky  — "  "woman, 
of  whom  art  thou  mother  ?  '*  He  came  to  himself  and 
looked.wakefuUy  around ;  but  soon  the  lava  of  wrath  ran 
again  through  his  snow:  "ünlucky  boy,  what  was  the 
talk  about?'*  Albano  disclosed  to  him,  with  innocent 
soul,  that  he  had  cherished  the  hope,  in  the  probable  event 
of  the  Prince's  death,  of  a  union  between  his  father  and 
the  Princess,  and  for  himself,  of  the  good  fortune  of 
having  a  mother. 

"  You  young  people  always  imagine  one  cannot  have 
any  genuine  love  without  carrying  it  out  and  directing  it 
to  some  one,"  replied  Gaspard,  and  began  to  laugh  hard 
and  to  find  something  very  comic  in  the  "sentimental 
misunderstanding  " ;  but  Albano^  asked  him  now  very 
seriously  about  the  origin  of  his  misunderstanding.  Gas- 
pard gave  him  the  following  account:  Lately,  in  his 
sickness,  he  had,  upon  the  first  news  of  the  Prince's 
approaching  death,  a  desperate  battle  with  the  Princess, 
who  in  the  event  of  this  death  desired  a  regency,  —  or 
guardianship,  —  even  on  the  bare  ground  of  the  possi- 
bility  of  an  heir  to  the  princely  hat.  The  Blnight  said 
to  her  decidedly  this  possiUlity  was  an  impossibiHty,  and 
he  would,  without  further  preamble,  attack  her  with  new 
proo&  yet  unknown  to  her.  He  gave  her  directly  to 
understand  that  he  was  even  armed  against  the  case  of 
an  ocular  demonstration  of  the  contrary  (a  Hereditary 
Prince)  being  presented  to  him.  The  Princess  replied 
with  bittemess,  she  could  not  conceive  why  he  need  in  the 
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least  concem  himself  anj  more  about  the  Haarhaar  line 
and  succession,  or  take  anj  more  care  for  it  than  for  that 
of  Hohenfliess,  He  brought  her  even  to  tears,  for  he 
could  unsparinglj  hurl  the  most  barbarous  words,  like 
harpoons,  deep  into  her  heart ;  he  had  the  perfect  resolu- 
tion  of  a  statesman,  who,  hke  a  great  bird  of  prey,  drives 
the  yictim,  which  he  can  neither  conquer  nor  draw  awaj, 
to  a  precipice,  and  beats  it  over  the  brink  with  hi^  wings, 
in  Order  that  he  maj  find  it  subdued  for  him  down  below. 
A  life  which  even  as  it  passes  awaj,  like  the  sinking 
glaciers,  discovers  old  corpses!  Just  as  the  happj  one 
spreads  out  his  love  of  an  individual  warminglj  over 
humanitj,  so  does  the  misanthrope  hold  the  stinging  focus 
(or  freezing-point)  of  his  broad  and  general  coldness 
toward  humanifj  at  one  great  foe  alone,  whereas  pre- 
viously  every  smaller  offence  was  forgiven  the  individual, 
and  imputed  only  to  mankind  in  a  mass. 

Tliis,  then,  was  that  secret  interview  whose  traces 
Albano  had  taken  for  fairer  emotions  than  of  hatred. 
*^And  now,"  said  the  Knight  openly,  in  order  to  punish 
his  high  feeling  with  cutting  impudence,  "  when  thou 
madest  to  me  the  concise  and  obscure  speech :  *  A  mother  I ' 
I  could  not  but  take  thee  for  the  father,  and  from  this  thou 
mayst  easily  explain  the  rest."  "  Father,"  said  he,  "  that 
was  a  crying  injustice  to  each  " ;  and  departed  with  three 
hot  wounds,  torn  in  him  by  the  trident  of  fate,  At  his 
departure  Gaspard  reminded  him  to  keep  his  word  of 
retuming  in  a  month,  and  added  jokingly,  that  the  old 
man  whom  they  were  painting  over  yonder  was  a  Ger- 
man  gentleman,  with  whom  he  once  carried  on  the  joke 
of  a  sudden  conversion.* 

Before  an  hour  Albano  was  travelling  with  his  Dian 
•  See  Titan,  8d  Cycle.    [PaiMingj  i.  e.  rouging  of  the  cheeks. — Tb.] 
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out  of  the  OlmniDated  Rome.  The  blue  heavens,  floating 
down,  undulated  on  the  heights  and  on  the  dorne  of  St. 
Peter's,  and  long  shadows,  begemmed  with  pearls  of  dew, 
Btill  slept  on  the  flowers  ;  but  the  blessed  morn  had  flown 
fiur  back  out  of  .the  hard  day.  They  met  before  the 
gate  a  circular  crowd,  who  stood  around  the  beautiful 
form  of  one  murdered,  and  who  repeated,  with  a  pleased 
expresaion,  over  the  prostrate  body,  instead  of  casting  the 
Word  with  Indignation  in  the  teeth  of  the  murderer, 
**  Qtumio  e*  heßo  /  ***  And  Albano  thought  how  often  they 
had  exclaüned  behind  his  back^  ^  Quanto  e'  hello  I  ** 

•  HowbeautiMheisI 
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Letter  froh  Pestttz.  —  Mola.  —  The  Heayenlt  Ascensioh  . 
or  A  MoNK.— Naflbs.  — IscHiA.  — The  kew   Gift  or  thb 

GODS. 

108.    CYCLE. 

LITTLE  light  in  our  apartment  can  screen 
US  against  the  blinding  effect  of  the  whole 
heaven-broad  lightning-glare ;  so  it  needs  in 
US  only  a  Single,  constantly  shining  idea  and 
tendency,  that  the  rapid  alteraation  of  flame  and  light  in 
the  outer  world  may  not  dizzy  us.  Had  not  Albano  had 
an  end  in  view  which  could  be  seen  far-off,  —  had  he  not 
kept  before  his  eye  an  obelisk  in  his  life-path,  —  how 
long  would  the  last  scene,  with  its  pangs  cutting  through 
each  other,  have  confounded  him  !  Now  he  was  like  the 
kindled  olive-  and  laurel-leaves  around  him,  whose  flames 
grow  green  as  they  are  themselves.  Dian,  who  drove 
away  the  pains  of  others,  because  he,  being  easily  mova- 
ble,  soon  grew  from  a  speetator  to  a  sharer  of  them,  made 
Albano  and  himself  gay  by  his  ardent  interest  in  every 
beautiful  form,  every  ruin,  every  little  joy.  He  had  the 
rare  and  beautiful  gift  of  being  cheerful  upon  journeys, 
of  plucking  every  flower,  but  no  thistle ;  whereas  the 
majority  jog  along  with  the  night-cap  under  the  hat ;  from 
Station  to  Station,  gaping  as  they  go  on,  and  in  grumbling 
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war  with  every  face,  they  travel  througb  whole  paradises 
as  if  they  were  antechambers  of  hell. 

In  the  waste  Pontine  marshes,  wherein  only  buffaloes 
thrive  and  men  grow  pale,  Dian  sought  for  all  sorts  of 
amusement,  and  even  drew  forth  bis  letter-case,  in  order 
to  get  over  the  last  fisbing-water  of  the  papal  territory, 
out  of  the  reach  of  Peter's  fisberman  successors,  witbout 
falling  into  a  deadly  sleep.  Tbere  he  stumbled,  with  a 
modern  Greek  curse,  upon  a  letter  to  Albano,  which  had 
been  enclosed  in  one  from  Cbariton,  and  which  in  Rome 
he  had  forgotten,  in  the  burry  of  departure,  to  band  over ; 
but  he  soon  laugbed  about  it,  and  found  it  good  that  in 
tbis  "  Devil's-dale "  one  had  something  to  read  against 
sleep. 

It  was  the  following  from  Eabette  :  — 

"  Heartily  loved  brotber,  one  longs  to  know  wbetber 
thou  still  tbinkest  a  little  bit  of  thy  friends  in  Blumenbübl, 
now  that  in  the  magnificent  Italy  thou  art  certainly  quite 
in  thy  essee.*  That  thou  livest  in  all  our  bearts,  that 
thou  hast  long  known,  and  thou  shouldst  only  know  how 
long  after  thy  departure  we  all  wept  for  thee,  as  well  thy 
motber  as  myself ;  and  a  certain  onef  tbinks  now-a-days 
quite  differently  of  thee  from  what  he  did  in  old  times. 
Mucb  has  happened  tbis  winter.  The  Minister's  lady 
bas  separat^d  from  her  husband,  and  lives  on  her  estate, 
fiometimes  in  Arcadia  with  the  Princess  Idoine.  Our 
Prince  is  dangerously  sick  with  the  dropsy,  and  fatber 
can  get  a  scrap  of  business  from  the  province  by  tbis,  as 
he  says.    Thy  Schoppe  bas  gone  on  a  joumey  of  a  couple 

•  This  is  the  Latin  esse^  hdng,  and  is  defined  in  German  as  "  well- 
being.'*  The  phrase  means  here  something  like  what  we  call  heing 
tn  one*»  element.  —  Tb. 

t  Boqnairol. 
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of  months,  leaving  behind  a  letter  to  thee,  which  he  has 
intrusted  to  father's  care.  He  stajed  latterly  with  us, 
and  in  thy  room,  and  visited  attentively  the  Countess 
Homeiro.  It  is  a  shame  for  him,  for  he  means  well ;  but 
Master  Wehmeier  and  all  of  us  in  the  place  are  con- 
vineed  that  he  is,  in  short,  mad,  and  he  believes  it,  too, 
and  says  he  shall  therefore  soon  set  his  house  in  order. 
As  touching  the  Countess  Romeiro,  she  has  gone  off  with 
Princess  Julienne ;  none,  however,  knows  whither.  They 
say  the  Prince  has  shown  her  too  marked  attentions,  and 
she  would  rather  be  off  to  Spain.  Others  talk  of  Greece, 
but  the  certain  one  assures  me  she  is  gone  to  Rome  to  her 
guardian :  of  that  now  thou  wilt  know  better  than  myselfi 
The  certain  one  undertook  all  that  was  within  human 
possibility  in  order  to  win  her,  partly  by  letters,  partly  in 
person,  to  no  purpose ;  not  one  smile  could  he  gain  as 
often  as  ever  he  addressed  her  even  at  cour.  All  this  I 
have  (wilt  thou  believe  it?)  from  his  mouth,  for  he  is 
again  often  with  me,  and  reveals  to  me  his  whole  heart 
Mine,  however,  I  hold  together  fast,  that  not  so  much  as 
the  smallest  drop  of  blood  may  trickle  out  from  it,  and 
Grod  alone  sees  how  it  passes,  and  what  a  weeping  there 
is  therein.  Ah,  Albano,  a  poor  girl  who  is  in  strong 
health  must  endure  much  before  she  can  die.  Often  my 
eye  can  no  longer  remain  dry,  and  I  then  §ay  his  talk 
does  it,  which,  to  be  sure,  is  partly  true,  but  to  thee  I 
show  the  dessous  des  cartes,  Never,  never  more  can  I 
be  his,  for  he  has  not  dealt  ingenuously  with  me,  but  alto- 
gether  recklessly,  and  he  knows  it  too.  Nor  is  a  single 
kiss  allowed  him ;  and  I  teil  him,  only  for  God's  sake,  not 
to  take  that  as  a  coquette's  manner  to  draw  him  to  me. 
My  good  parents  do  not  rightly  know  what  they  are  to 
make  of  our  intercourse,  and  I  fear  father  may  break  out ; 
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Chen  I  shall  have  very  bitter  days.  But  shall  I  repel  the 
poor,  sick,  pale  spirit  fronx  myself,  too  ?  shall  the  glowing 
soul,  exhaliüg  like  smoke,  rise  to  heaven,  and  consume 
itself  ?  Whose  heart  will  not  break  when  he  is  at  a 
FesHri,  and  she  immediately,  offended  at  his  presence,  goes 
home  again  ?  —  as  lately  happened,  and  he  said  to  me,  in 
a  perfect  rage,  *  Well,  very  well,  Linda,  one  dxiy,  be  sure, 
thine  eye  will  be  wet  for  me.'  Then  I  know  well  that  he 
means  no  good,  and  I  spare  him  from  an  anxious  dread 
on  that  acoount ;  for  shall  two^  brother  and  sister,  sink  in 
their  bloom  ?  He  would  long  ago  have  travelled  afler 
her,  had  he  not  daily  hoped  she  was  Coming  back.  Ah, 
oould  I  tear  my  loving  heart  out  of  my  breast,  and  put 
it  into  hers  instead  of  the  other,  that  so  she  might  love 
him  with  all  my  love,  Albano,  right  gladly  would  I  do  it. 
But  the  paper  comes  to  an  end  on  this  side,  and  mother 
wishes  on  the  other  to  write  a  greeting.  Farewell!  is 
the  wish  of  Thy  faithful  sister, 

Rabette." 

**How  goes  it  with  my  most  precious  son?  Is  he  pros- 
perous,  still  good  and  well  ?  Does  he  still  think  of  his 
tme  foster-parents  ?  This  in  the  name  of  his  father  and 
in  her  own,  asks  and  wishes, 

His  faithful  mother,. 

Albina  von  W." 

**P.  S.  His  old  teacher,  Wehmeier,  likewise  greets 
his  darling  in  stränge  lands;  and  we  all  rejoice  in  the 
prospect  of  his  retum.  A.'* 

"  P.  S.  Brother,  I,  too,  must  make  a  P.  S.  Schoppe 
has  painted  you  hnow  whoj  and  scenes,  even,  have  arisen 
out  of  the  circumstance.  But  more  of  this  when  we 
meet.  The  Princesse  Idoine  has  visited  our  Princess 
often  this  winter.  R." 


«36  TITAN. 

As  letters  accommodate  themselves  more  to  the  plaoe 
where  they  were  bom,  than  to  that  whero  they  are  de- 
Hvered,  it  oflen  Lappens  that  what  went  out  as  seed, 
arrives,  afler  its  long  joumey,  already  in  a  germinating 
State,  and  with  roots,  and  inversely  in  the  shape  of  blos- 
soms  rather  than  of  dry  seed;  and  every  sheet  is  a  double 
birth  of  two  distant  times,  that  of  writing  and  that  of 
reading.  Thus  was  Albano,  now  under  this  serener  skj, 
on  this  soil  of  a  greater  world  of  the  past,  and  with  a 
soul  füll  of  new  Springs,  the  less  overtaken  and  darkened 
by  Rabette's  letter,  through  which  the  northem  winter 
clouds  had  passed.  The  ingenuous  Rabette,  the  mild 
Albina  came  afler  him  in  fancy  but  softly  over  the  stränge 
mountains  and  through  the  stränge  dimes,  and  laid  a 
cooling  band  on  bis  bot  brow ;  bis  old  Schoppe  stood  in 
bis  old  worth  before  him,  and  Liana  floated  again  through 
the  lofly  blue.  Toward  the  weather-beaten  Roquairol  he 
feit  not  so  much  as  compassion,  but  a  hard  contempt ;  and 
Linda's  steadfast  mind  was  exactly  after  bis,  like  the 
proud  look  and  gait  of  Roman  women.  He  now  thought 
over  many  tbings  more  cheerfuUy  than  ever,  and  even 
wished  to  look  once  in  the  magic-face  of  that  Heroine. 

In  Fondi  the  Neapolitan  world-garden  began,  and 
when  they  entered  upon  the  road  to  Mola^  they  went 
deeper  and  deeper  into  blossoms  and  flowers.  In  flying 
sheets  —  addressed,  perhaps,  to  bis  father,  still  more  prob- 
ably  to  bis  Schoppe  —  bis  bliss  and  bis  soul  expressed 
themselves  ;  it  treasured  up,  as  it  were,  some  stray 
orange-blossoms  dropped  out  of  the  Eden  through  which 
they  had  so  rapidly  flown.     Here  they  are :  — 

"  Shortly  before  sundown  on  Ascension-day  we  arrived 
in  Mola;  the  native  Dian  was  füll  as  much  overcome 
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with  the  green  majestj,  which  he  had  not  seen  for  a  long 
time,  as  I,  and  I  do  not  yet  believe  him  when  he  says 
that  it  blooms  and  smells  more  finely  about  Naples.  I 
did  not  go  at  all  into  the  city,  for  the  sun  hung  already 
toward  the  sea.  Around  me  streams  the  incense  smoke 
of  reeking  flowers  from  citron-woods  and  meadows  of 
jessamine  and  narcissus.  On  my  left  the  blue  Apennine 
flings  bis  fountain-waters  from  mountain  to  mountain,  and 
on  my  right  the  mighty  sea  presses  upon  the  mighty 
earth,  and  the  earth  Stretches  out  a  firm  arm  and  holds 
a  shinmg  dty*  hung  with  gardens,  far  out  mto  the  mul- 
titudinous  waves,  —  and  into  the  unfathomable  sea  lofty 
Islands  have  been  cast  as  unfathomable  mountains ;  f  low 
in  the  south  and  east  a  glimmering  mist-land,  the  coast  of 
Sorrento,  grasps  round  the  sea  like  a  crooked-up  Jupiter's- 
arm,  and  behind  the  distant  Naples  Stands  Vesuvius,  with 
a  doud  in  heaven  under  the  moon.  '  Fall  on  thy  knees, 
fortunate  one/  said  Dian,  'before  the  sumptuous  pros- 
peet !  *  •  O  God,  why  not  do  it  in  earnest  ?  For  who  can 
behold  in  the  glow  of  evening  the  monstrous  realm  of 
waters,  how  yonder  busy  and  restless  motion  grows  still 
in  the  distance,  and  only  sparkies,  and  at  last,  blue  and 
golden,  blends  with  the  sky,  and  how  the  earth  here  shuts 
in  the  delicate,  floating  fire  with  her  long  lands  into  a 
rosy,  steady  earth-shadow,  who  can  behold  the  fire-rain 
of  infinite  life,  the  weaving  magic  circle  of  all  forces  in 
the  water,  in  the  sky,  on  the  earth,  without  kneeling  down 
before  the  infinite  spirit  of  Nature  and  saying,  '  How 
near  to  me  thou  art,  0  Ineffable ! '  O  here  he  is  both 
near  and  far,  bliss  and  hope  come  glimmering  from  the 

•  Gaeta. 

t  The  Island  Ischia,  with  its  mountain  Epomeo  high  as  Vesayias, 
Gaprl,&o. 
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mistj  coast,  and  also  from  the  neighboring  fountains, 
wLich  the  hüls  pour  down  into  the  sea,  and  in  the  white 
blossoms  over  mj-  head.  0  does  not,  then,  this  son, 
around  which  burning  waves  flutter,  and  the  blue  over- 
head  and  over  jonder,  and  the  kindling  lands  of  men, 
worlds  within  the  world,  —  does  not  this  distance  call  out 
the  heart  and  all  its  aspiring  wishes  ?  Will  it  not  create 
and  grasp  into  the  distance  and  snatch  its  life  blossoms 
from  the  highest  peak  of  heaven?  But  when  it  looks 
around  itself  upon  its  own  ground,  there  too  again  is  the 
girdle  of  Venus  thrown  around  tlie  blooming  circumfer- 
ence,  brightly  green  grows  the  tall  myrtle-tree  near  its 
littlc  dark  mjrtle,  the  orange  glimmers  in  the  high,  oold 
grass,  and  overhead  hangs  its  fragrant  blossom,  the  wheat 
waves  with  broad  leaves  between  the  enamels  <^  the 
almond  and  the  nardssus,  and  far  off  Stands  the  cypressy 
and  the  palm  towers  proudly;*  all  is  flower  and  fruit, 
spring  and  harvest.  '  Shall  I  go  this  way  ?  shall  I  go  that 
way  ?  '  asks  the  heart  in  its  bliss. 

"  Thus  did  I  see  the  sun  go  down  under  the  Avaves,  — 
the  reddening  coasts  fled  away  under  their  misty  veils,  — - 
the  World  went  out,  land  after  land,  from  one  Island  to 
another,  —  the  last  gold-dust  was  wafted  away  from  the 
heights,  —  and  the  prayer-bells  of  the  convents  led  up 
the  heart  above  the  stars.  Q  how  happy  and  how  wist- 
ful  was  my  heart,  at  once  a  wish  and  a  flame,  and  in  my 
innermost  being  a  prayer  of  gratitude  went  forth  for  this, 
that  I  was  and  am  upon  this  earth. 

"  Never  shall  I  forget  that !     If  we  throw  away  life  as 

too  small  for  our  wishes,  still  do  they  not  belong  to  life 

itself,  and  did  they  not  come  from  it  ?     If  the  crowned 

earth  rears  around  us  such  blossoming  shores,  such  sunny 

*  "  Die  Myrte  still,  und  hoch  der  Lorbeer  steht."—  Goethe,  —  Tb. 
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mountains,  would  she  fain  enclose  therewith  unhappy 
beings  ?  Why  is  our  heart  narrower  than  our  eye  ?  why 
does  a  cloud  hardly  a  mile  long  oppress  us,  when  tbat 
very  doud  Stands  itself  under  the  stara  of  immensity  ? 
Xs  not  every  moming  and  every  hope  a  beginning  of 
spring?  What  are  the  thickest  prison-walls  of  life  but 
yine-trellises  built  up  for  the  ripening  of  the  wine-glow  ? 
And  as  life  always  cuts  itself  up  into  quarters,  why  must 
it  be  merely  the  last,  and  not  quite  as  oflen  the  first,  upon 
which  a  foll-beaming  moon  foUows  ?  <  O  Grod,'  said  I,  as 
I  went  back  through  the  green  world  which  next  morning 
becomes  a  glowing  one,  '  never  let  me  ascribe  thy  eterhity 
to  any  one  time,  except  the  most  blissful ;  joy  is  etemaJ, 
bat  not  pain,  for  this  last  thou  hast  not  created.' 

**  *  Friend,'  said  Dian  to  me,  on  the  way,  when  I  could 
not  well  conceal  from  hixn  my  inner  commotion,  'what 
may  not  your  feelings  be,  then,  when  you  look  back  upon 
Naples  on  the  passage  over  to  Ischia !  For  it  is  piain  to 
pevoeive  that  you  were  bom  in  a  northem  land/  *  Dear 
friendy'  said  I,  *  every  one  is  bom  with  bis  north  or 
south ;  whether  %n  an  outer  one  beside,  that  is  of  little 
oonsequenoe.' " 

So  iar  bis  leaf  upon  Mola.  But  a  wonderful  circum- 
Btance  seemed  this  very  night  to  take  him  at  bis  word  in 
respect  to  the  last  assurance  contained  in  bis  letter.  In 
the  yard  of  the  inn  were  assembled  many  boatmen  and 
others;  all  were  contending  violently  about  an  opinion, 
and  the  most  were  continually  saying :  "  To-day,  to  be 
eure,  is  Ascension  Day,  and  he,  too,  has  wrought  miracles." 
"Ascension?"  thought  Albano,  and  remembered  bis 
birthday,  which  often  feil  on  this  festival.  Dian  came  up 
and  related,  laughing,  how  the  people  were  expecting  down 
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below  the  ascension  of  a  monk,  who  had  promised  it  this 
night,  and  many  believed  him  for  this  reason,  because  he 
had  already  done  a  wonderful  work,  namelj,  given  a 
dead  man  his  speech  for  two  hours,  before  all  Mola.  They 
both  were  agreed  to  witness  the  work.  The  multitude 
swelled,  —  the  promised  man  came  not,  who  was  to  lead 
them  to  the  place  of  ascension,  —  all  became  angry  rather 
than  incredulous.  At  length  late  at  night  a  mask  appeared 
and  gave,  with  a  motion  of  the  band,  a  sign  to  follow  it 
All  streamed  aller,  even  Albano  and  his  fnend.  The 
pure  moon  shone  fresh  out  of  blue  skies,  the  wide  garden 
of  the  country  slept  in  its  blossoms,  but  all  breathed  fra- 
grance,  the  slumbering  and  the  waking  flowers. 

The  mask  led  the  crowd  to  the  ruins  of  Cicero's  house, 
or  tower,  and  pointed  upward.  Overhead,  on  the  wall, 
stood  a  trembling  man.  Albano  found  his  face  more  and 
more  familiär.  At  last  the  man  said :  "  I  am  a  father  of 
death :  may  the  Father  of  life  be  merciful  to  me.  How 
it  goes  with  me  I  know  not.  There  Stands  one  among 
you,"  he  added  at  onee  in  a  stränge,  namely,  in  the  Span- 
ish  language,  "  to  whom  I  appeared  one  Good  Friday  on 
Isola  Bella,  and  announced  the  death  of  his  sister;  let 
him  journey  on  to  Ischia,  there  will  he  find  his  sister." 

Albano  could  not  hear  these  words  without  excitement 
and  indignation.  The  form  of  the  Father  of  Death  upon 
that  Island  he  saw  now  right  clearly  upon  these  ruins ; 
and  his  promise  to  appear  to  him  on  a  Good  Friday  came 
again  to  his  mind.  He  tried  now  to  work  his  way  up  to 
the  ruins,  so  as  to  attack  the  monk.  An  inhabitant  of 
Mola  cried,  when  he  heard  the  stränge  language :  "  The 
monk  is  talking  with  the  Devil."  The  ascensionist  said 
nothing  to  the  contrary,  —  he  trembied  more  violently,  — 
but  the  people  sought  for  him  who  had  said  it,  and  cried, 
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"It  is  he  with  the  mask,  for  he  is  no  more  to  be  found.** 
At  last  the  monk,  quaking,  begged  they  would  be  still 
when  he  vanished,  and  pray  for  him,  and  never  seek  his 
bodj.  Albano  was  now  close  behmd  his  back,  unseen  by 
Dian.  Just  then,  high  in  the  dark  blue,  came  a  flock  of 
qxudls  flying  slowly  along.  The  monk  swiftly  and  stag- 
geringly  flong  himself  up,  scattered  the  birds,  cried 
out  in  the  dark  distance,  "  Pray ! "  and  vanished  away 
into  the  broad  air. 

The  people  cried  and  shouted  with  exultation,  and  part 
prayed;  many  believed  now  the  Devil  was  in  the  play. 
Among  the  spectators  lay  a  man  with  his  face  to  the 
earth,  and  continually  cried,  "  God  havc  mercy  on  me !  '* 
Bat  no  man  brought  him  to  an  explanation.  Dian,  pri- 
yately  a  litüe  superstitious,  said  his  understanding  was 
at  a  Stand-still  here.  But  Albanö  explained  how  a  com- 
plot  of  ghosts  had  been  long  twitching  and  drawing  at  his 
life's  enrtain,  but  some  day  he  should  yet  certainly  thrust 
his  band  successfully  through  the  curtain,  and  he  was 
firmly  resolved  immediately  to  cross  over  from  Naples 
to  Ischia,  to  see  his  sister.  "  Verily,"  he  added,  "  in  this 
mother  country  of  wonder,  fantasy,  and  everything  great, 
one  as  easily  believes  in  fair,  enriching  miracles  of  fate, 
as  one  does  in  the  north  in  dreadful  robbing  miracles  of 
spirits." 

Dian  was  also  for  the  earliest  visit  to  the  Island  of 
Ischia ;  "  Because  otherwise,"  he  added,  "  when  Albano 
had  delivered  his  letters  in  Naples,  and  had  been  drawn 
in  to  the  JRicevimenti,*  or  on  Posilippo  and  Vesuvius, 
then  there  would  be  no  getting  away." 

On  the  day  following  they  departed  from  Mola.  The 
lovely  sea  played  hide-and-seek  with  them  on  their  way, 
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and  onlj  the  golden  sky  never  veiled  itself.  Naples' 
goblet  of  joy  already  intoxicated  one  from  afar  with  its 
fragrance  and  spirit  Albano  cast  inspired  looks  at  Oamr 
pania  Felicey  at  the  Colosseum  in  Capua,  and  at  the 
broad  garden,  fiiU  of  gardens,  and  even  at  the  roagh 
Appian  Way,  which  its  old  name  made  softer. 

But  he  sighed  for  the  island  of  Ischia,  that  Arcadia  of  ' 
the  ocean,  and  that  wonderful  place  where  he  was  to  find 
a  sister.  It  was  not  in  their  power  earlier  than  in  the 
early  part  of  Saturday  night  —  if  indeed  waking  and 
glancing  life  can  be  called  night,  particularly  an  Italian 
Saturday  night  —  to  reach  Äverscu  Albano  insisted  upon 
their  continuing  on  in  the  night  toward  Naples.  Dian 
was  stiU  reluctant  By  chance  there  stood  in  the  post- 
house  a  beautiful  girl,  who  might  be  about  fourteen  years 
cid,  very  much  troubled  at  having  missed  the  coach,  and 
determined  this  very  night  to  go  on  to  Naples,  in  order  to 
reach  Ischia,  where  her  parents  were,  early  enough  on  the 
holy  Sabbath.  "  She  had  come,"  she  said,  "  from  Santa 
Agaia ;  her  name  was  only  Agata,  and  not  Santa.*' 
"  Probably  her  old  joke,"  said  Dian,  but  he  was  now  — 
with  bis  love  of  hovering  about  every  fair  form  —  him- 
self  quite  in  a  mood  for  the  night-ride,  that  so  they  might 
carry  the  black-eyed  one  along  with  them,  who  looked 
joyously  and  brightly  into  the  fire  of  stränge  eyes.  She 
accepted  the  invitation  cheerfully,  and  prattled  familiarly, 
like  a  naturalist,  about  Epomeo  and  Vesuvius,  and  pre- 
dicted  for  them  innumerable  pleasures  on  the  island,  and 
altogether  showed  an  intelligence  and  tboughtfulness  far 
above  her  years.  At  last  they  all  flew  along  under  the 
bright  Stars  out  into  the  lovely  night 
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109.   CYCLE 

ALBANO  goes  on  in  the  description  of  his  jouraey 
thus:  — 

^  A  night  of  unrivalled  serenity !  The  stars  alone  of 
themselves  illuminated  the  earth,  and  the  milky-waj  was 
sUveij.  A  Single  avenue,  intertwined  with  vine-blossoms, 
led  to  the  magnificent  citj.  Everywhere  one  heard  peo- 
ple,  now  near,  talking,  now  distant,  singing.  Out  of  dark 
chestnat  woods,  on  moonlit  I^Us,  the  nightingales  called'to 
one  another.  A  poor,  sleeping  maiden,  whom  we  had 
taken  with  us,  heard  the  melodies  even  down  into  her 
dream,  and  sang  afler  them ;  and  then,  when  she  awoke 
herseif  therewith,  looked  round  eonfusedly  and  with  a 
Bweet  smile,  with  the  whole  melody  and  dream  still  in  her 
breast.  On  a  slender,  }ight  two-wheeled  carriage,  a  wag- 
oner,  standing  on  the  pole  and  singing,  rolled  merrilj 
along  by.  Women  were  already  bearing  in  the  cool  of 
the  hour  great  baskets  füll  of  flowers  into  the  city;  in 
the  distance,  as  we  passed  along,  whole  Faradises  of  flow- 
er-caps  sent  their  fragrance ;  and  the  heart  and  the  bosom 
drank  in  at  once  the  love-draught  of  the  sweet  air.  The 
moon  had  gone  up  bright  as  a  sun  in  the  high  heaven, 
and  the  horizon  was  gilded  with  stars ;  and  in  the  whole 
doudless  sky  stood  the  dusky  cloud-column  of  Vesuvius, 
alone,  in  the  east. 

"  Far  into  the  night, -after  two  o'clock,  we  rolled  in  and 
through  the  long  city  of  splendor,  wherein  the  living  day 
still  bloomed  on.  Gay  people  filled  the  streets ;  the  bal- 
conies  sent  each  other  songs ;  on  the  roofs  bloomed  flow- 
ers  and  trees  between  lamps,  and  the  little  bells  of  the 
hoors  prolonged  the  day ;  and  the  ipoon  seemed  to  give 
warmth.    Only  now  and  then  a  man  lay  sleeping  between 
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the  colonnades,  as  if  he  were  taking  his  siesta.  Dian,  at 
home  in  all  such  matters,  let  the  carriage  stop  on  the 
SQuthem  side,  toward  the  sea^  and  went  far  into  the  cit^i 
in  Order  to  arrange,  through  old  acquaintances,  the  pas- 
Bage  across  to  the  Island,  so  that  we  might  have  exactly  at 
Bnndown  out  on  the  sea,  the  richest  view  of  the  statelj 
ötj,  with  its  baj  and  its  long  ooasts.  Hie  Ischian.  ^rl 
wrapped  herseif  up  in  her  blue  veil,  to  keep  off  the  flie^ 
and  feil  asleep  on  the  black,  sandj  shore. 

^  I  walked  up  and  down  alone ;  for  me  there  was  no 
night  and  no  house.  The  sea  slept,  the  earth  seemed 
awake.  In  the  fleeting  glimmer  (the  moon  was  ahreadjr 
sinking  towards  Posilippo)  I  looked  up  over  this  divine 
fix>ntier  city  of  the  world  of  waters,  over  this  rising  monn- 
tain  of  palaces,  to  where  the  lofty  CSastle  of  Su  Elmso 
looks,  white,  out  of  the  green  foliage.  With  two  arms 
the  earth  embraced  the  lovely  sea ;  on  her  rigbt,  on  Posi- 
lippo, she  bore  blooming  vine-hills  far  out  into  the  waves, 
and  on  the  left  she  held  cities,  and  spanned  round  its  waters 
and  its  ships,  and  drew  them  up  to  her  breast  Like  a 
sphinx  laj  the  jagged  Capri  darkly  on  the  horizon  in  the 
water,  and  guarded  the  gates  of  the  bay.  Behind  the 
city  the  volcano .  smoked  in  the  ether,  and  occasionally 
sparks  played  between  the  stars. 

"Now  the  moon  sank  down  behind  the  elms  of  Posi- 
lippo, —  the  city  grew  dark,  —  the  din  of  the  night  died 
away,  —  fishermen  disembarked,  put  out  their  torches, 
and  laid  themselves  down  on  the  bank,  —  the  earth 
seemed  to  sink  to  sleep,  but  the  sea  to  wake  up.  A  wind 
from  the  coast  of  Sorrento  ruffled  the  still  waves ;  more 
brightly  gleamed  Sorrento's  sickle  with  the  reflection  at 
once  of  the  moon  and.of  moming,  like  silver  meadows ; 
the  smoke  column  of  Vesuvius  had  blown  away,  and 
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/fimn  the  firennount  streamed  a  long,  clear  moming  red- 

:  oess  over  the  coasts  as  over  a  stränge  world. 

■**0,   it  was  the  moming  twiKght,  füll  of  jouthfnl 

jomensl     Do  not  landscape,  mountain, .  coasts,  like  an 

•  «eho^  speak.  ao  many  the  more  syllables  to  the  soul  the 
ßulher  off  they  are  ?    How  joung  did  I  feel  the  world 

-and  myself^and  the  whole  mcMiung  of  mj  life  wasxsrowd« 
edinto  thia! 

^Mj  friend  came ;  all  was  arranged ;  the  boatmen  hdd 
arrl^ed;  Agata  was  awakened  to  the  J07,  and  we  em- 

.  barked,  just  as  the  dawn  kindled  the  mountains,  andj  her 
sails:  swelling  <with  the  moming  breezes,  our  little  vessd 
flew  out  into  the  sea. 

^  BdSore  we  had-  yet  douUed  Ihe  promontory  of  Fosi- 
Hppo,  -the  CTater  of  Vesuvius  threw  up  its  glowing  child, 
the  sun^slowly  into  the  sky,  and  sea  and  earth  blazed. 
rThe.balf  earthi-girdles  of  Naples,  with  moming-red  pal- 

•aecsy-its  market-place  of  fluttering  ships^  the  swarm  of  its 
coontryrhouses  on  themountainsand  up  along  the  shore, 
and  its  green  throne  of  St.  Elmo,  stood  proudly  between 
two  mountains,  before  the  sea. 

**  When  we  came  round  Posilippo,  there  stood  Ischiä's 

•Epomeo,  like  a  giant  of  the  sea,  in  the  distanoe,  girdled 
äbout  with  a  wood,  and  with -bald,  white  head.  Gradu- 
tally  appeared  on  the  immeasurable  piain  the  Islands,  one 
;after  another,  Uke  scattered  villages,  and  wildly  press^ 
aod  waded  ihe  promontovies  into  the  sea.  Now,  migbtier 
and  more  alive  than  the  dried-up,  parcelled  out,  staff  land, 
the  watery  kingdom  opened,  whose  powers  all,  from  the 
atreams  and  waves  even  to  the  drops,  join  hands  and 
move  in  concert  Almighty,  and  yet  gentle  elementi 
grin^iy  thou  leapest  upon  the  l&nds,  and  swallowest 
ihem  up,  and,  with  thy  undennining  polypus-armS|  liest 
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Btretcliing  around  the  whole  globe.  But  thoa  reinest 
the  wild  streams,  and  maltest  them  down  into  wayes ; 
softlj  thou  plajest  with  thj  little  children,  the  Islands, 
and  plajest  on  the  hand  which  hangs  out  of  the  light 
gondola,  and  sendest  out  thj  little  waves  which  play  be- 
fore  US,  then  bear  us  along,  and  plaj  behind  us. 

"When  we  came  along  bj  the  little  Nisita,  where 
Brutus  and  Cato  once  sought  shelter  afler  Csesar^s  death ; 
when  we  passed  bj  the  enchanted  Baja  and  the  ma^c 
Castle  where  once  three  Romans  determined  upon  the 
division  of  the  world,  and  before  the  whole  promontorj, 
where  the  countrj-seats  of  great  Romans  stood;  and 
when  we  looked  down  towards  the  mountain  of  Cuma, 
behind  which  Scipio  Africanus  lived  in  bis  Lintemum 
and  died ;  then  did  the  lofly  lifo  of  the  great  ancients 
take  possession  of  me,  and  I  said  to  mj  friend :  ^  What 
men  were  those !  Scarcely  do  we  leam  incidentallj  in 
Pliny  or  Cicero  tbat  one  of  them  has  a  country-house 
yonder,  or  that  there  is  a  lovely  Naples.  Out  of  the 
midst  of  nature's  sea  of  joys  their  laureis  grow  and  bear 
as  well  as  out  of  the  ice-sea  of  Germany  and  England, 
or  out  of  Arabia's  sand.  Alike  in  wildemesses  and  in  par- 
adises,  their  mighty  hearts  beat  on.  And  for  these  world- 
souls  there  was  no  dwelling  except  the  world  ;  only 
with  such  souls  are  emotions  worth  almost  more  than 
actions.  A  Roman  might  here  weep  nobly  for  joyl 
Dian,  say,  whät  can  a  modern  man  do  for  it,  that  he  lives 
so  late  after  their  ruins  ?  * 

"  Youth  and  ruins,  tottering,  crumbling  past  and  eter- 
nal  fulness  of  life,  covered  the  shore  of  Misenum  and 
the  whole  far-stretching  coast.  On  the  broken  ums  of 
dead  gods,  on  the  dismembered  temples  of  Mercury  and 
Diana,  the  frolicsome,  light  wave  played,  and  the  etemal 
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sun ;  old,  lonely  bridge-posts  in  the  sea,  solitary  temple- 
columns  and  arches,  spoke,  in  the  luxuriant  splendor  of 
life,  a  sober  word ;  the  old,  holj  names  of  the  Eljsian 
Fields,  of  Avemus,  of  the  Dead  Sea,  lived  still  along  the 
ooast ;  roins  of  rocks  and  temples  laj  in  confusion  upon 
the  motley-colored  lava;  all  bloomed  and  lived;  the 
maidens  and  the  beatmen  saog;  the  mountains  and  the 
Islands  stood  great  in  the.joung,  fierj  daj;  dolphins 
cfaased  sportivelj  along  beside  us;  singing  larks  went 
whirlingup  in  the  ether  above  their  narrow  Islands ;  and 
from  all  ends  of  the  horizon  ships  came  up  and  üew  down 
agmn  with  arrowy  speed.  It  was  the  divine  over-fulness 
and  intermingling  of  the  world  before  me.  Sounding- 
strings  of  life  were  stretched  over  the  string-bridge  of 
Vesuvius,  even  to  Epomeo. 

^  Suddenly  one  peal  of  thunder  passed  along  through 
the  blue  heaven  over  the  sea.  The  maiden  asked  me, 
*  Why  do  70U  grow  pale  ?  it  is  only  Vesuvius.'  Then 
was  a  god  near  me ;  yes,  heaven,  earth,  and  sea  stood 
before  me  as  three  divinities.  The  leaves  of  life's  dream- 
book  were  murmuringly  ruffled  up  by  a  divine  moming- 
storm ;  and  everywhere  I  read  our  dreams  and  the  inter- 
pretations  thereof. 

"  After  some  time,  we  came  to  a  long  land  swallowing 
up  the  north,  as  it  were  the  foot  of  a  single  mountain  ;  it 
was  already  the  lovely  Ischia,  and  I  went  on  shore  intox- 
icated  with  bliss,  and  then,  for  the  first  time,  I  thought  of 
the  promisathat  I  should  there  find  a  sister." 
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WITH  emotion,  with  a  sort  of  festive  solemnify 
Albano  trod  the  cool  Island.  It  was  to  him  as 
if  the  breezes  were  always  wafting  to  him  the  words, "  The 
place  of  rest"  Agata  begged  them  both  to  stay  with  her 
parents,  whose  house  lay  on  the  shore,  not  far  from  the 
suburb-town.*  As  they  went  over  the  bridge,  which  con- 
nects  the  green  rock  wound  round  with  houses  to  the 
shore  and  the  city,  she  pointed  out  to  them  joyfully  in 
the  east  the  individual  house.  As  they  went  along  so 
slowly,  and  the  high,  round  rock  and  the  row  of  houses 
stood  mirrored  in  the  water ;  and  upon  the  flat  roofs  the 
.beautiful  women  who  were  trimming  the  festal  lamps  for 
eyening  spoke  busily  over  to  each  other,  and  greeted  and 
questioned  the  retuming  Agata;  and  all  faces  were  so 
glad,  all  forms  so  comely,  and  the  very  poorest  in  silk ; 
and  the  lively  boys  pulled  down  little  chestnut-tops  ;  and 
the  old  father  of  the  isle,  the  tall  Epomeo,  stood  before 
them  all  clad  in  vine-foliage  and  spring-flowers,  out  of 
whose  sweet  green  only  scattered,  white  pleasure-houses 
of  happy  mountain-dwellers  peeped  forth  ;  —  then  was  it 
to  Albano  as  if  the  heavy  pack  of  life  had  fallen  off  from 
his  Shoulders  into  the  water,  and  the  erect  bosom  drank 
in  from  afar  the  cool  ether  jflowing  in  from  Elysium. 
Across  the  sea  lay  the  former  stormy  world,  with  its  hot 
coasts. 

Agata  led  the  two  into  the  home  of  her  parents,  on  the 
eastem  dedivity  of  Epomeo ;  and  immediately,  amidst  the 
loud,  exulting  welcome,  cried  out,  quite  as  loudly :  "  Her© 
are  two  fine  gentlemen,  who  wish  to  come  home  with  me." 
The  father  said,  directly :  "  Welcome,  your  excellencies  I 

*  Borgho  d'  Ischia. 
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Tou  sball,  with  pleasure,  keep  the  Chambers,  tliough 
manj  bathing-guests  will  cofte  hj  and  bj.  You  will  find 
nowhere  better  quarters.  I  was  formerly  only  a  tumer 
in  the  Fa,jeme  manufactorj,  but  have  been  for  theae 
eight  years  a  vine-dresser,  and  can  affbrd  to  do  a  favor. 
When  was  there  ever  a  better  December  and  March* 
than  this  jear  ?  Your  oonunands,  excellencies  I "  Sud« 
deolj  Agata  wept ;  herrinother  had  announced  to  her  the 
interment  of  her  youngest  sister,  for  whidi  sdemnitj, 
aooordiBg  to  the  fashion  of  tiie  island,  an  eve  of  joy  was 
a^^inted  to-day,  because  thej  loved  to  eongratulate  each 
other  npoa  the  etemal,  bliss^insuring  ratiftcation  of  a 
child's  innocence  bj  death.  The  old  man  would  fain 
have  gerne  at  once  right  into  narrations,  when  Dian 
begged  his  Albano,  afber  so  long  a  commotion  of  sotüs 
and  bodies,  to  go  to  sleep  tili  j^inset,  when  he  would  wake 
bim.  Agata  showed  him  the  waj  to  his  cool  Chamber, 
and  he  went  up. 

Here,  before  the  cooling  sea-zephyr,  the  going  to  sleep 
was  itself  the  slumber,  and  the  echoing  dream  itself  the 
sleep.  His  dream  was  an  incessant  song,  which  sang 
itself  —  *^  The  moming  is  a  rose,  the  daj  a  tulip,  night  is 
a  lily,  and  evening  is  another  moming." 

He  dreamed  himself  at  last  down  into  a  long  sleep. 
I^te,  in  the  dark,  like  an  Adam  in  renovated  jonth,  he 
opened  his  ejes  in  Paradise,  but  he  knew  not  where  he 
was.  He  heard  distant,  sweet  music ;  unknown  flower- 
scents  swam  through  the  air.  He  looked  out ;  the  dark 
heaven  was  strewed  with  golden  stars,  as  with  fiery  blos- 
00ms ;  on  the  earth,  on  the  sea,  hovered  hosts  of  üghts ; 
and  in  the  depths  of  distance  hung  a  dear  flame  steadily 

•  He  means  the  vintage,  which  comes  in  thrice  a  year  there,  iD 
Deoember,  March,  and  Aagost 
11* 
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in  the  midst  of  heaven.  A  dream,  of  which  the  scene 
was  unknown,  confounded  Hill  the  actual  stage  with  one 
that  had  vanished ;  and  Albano  went  through  the  süent, 
unpeopled  house,  dreaming  on,  out  into  the  open  air,  as 
into  an  Island  of  spirits. 

Here  nightingales,  first  of  all,  with  their  melody  drew 
him  into  the  world.  He  found  the  name  Ischia  again, 
and  saw  now  that  the  Castle  on  the  rock  and  the  long 
Btreet  of  roofs  in  the  shore-town  stood  füll  of  buming 
lamps.  He  went  up  to  the  place  whence  the  music  pro- 
ceeded,  which  was  illuminated  and  surrounded  with  peo- 
ple,  and  found  a  chapel  Standing  all  in  fires  of  J07.  .Before 
a  Madonna  and  her  child,  in  a  niche,  a  night-music  was 
plajing,  amidst  the  loquacious  rustling  of  joj  and  devo- 
tion.  Here  he  found  again  his  hosts,  who  had  aU  quite 
forgotten  him  in  the  jubilee ;  and  Dian  said,  ^  I  would 
have  awaked  you  soon ;  the  night  and  the  pleasures  last 
a  great  while  yet." 

"  Do  hear  and  see  yonder  the  divine  Vesuvius,  who 
joins  in  celebrating  the  festival  in  such  right  good  ear- 
nest,"  cried  Dian,  who  plunged  as  deeply  into  the  waves 
of  joy  as  any  Ischian.  Albano  looked  over  toward  the 
flame,  flickering  high  in  the  starry  heaven,  and,  Üke  a 
god,  having  the  great  thunder  beneath  it,  and  he  saw  how 
the  night  had  made  the  promontory  of  Misenum  loom  up 
like  a  cloud  beside  the  volcano.  Beside  them  bumed 
thousands  of  lamps  on  the  royal  palace  of  the  neighboring 
Island  Procida. 

While  he  looked  out  over  the  sea,  whose  coasts  were 
sunk  into  the  night,  and  which  lay  stretching  away  like  a 
second  night,  immeasurable  and  gloomy,  he  saw  now  and 
then  a  dissolving  splendor  sweep  over  it,  which  flowed  on 
ever  broader  and  brighter.     A  distant  torch  also  showed 
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itself  in  the  air,  whose  Anhing  drew  long,  fiery  furrows 
through  the  glimmering  waves.  There  drew  near  a  bark, 
with  its  sail  taken  in,  because  the  wind  blew  off  shore. 
Female  fonns  appeared  on  board,  among  which,  one  of 
royal  stature,  along  whose  red,  silken  dress  the  torch-glare 
streained  down,  held  her  eyes  fixed  upon  Vesuvius.  As 
they  sailed  nearer,  and  the  bright  sea  blazed  up  on  either 
side  under  the  dashing  oars,  it  seemed  as  if  a  goddess 
were  Coming,  around  whom  the  sea  swims  with  enrap- 
tored  flames,  and  who  knows  it  not.  All  stepped  out  on 
Bhore  at  some  distance,  where  by  appointment,  as  it 
seemed,  servants  had  been  waiting  to  make  everything 
easy.  A  smaller  person,  provided  with  a  double  opera- 
glass,  took  a  short  farewell  of  the  tall  one,  and  went  away 
with  a  considerable  retinae.  The  red-dressed  one  drew 
a  white  veil  over  her  face,  and  went,  accompanied  by  two 
virgins,  gravely  and  like  a  princess,  to  the  spot  where 
Albano  and  the  music  were. 

Albano  stood  near  to  her  5  two  great  black  eyes,  fiUed 
with  fire  and  resting  upon  life  with  inward  eamestness, 
streamed  through  the  veil,  which  betrayed  the  proud, 
straight  forehead  and  nose.  In  the  whole  appearance 
there  was  to  him  something  famiUar  and  yet  great ;  she 
stood  before  him  as  a  Fairy  Queen,  who  had  long  ago  with 
a  heavenly  countenance  bent  down  over  his  cradle  and 
looked  in  with  smiles  and  blessings,  and  whom  the  spirit 
now  recognizes  again  with  its  old  love.  He  thought  per- 
haps  of  a  name,  which  spirits  had  named  to  him,  but  that 
presence  seemed  here  not  possible.  She  fixed  her  eye 
with  complacency  and  attention  on  the  play  of  two  vir- 
gins, who,  neatly  clad  in  silk,  with  gold-edged  silken 
aprons,  danced  gracefuUy,  with  modestly  drooping  heads 
and  downcast  eyes,  to  the  tambourine  of  a  third ;  the  two 
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otlner  virgins,  whom  the  stranger  had  bronght  with  her, 
and  Agata,  sang  sweetlj  with  Italian  half-voice*  to  the 
graceful  joj.  ^^  It  is  all  done  in  fact,"  said  an  old  man  to 
.the  Strange  lady,  "to  the  honor  of  the  Holj  Virgin  and 
St  Nicholas."     She  nodded  slowly  a  serious  jes, 

At  this  moment  there  stood,  all  at  once,  Luna,  plajed 
abput  with  the  sacrificial  fire  of  Vesuvius,  over  in  the  sky, 
as  the  proud  goddess  of  the  sun-god,  not  pale,  but  fiery, 
as  it  were  a  thunder-goddess  over  the  thunder  of  the 
mountain,  and  Albano  eried,  involuntarily,  "  Gk)d !  the 
great  moon!"  The  stranger  quickly  threw  back  her 
yeil,  and  looked  round  eignificantly  after  the  voiee  as 
afler  a  familiär  one;  when  she  had  looked  upon  the 
Strange  youth  for  a  long  time,  she  tumed  towaid  the 
moon  over  Vesuvius.    • 

But  Albano  was  agitated  by  a  god,  and  dazzled  by  a 
wonder;  he  saw  here  Linda  de  Bomeiro.  When  she 
raised  the  veil,  beauty  and  brightness  streamed  out  of  a 
rising  sun ;  delicate,  maidenly  colors,  lovely  lines  and 
sweet  fulness  of  youth  played  like  a  flower-garland  about 
the  brow  of  a  goddess,  with  soft  blossoms  around  the 
holy  seriousness  and  mighty  will  on  brow  and  hp,  and 
around  the  dark  glow  of  the  large  eye.  How  had  the 
pictures  lied  about  her,  —  how  feebly  had  they  expressed 
this  spirit  and  this  life ! 

As  if  the  hour  would  fain  worthily  invest  the  shining 
apparition,  so  beautifully  did  heaven  and  earth  with  all 
rays  of  life  play  into  each  otber,  —  love-thirsty  stars 
flew  like  heaven-butterflies  into  the  sea,  —  the  moon  had 
soared  away  over  the  impetuous  earth-flame  of  Vesuvius, 
and  spread  her  tender  light  over  the  happy  world,  the 
sea  and  the  shores,  —  Epomeo  hovered  with  bis  silvered 
•  Falsetto?  — Tb. 
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WOods,  And  with  Üie  hennitage  of  his  summit  high  in  the 
night  bloe, — ^n^ar  bj  etirred  the  lue  pf  the  singing,  dan- 
cing  ones,  ,;with  their  pcajers  and  tjieir  festal  rockets 
which  ihej  .;weTe  sendingalofL  ^When  Linda  had  long 
looked  acft)8S  the  sea  toward  Ye^uvius,  she  spoke,  of  her- 
^If,  tp  the  süeat  Albagapy.bj  waj  of  answering  his  exda- 
^natipn,  and  making  up  for  jbyer  siudden  ti^rnijig  Tound  and 
:  8taring  at  him.  '^  I  come  ^m  Yesuvius,"  said  she ;  ^  but 
he  18  quite  as  sublime  near  at  band  as  afar  off,  which  is 
80  singnlar."  Altogether  stränge  and  spirit-like  did  it 
soond.  to  him,  that  he  reallj  heard  this  voice.  With .  one 
tfaat.ixidicated  deep  emotion  he  replied:  '^In  this  land, 
however,  eveiything  is  great  indeed,  ev^  the  httle  is 
made  great  bj  the  large,  —  this  Httle  human  pleasure 
here  between  the  bumt-out  volcano*  and  the  buming  one, 
— aU  is  at  one,  and  therefore  right  and  so  godlike."  At 
<^ce>ttracted  and  distracted,  not  knowing  him,  although 
^previpusly  Struck  with  the  resemblance  of  his  voice  to 
Üi^  of  Boquairol,  gladlj  reflecting  on  his  simple  words, 
ehe  loo]ked  longer  than  she  was  aware  at  the  ingenupus, 
but  daring  and  warm  eye  of  the  youth,  made  no  repjj, 
tprned  slowly  away,  and  again  looked  silenüj  at  the 
Sports. 

Dian,  who  had  ahready  for  a  long  time  been  looking  at 
the  fair  stranger,  found  at  last  in  his  memory  her  name, 
and  came  to  her  with  the  half-proud,  half-embarrassed 
look  of  arüsts  toward  rank.  She  did  not  recognize  him. 
"The  Greek,  Dian,"  said  Albano,  "noble  Countess!'* 
Surprised  at  the  CJount's  recognition  of  her,  she  said  to 
him:  "I  do  not  know  you/*  "You  know  my  father," 
said  Albano,  «the  Knight  Cesara."  "ODio!"  cried 
the  $panish  maiden,  startled,  became  a  lily,  a  rose,  a 
•  The  iBland  ci  Ischia  itself. 
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flame,  soaght  to  collect  herseif,  and  said,  ^  How  singalar  I 
A  friend  of  yours,  the  Princess  Julieime,  is  also  here." 

The  conversation  flowed  now  more  smoothlj.  She 
spoke  of  his  father,  and  expressed  her  gratitade  bs  his 
ward.  "That  is  a  mighty  nature  of  his,  which  gaards 
itself  against  everjthing  common,"  said  she,  at  once, 
against  the  fashion  of  the  quality,  speaking  even  partiallj 
of  persons.  The  son  was  made  happy  by  this  praise  of 
a  father ;  he  enhanced  it,  and  asked  in  pleased  expecta- 
tion  how  she  took  his  coldness. 

"  Coldness  ? "  said  she,  with  liveliness,  "  I  bäte  the 
Word  cordially.  If  ever  a  rare  man  has  a  whole  vnUl 
and  no  half  of  one,  and  rests  upon  his  power,  and  does 
not,  like  a  crastaceous  animal,  cleave  to  eveiy  other,  then 
he  is  called  cold.  Is  not  the  sun,  when  he  approaches 
US,  cold  too?"  "Death  is  cold,"  cried  Albano,  very 
much  moved,  because  he  oflen  imagined  that  he  himself 
had  more  force  than  love;  "  but  there  may  well  be  a  sub- 
lime coldness,  a  sublime  pain,  which  with  eagle's  talon 
snatches  the  heart  away  on  high,  but  tears  it  in  pieces  in 
mid-heaven  and  before  the  sun." 

She  looked  upon  him  with  a  look  of  greatness.  "Truly 
you  speak  like  a  woman,"  said  she ;  "  they  alone  have 
nothing  to  will  or  to  do  without  the  might  of  love ;  but  it 
was  prettily  said."  Dian,  good  for  nothing  as  to  general 
observations,  and  apt  only  at  individual  ones,  interrupted 
her  with  questions  about  particular  works  of  art  in  Na- 
ples;  she  very  frankly  communicated  her  characteristic 
views,  although  with  tolerable  decision.  Albano  thought 
at  first  of  his  artistic  friend,  the  draughtsman  Schoppe, 
and  asked  about  him.  "  At  my  departure,"  said  she,  "  he 
was  still  in  Pestitz,  though  I  cannot  comprehend  what 
such  an  extraordinary  being  would  fain  do  there ;  that  is 
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a  powerful  man,  bat  quite  jumbled  up  and  not  clear.  He 
is  very  much  jour  friend."  "  How  does "  asked  Dian, 
half  joking,  "my  old  patron,  the  Lector  Augusti?"  She 
answered  concisely,  and  almost  with  a  certain  sensitive- 
ness  at  the  familiarity  of  bis  question:  '^It  goes  well  with 
bim  at  court.  Few  natures,"  she  continued,  tuming  to 
Albano,  on  the  subject  of  Augusti,  '^  are  doomed  to  meet 
so  much  injustice  of  judgment  as  such  simple,  cool,  con- 
sistent  ones  as  bis."  Albano  could  not  entirely  saj  yes, 
but  he  recognized  with  satisfaction  in  her  respect  for  the 
strängest  individuality  of  character  the  pupil  of  bis  fatber, 
wbo  prized  a  plant,  not  according  to  the  smoothness  or 
rougbness  of  its  skin,  but  according  to  its  bloom.  Never 
does  a  man  portray  bis  own  character  more  vividly  than 
in  bis  manner  of  portraying  another^s.  But  Linda's  lofly 
candor  on  the  subject,  which  is  as  often  wanting  in  finely 
cultivated  females  as  refinement  and  reserve  are  in  pow- 
erful men,  took  the  strongest  hold  of  the  youth,  and  he 
thought  he  should  be  sinning  if  he  did  not  exercise  bis 
great  natural  frankness  towards  her  in  a  twofold  degree. 

She  called  her  maidens  to  depart  with  her.  Dian  went 
off.  **  Tliese  are  more  necessary  to  me,"  said  she  to  Al- 
bano, "than  they  seem."  She  had,  namely,  she  related, 
sometbing  of  the  ocular  malady*  of  many  Spanish  wo- 
men,  of  being  infinitely  short-sighted  in  the  night  He 
begged  to  be  permitted  to  accompany  her,  and  it  was 
granted ;  he  would  have  guided  her,  afler  what  she  had 
ssdd,  but  she  forbade  it 

During  the  walk  she  often  stood  still,  to  look  at  the 
beautiful  flame  of  Vesuvius.      "  He  Stands  there,"  said 

•  Day-siglit  (hemeralopy)  is  common  in  hot  coimtries;  the  strong- 
est degree  is,  to  be  blind  in  the  night  even  to  llght,  and  only  in  the 
moniing  able  to  see  again. 
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Albano,  ^  in  this  pastoral  poem  of  Natnre,  Vke  a  tragic 
muse,  and  ezalts  eveiything,  as  a  war  does  the  age." 
**  Do  you  believe  that  of  war,"  said  she,  "  A  man  must 
have,"  he  replied,  "either  great  men  or  great  o^jects 
before  him,  otherwise  bis  powers  degenerate,  as  the  mag- 
nef  s  do,  when  it  has  lain  for  a  long  järne  without  being 
tomed  toward  the  right  comers  of  the  world.**  "»Sow 
true,"  Said  she  :  "  what  say  you  to  a  Grallic  war  ?  **  He 
owned  bis  wish  that  it  might  break  ont,  jand  bis  own 
disposition  to  take  part  in  it.  He  could  not  help,  even 
at  the  expense  of  bis  future  liberty,  being  open4iearted 
towards  her.  ^  Blessed  are  you  men,"  ssdd  she;  ^ you  di^ 
your  way  down  through  the  snow  of  life,  and  find  at  last 
the  green  harvest  undemeath.  That  can  no  woman  dp. 
A  woman  is  snrely  a  stupid  thing  in  nature.  Iref|>eet 
one  and  another  head  of  the  Revolution,  particularly  that 
political  monster  of  energy,  Mirabeau,  although  I  cannot 
like  bim." 

During  these  discoursings  they  came  upon  the  ascent 
of  Epomeo.  Agata  accompanied  the  two  playmates  of 
her  earlier  days  with  füll  tongue  and  hungry  ear  for  so 
many  mutual  news-tellings.  As  he  now  went  along  beside 
the  beautiful  virgin,  and  occasionally  looked  in  her  face, 
which  was  made  still  more  beautiful  by  mental. energy, 
and  became  at  once  flower,  blossom,  and  fruit  (whereas 
generally  the  converse  holds,  and  the  head  gains  by  the 
face) :  then  did  he  pass  a  severe  judgment  upon  bis  pre- 
vious  deportment  toward  this  noble  being,  although  he  as 
well  as  she,  out  of  delicacy,  remained  silent  about  the 
former  juggling  play  with  her  name,  as  well  as  about  the 
wonderfulness  of  to-day's  meeting.  Silently  they  went 
on  in  the  rare  night  and  region.  All  at  once  she  stopped 
on>an  eminence,  around  which  the  dowry  of  Nature  was 
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heaped  up  on  all  sides  in  mountains.  Thej  looked  round 
in  the  splendor ;  the  Swan  of  Heaven,  the  moon,  floated 
bigh  pver  Vesuvius  in  the  ether,  —  the  giant  serpent  of 
the  World,  the  sea,  lay  fast:  asleep  in  his  bed  that  Stretches 
from  pole  to.pole, —  the  coasts  and  promontories  glimmered 
onlj,  like  niidnighl».dreanis,  —  defls  fqll  of  tree-blossoms 
overflowed  wlth  ethereal  dew  made  of  light,  and  in  the 
yales  below  stood  dark  smoke-columns  upon  hot/ountains, 
and  overhead  they  floated  away  in  splendor,  —  fJl  around 
laj, Jiigh  up,  illuminated  chapels,  and  low  aroui^d  the  shore 
dark  eitles, — the  winds  stood  still,  the  rose-perfumes  and 
the  myrtle-perfumes  stole  forth  alone,  —  soft  and  bland 
floated  the  blue  night  around  the  ravished  earth;  from 
around. the  warm  moon  the  ether  retired,  and  she  sank 
down  love^intozicated  out.of  mid-heaven  larger  and  larger 
into  the  sweet  earth-spring.  Vesuvius  stood  now,  without 
flame  or  thunder,  white  with  sand  or  snow,  in  the  east,  — - 
in  the  darkening  blue  the  gold  grams  of  the  fierj  stars 
were  sowed  far  abroad. 

It  was  the  rare  time  when  life  has  its  transit  through 
asuperterrestrial  sun.  Albano  and  Linda  accompanied 
each  other  with  holy  eyes,  and  their  looks  softly  disen- 
•gaged  themselves  from  each  other  again ;  they  gazed  into 
the  World,  and  into  the  heart,  and  expressed  nothing. 
Linda  tumed  softly  round  and  walked  silently  onward. 

Just  then,  all  at  once,  one  of  the  prattling  maidens 
behind  them  called  out :  '<  There  is  really  an  earthquake 
Coming ;  I  actually  feel  it ;  good  night ! "  It  was  Agata. 
^  Grod  grant  one,"  said  Albano.  "  O  why  ?  "  s^ud  Linda, 
eagerly,  but  in  a  low  tone.  "  All  that  the  infinite  mother 
wills  and  sends  is  to  me  to-day  childishjy  dear,  even  death ; 
—  are  not  we>  too,  part  and  parcel  of  her  immortality  ?  '* 
Said  he.    ^  Yes,  man  may  feel  and  believe  this  dn  joy ; 
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iB  a  loDg  niglity  thefresh-nKMiiing  breaUied 
when  Albano  was  to  find  again  the  treiusRures 
of  the  most  blessed  dream^  the.flowera  of  |br- 
tuBe  which  the  moein  had  opendd,  in  beoad 
sunlight  Life  shouted  to  him  exultingly,  as  he  climbed 
again  yesterda/s  heights,  which  shone  overspread  whh 
the  vamish  of  light ;  not  to  a  rose-feast,  but  to.all  flower- 
and  harvest-festivals  at  once ;  to  feasts  of  mjrtles  and 
lilies;  to  gleanings  and  blossom-gatherings.  The  eun 
went  forth  over  the  blessed  region,  and  as  a  peacock  with 
bis  trailing  rainbow  flies  into  a  blossoming  tree,  so  did  the 
young  day,  heavy  with  colors  and  laden  with  gardens  and 
fnll  of  reflections,  mount  the  blue  heights,  and  amile  Jike 
a  child  upon  the  world.  Albano  looked  now  from  Ms 
height  down  on  the  enchanted  Castle  wherein  yesterday 
the  mighty  enchantress  had  disappeared. 

He  went  down  to  it.  A  singing  maiden  on  the  flowery 
roof,  who  seemed  to  have  been  waiting  for  him,  pointed 
out,  leaning  over  without  interrupting  her  singing,  a  near 
apartment  below  her  into  which  he  was  to  enter.  He 
stepped  in  ;   it  was  empty.      Through  the  Windows  of 
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oiled  paper  streamed  a  ^ondfous  moming  light ;  on  the 
woöden  c^iling  figttres  from  Hercül^eum  were  painted; 
m  a  Campanian  vase  stood  yellow  butterflj  flowers  and 
xnjttle^blossoms,  which  diffused  around  them  a  sweet 
perfumed  atmosphere.  The  singalar  enyirons  enclosed 
Idm  more  and  more  closely,  for  he  foünd,  in  fact,  some 
picttires  and  articles  of  fumitare  which  seemed  familiar- 
to  bim.  At  last  he  saw,  to  hisaniazement,  on  the  table  a 
half  ring.  He  took  out  bis  half  which  he  had  got  from 
the  pretended  sister  in  the  Gkythic  Chamber  on  that  ghost- 
ly  night,  and  which,  to  be  ready  for  the  opportunity  of 
a  «ompaiisön,  he  always  carried  about  with  bim.  He 
pressed  the  semidrcles  into  one  another ;  suddenly  they 
doBcd,  dasping,  and  formed  a  fast  ring.  "  Gk>d  I "  thought 
hCj  **  what  arm  strikes  again  into  my  life  ?  " 

Just  then  the  door  was  hastig  opened,  and  the  Prin- 
oe&s  Julienne  entered  hurriedly,  smiling  and  weeping, 
and"  exdumed,  flying  to  bim,  "  0  my  brother  !  my 
brother!**  "Julienne,"  said  he,  seriously,  and  with  deep 
emotion,  "art  thou  really  my  sister  at  last?"  "O,  long 
enoagh  has  sbe  been  so ! "  replied  she,  and  looked  on  him 
teiiderly  and  blissfully,  and  smiled  through  her  tears. 
Then  she  again  embraced  him,  and  again  looked  at  him, 
and  Said:  "Thou  dear  Albano-brother !  So  long  have  I, 
like  a  moon,  been  sailing  around  thee,  and  had,  like  her, 
to'ßtay  eolder  and  farther  off.  Now  will  I  love  thee  with 
exöeeduig  fondness;  my  love  shall  run  backward,  and 
nm  forward  too  ! "  "  Almighty  I "  Albano  broke  out, 
weeping,  when  he  found  himself  so  suddenly  clasped  by 
a  beneficent  ann  out  of  the  cloud,  "  all  this  dost  thon 
now  give  me  at  once?"  "Ah!"  cried  Julienne,  with 
liveliness,  "  that  I  were  only  weeping-for  pure  joy !  But 
I  mast  ^at  my  .bitter  crust  of  sorrow  with  it  too  I     Dear 
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brother,  Lui^  writes  me  jesterdaj  from  Festitz  that  I  must 
hasten  back,  eise  he  will  hardlj  live  to  see  mj  retam. 
Did  I  thmk  of  this  on  mj  settiDg  out?  Thus  what  I 
receive  with  one  band  I  mast  give  up  with  the  otber." 
Albano  said  nothing  to  this,  because  he  could  not  possiblj 
take  the  least  interest  in  the  Prince.  So  much  the  more 
did  he  refresh  himself  with  fresh,  clear  joj  in  the  open, 
breathing  Orient  of  bis  earliest  days  of  life,  in  the  sight 
of  this  young,  pure  flower,  which  grew  and  plajed,  as  it 
were,  in  and  out  of  the  bright,  fresh  fountain  of  bis 
childhood. 

"  But,  beavens  I  ezphdn  to  me,"  began  Albano,  "  bow 
all  came  to  pass."  "  Now,  I  know,  the  questioning  be- 
gins,"  she  replied.  "  The  ostensible  sum  and  substance 
thou  shalt  shortlj  have ;  if  thou  askest  for  more,  if  thou 
wilt  peep  into  the  book  of  mysterles,  then  I  shut  it  to^ 
and  repeat  to  thee  some  lies.  Next  October,  it  may  be 
sooner,  all  comes  to  light  This  for  the  present,  and  first 
of  all,  —  my  mother  was,  and  remains,  verily  pure  and 
holy  in  this  relationship,  by  the  Almighty  God ! " 

"  What  a  riddle !  *'  said  he.  "  Art  thou  the  daughter 
of  my  father  ?  Is  Luigi  my  brother  ?  Is  my  dead  sister 
Severina  thy  sister  ?  **  asked  he. 

Julienne.     "  Ask  October ! " 

Albano.     "  Ah,  sister ! " 

Julienne.  "  O  bfother,  trust  the  daughter  of  Melchis- 
edec  Further,  —  I  was  indeed  the  sister  in  the  appari- 
tion,  whom  the  man  with  the  bald  head  introduced  to  thee 
in  Lilar.  I  could  not,  and  yet  I  feit  that  I  must,  have 
,  thee  ere  thou  hadst  flown  away  into  foreign  parts.  The 
old  age  which  I  then  had  in  the  mirror  was,  as  thou 
seest,  made  only  by  an  artificial  mirror."  * 

*  There  are  metamorphosing  mirrors  which  represent  yoong  forma 
as  decrepit 
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A^ano.  **  Tmlj,  I  thought  then  of  no  one  but  of  thee. 
Only  how  comes  there  a  man  like  tbe  Baldhead  and  like 
the  Father  of  Death,  who  so  incomprehensiblj  predicted 
to  me  in  Mola  that  I  shoald  find  tbee  ?  " 

JuJüennt.  ^  That  is  impossible.  Did  he  name  mj 
name?" 

Mbano.  ^  That  onlj  was  wanting.  The  Pater  is,  for 
the  rest,  in  all  probability  one  and  the  same  man  with 
the  Baldhead.  Immediately  afler  the  announcement  he 
went  toward  heaven." 

JvUenne,  "  There  let  him  stay,  by  all  means,  and  the 
other  toa  Does  this  3ark  bond  of  enchantment  concem 
or  distarb  me  or  thee,  which,  in  its  false  miracles,  has 
thus  far  always  been  intemipted  by  singular  real  ones  ? 
It  was  quite  innocently  that  I  happened  in  Lilar  at  that 
time,  and  perhaps  I  prevented  something  frightful.'' 

AB>^mo,  ^^  By  heavens !  I  must  ask  what,  then,  is  his 
object,  who  his  leader,  his  manager  ?  " 

Jvlienne.  "  Probably  the  father  of  the  Countess,  for 
he  lives  still,  I  hear,  unknown  and  unseen,  although  thy 
father  is  guardian.  Be  astonished  when  thou  art  at 
luHne,  and  leave  the  riddles,  which,  be  assured,  are  un- 
ravelling  themselves  so  agreeably  for  us  both,  and  await 
the  October  days." 

Albano.  "  But  one  thing,  beloved  sister,  deny  me  not, 
I  pray  thee,  —  a  clear  word  about  my  and  thy  wonderful 
relation  to  the  noble  Countess  I     Only  that ! " 

JvUenne,  "Has  my  heart,  then,  already  denied  it 
thee?  The  glorious  one,  —  well  for  her  and  me  and 
thee!  Thy  first  word  of  love,  —  which  the  gods  have 
now  so  firmly  sealed,  —  was  to  be  the  signal-word  for  my 
annunciation  to  thee ;  only  from  the  beloved  mightest  thou 
receive  the  sister.    What  jugglers  and  ghosts  have  done 
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towards  it,  and  how  much  of  it,  po  one  knows  better 
than  —  October ;  why  shall  I,  meanwhile,  be  choosing 
between  lies  and  perjury  ?  I  simply  did  all,  only  to  bring 
you  two  together ;  the  rest  I  knew  beforehand.  Notbing 
SBCceeded,  —  it  all  was  a  stifling  snarl ;  everything  went 
up  bilL  I  saw  precious  beings  *  sowing  in  an  unblessed 
spring  dreadful  griefs,  and  withal  smiling  so  hopefallyl 
and  I  oould  not  bold  their  unbappy  händs,  —  I,  wbo  with 
socb  certainty  foreknew  all  tbe  Coming  anguisb.  O  thou 
pare,  pious  soul  above  I "  said  she,  all  at  once,  with  quiy- 
ering  lip,  looking  towards  beaven.    . 

Tbe  brotber  and  sister  embraeed  eaeb  other  soflly,  and 
wept  in  silence  at  tbe  thougbt  of  tbe  innocent  sacrifice. 

"  No,"  said  Albano,  very  warmly,  "  no  hell-conspiracy 
could  have  sundered  us  bad  she  only  stayed  with  me,  or 
even  on  the  earth."  "See,  Albano,**  said  Julienne,  coP' 
lecting  agmn  her  more  cheerful  life-spirits,  and  opening 
all  blinds,  "  how  the  moming  hill  sparkies  and  swims  up 
and  down  !  Let  me  speak  out !  By  the  very  greatest 
good  luck,  I  leamed  in  winter  that  thou  wast  tuming  thy 
thoughts  toward  Naples-  Linda  had  already  been  there 
once,  and  her  mother  at  the  baths  of  the  neighborhood. 
For  me,  I  said  to  her,  Ischia's  baths  would  do  as  well  as 
any.  Go  with  me  ;  we  will  not  disturb  or  go  near  your 
triste  guardian  in  Eome  at  all.  She  readily  assented. 
Of  course  there  was  no  mention  made  of  thee ;  previous- 
ly,  however,  there  had  been  oflen  enough  in  letters  and 
otherwise,  when  I  always  praised  thee  beyond  measure. 
And  now  nous  votct  donc.  Yesterday  I  received  in  Na- 
ples the  moumful  letter  of  my  brotber.  Of  thy  arrival 
I  knew  as  yet  nothing.  I  let  the  Countess  go  alone  to  the 
feast  of  tones,  and  hastened  home  with  heavy  heart. 
*  Hirn  and  Liana. 
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When  she  came  back,  she  opened  her  glad  heart,  and  told 
me  all ;  and  then  I  told  her  all.  Ah,  thank  God,."  she 
added,  fsdling  upon  his  neck,  '^  that  we  have  now  at  last 
disembarked  in  Elysium,  and  that  the  rotten  Charon's- 
boat  has  not  sent  us  to  the  bottom.  But  for  .all  Europe, 
even  for  thy  Dlan,  mark  me,  the  privy  seal  remains  upon 
our  relationship."  Albano  must  needs  still  put  a  few 
questions.  She  kept  answering,  in  a  lively  tone,  "  Octo- 
ber!  October!"  tili  all  at  once,  as  if  awaking,  she  ex- 
dauned,  "  O,  how  can  I  say  that  so  gayly  ?  "  but  without 
explaining  herseif  on  the  subject, 

"  Now  will  I  bring  thee,  as  I  have  heretofore  done,  to 
the  Countess,  only  by  a  shorter  way,"  said  she,  took  his 
band,  led  him  out,  opened  the  opposite  apartment,  where 
Linda  lived,  and  said,  "I  present  to  thee  my  brother.'* 
Deeply  blushing,  the  noble  form  came  to  meet  them,  and 
embraeed,  without  a  word,  her  dear  female  friend.  When 
her  eye  met  again  Albano's,  she  was  so  Struck  that  she 
sought  to  draw  away  the  band  which  he  kissed,  for  she 
had  yesterday  hardly  seen  but  in  a  glimmering  light  his 
beautiful  eye,  and  his  noble  brow,  and  the  lips  of  love ; 
and  this  blooming  man  stood,  inspired  with  double  emo- 
tion, so  bright  and  still  and  eamest  before  her,  füll  of 
noble,  real  love.  Her  heart  would  gladly  have  fallen 
upon  bis ;  at  least,  she  gave  him  back  her  band  into  bis, 
and  wished  him  joy  of  this  moming.  The  obvious  an- 
ßwer,  "  and  of  yesterday  evening,"  he  could  not  get  over 
his  lips,  from  a  peculiar,  modest  sbyness,  of  giving  as  of 
taking  praise.  '^A  third  man  is  found  at  last  for  the 
travelling-coUege,"  said  Julienne ;  "  for  thou  must  go  off 
directly,  in  a  few  days ;  thou,  too,  must  be  off  to  Pestitz, 
Albano."  "  I,  too,  sister  ?  "  said  he ;  "I  meant  to  stay  a 
month,  and  here  is  the  visit  of  Yesuvius,  Herculaneum, 
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and  Niq>les  crowded  into  a  few  days.**  He  wosidered 
afterwards  himself  at  the  sweetness  of  obedience  under 
the  fair  oommands  of  love,  sinoe  he  used  <moe  to  saj, 
^  Command  me  to  command,  and  I  will  not  obej."  ^  I 
accompanj.  mj  friend,"  said  Linda,  ^glad  as  I  ehoold 
bave  been  to  go  to  Greece,  to  which  I  am  alreadj,  for  tibe 
second  time,  so  near." 

**  This  very  night  I  fly  away,**  said  he ;  "  I  will  odly 
wake,  see,  live,  and  love."  Julienne  had  already  begim 
to  show  a  sister's  concem  about  bis  heakh  and  his  objects ; 
divided  between  two  brothers,  gladly  would  she,  had  it 
only  been  possible,  have  sacrificed  herseif  to  both.  ^  The 
good  Creatore  has  not  even  yet  enjoyed  Ischia,''  said  she ; 
**  he  must  have  that  to-day," 

Albano  feit,  at  the  expression  of  this  new  femak  lovie, 
Üiat  woman  was  the  human  heart  in  1^  fairest  form. 
Within  him  rang  a  glad  melody,  —  ^What  a  day  lies 
before  thee,  and  what  years  I "  Sweedy  entwined  and 
overspun  with  a  canopy  of  double  love-blossoms,  he  saw 
life  and  earth  füll  of  fragrance  and  light ;  over  the  mom- 
ing  dew  of  youth  a  sun  had  now  been  ushered  up,  and 
the  dark  drops  glistened  up  and  down  through  all  gardens. 

He  cast,  at  length,  a  glance  at  the  place  which  sur- 
Tounded  him,  Niobe's  group,  the  Genius  of  Turin,  Cupid, 
and  Psyche,  stood  there  in  casts,  borrowed  from  the  cab- 
inet  of  an  artist  in  Naples.  The  walls  were  decorated 
with  rare  pictures,  among  which  was  —  Schoppe  sneezing. 
This  alone  rushed  with  the  northem  past  mightily  into  his 
soflened  heart,  and  he  expressed  his  feeling  to  his  be- 
loved.  "You,"  said  she,  "  prefer  friendship  to  art,  for 
that  Portrait  is  the  worst  in  my  collection ;  but  the  original 
deserves,  indeed,  all  regard." 

She  went  into  the  cabinet,  and  brought  out  a  miniatnre 
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^eneas  of  lierself,  which  represented  her,  after  the  Turk- 
ish  fashloQ,  veiled,  and  with  oqIj  one  eye  uncovered. 
..How  livingly  beside  the  twilight  of  the  veü  did  the  open, 
«ul-speaking  eye  Jook  and  «tdke  i  How  did  the  flame  a£ 
-its  might  hvEca  ihreugh  the  ooveiing  of  mildness  1  Linda 
.named  Üie  master  <i{  the  itnagnificent  »picture,  that  very 
Schoppe»  and  added»  he  bad  said  in  this  case  the  master 
Jiiiist)  out  of  redpro^  complaäaance,  himself  praise  a  wodk 
which  praised  him  m^e  paftiallj  and  poirerfully  than  any 
i>ther  work  of  bis  ever  had.  She  explained  this  differenoe 
-of  his  penoil  hy  anoitber  cause,  which  he  had  «ttated  to  her 
.almoet  in  Üiese  words :  he  had,  he  said,  in  his  earliest 
youth,  loved  her  mother  as  k)ng  as  he  had  seen  her,  and 
aflerwards  never  any  one  again ;  and  therefore  he  had, 
as  she  reisembled  her  mother,  painted  her  con  amorej  and 
i!eaHy  Striaen  to  bring  out  sömething. 

^  O,  bone^t  old  man  I "  said  Albano,  and  oonld  hardly 
Jceep  te^rs  out  of  the  eyes  which  so  oflen  were  h^py. 
But  it  was  only  the  holy  pang  of  friendship ;  for  there 
<darted  throiigh  him  at  last,  like  a  beam  of  lightning 
tbrougb  the  clearest  sky,  a  presumption  made  certain  by 
«veiything,  —  by  Schoppe's  diary  and  Linda's  words  and 
Sabette's  letter,  —  that  Linda  was  the  soul  whom  the  sin- 
^lar  being  secretly  loved.  A  sharp  pain  cut  hastily  but 
de^ly  thiough  his  brow ;  and  he  conquered  himself  only 
by  his  present  younger  freshness  of  spirit,  by  newly  gath- 
ered  power  and  force,  and  by  the  free  thought  that  a 
friend  may  well  and  eaaily  .give  up  and  sacrifice  to  his 
friend  a  hmd  one,  but  cannot  or  dares  not  so  easily  sur- 
render one  who  loves  htm. 

Julienne  said,  "  The  only  wonder  is  that  my  brother, 

between  two  such   fantastical   beings   as  this   Schoppe 

.  and  Boquairol,  ha^^  not  himself  beeome  one  of  the  same 
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feather."  A  running  fire  broke  out  Linda  ßaid, "  Schoppe 
is  only  a  southem  nature  in  conflict  with  a  northem  cli- 
mate."  **  Properly  with  life  itself,"  said  Albano.  Julienne 
simplj  remarked,  "  I  love  alwajs  rales  in  life  ;  with  nei- 
ther  of  them  is  one  ever  tranquil  and  ä  san  aUe^  bat  only 
h  leur  aiseJ*  She  asked  him  at  once  aboat  BoquüroL 
^  He  was  once  my  friend,  and  I  speak  of  him  no  more," 
Said  Albano,  whose  tongue  was  tied  by  the  ruined  favor- 
ite's  tortoring  love  for  Linda,  and  even  his  relationship  to 
Liana.  Linda  glided  over  the  subject  with  the  mere  ver- 
dict  that  he  was  an  overstndned  weakling,  and  withont 
special  mention  of  his  love  for  her  or  of  her  abhorrence 
of  him.  She  quite  as  coldly  forgot  at  a  distance  eveiy 
one  who  was  repulsive  to  her  inner  being  as  she  did 
vehemently  thrust  him  off  when  he  was  near. 

Julienne  withdrew  to  make  arrangements  for  the  little 
da/s  joumey  over  the  Island.  Albano  despatched  a  note 
to  Dian,  containing  the  marche-roiUe  to  Naples.  Linda 
said,  in  respect  to  Julienne,  "  A  deeply  and  finnly  grounded 
character!"  "The  stem  and  twigs  all  bur;ed  in  little 
fragrant  blossoms  ! "  he  added.  "  And  exactly  what  she 
hates  in  books  and  conversations,  —  poesy,  —  that  she 
pursues  right  eamestly  in  action.  Individuality  is  every- 
where  to  be  spared  and  respected,  as  the  root  of  every- 
thing  good.  You,  too,  are  very  good,"  she  added,  with 
soft  voiee.  "  Truly,  I  am  so  at  present,"  said  he ;  "  for  I 
love  right  heartily ;  and  only  a  complete  being  can  one 
really  love,  and  with  entire  disinterestedness." 

"  So  must  the  sun's  image  strike  füll  and  round,  in 
Order  to  bum."  "  Or  an  image  which  one  takes  for  it," 
said  she ;  "  I  am  what  I  am,  and  cannot  easily  become 
anything  eise.  If  man  has  only  a  will  once  for  all,  which 
goes  through  life,  not  altemating  from  minute  to  minute, 
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6tnn  being  to  bmg,  that  is  the  main  thing."  ''  Linda," 
öried  Albano,  **I  hear  my  own  soul.  There  are  words 
which  are  actions;  jours  are."  When  she  thus  spoke 
oat  her  soul,  her  beautifal  form  vanished  from  before  bis 
enchanted  spurit,  as  the  golden  string  vanishes  when  it 
b^ns  to  sound.  Wounded  and  punished  bj  the  past  for 
bis  often  hard  energy,  he  breathed  onlj  with  a  gentlo 
breath  —  although  now  life,  the  world,  and  the  very 
region  made  him  bolder,  brighter,  firmer,  and  more  ardent 
—  npon  the  unisonant  ^olian  strings  of  this  many-toned 
SOHL  But  how  must  she  have  been  charmed  with  a  man 
at  once  so  mighty  and  so  tender,  —  a  soft  constellation  of 
near  suns,  —  a  beautiful  war-god  with  the  lyre,  —  a  storm- 
doad  füll  of  Aurora,  —  a  spirited,  ardent  youth,  whose 
thought  was  so  honest!  She  said  it  not,  however,  but 
simply  loved,  like  him. 

He  threw  an  aecidental  glance  at  her  little  table-library. 
^  Nothing  but  French  ! "  said  she.  He  found  Montaigne^ 
the  life  of  Guyon,  the  Contrat  Spcial^  and,  last  of  all, 
Madame  d^Sta'el  sur  rinßtience  des  Passions.  He  had 
read  this,  and  said  how  infinitely  pleased  he  had  been 
with  the  artides  upon  love,  parties,  and  vanity,  and,  in 
Short,  with  her  Grerman  or  Spanish  heart  of  fire,  but  not 
with  her  bald  French  philosophy,  least  of  all  with  Jier 
immoral  suidde-mania.  '<  Grood  Heaven ! "  cried  Linda ; 
*^  is  not  life  itself  a  long  suidde  ?  Albano,  all  men  are 
still  somewhere  or  other  pedants,  the  good  in  morality  so 
called,  and  you  espedaUy.  Maxims  of  Kant,  great,  broad 
dassifications,  prindples,  must  they  aU  have.  You  are 
all  bom  Grermans,  real  Germans  of  the  Germans,  even 
you,  friend.  Am  I  right  ?  "  she  added,  softly,  as  if  she 
desired  a  "  yes." 

'^No,"  said  Albano,  ^^so  soon  as  a  man  once  pursues 
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and  desires  anything  ri^  eaFneatly  and  exdusivd]^,  thea 
he  is  called  a  coxcomb  or  a  pedanf  ^O  joa  everlasting 
readers  and  readeresses  f"  eried  JuHenne,  steppiag  in 
and  seeing  him  with  a  book  in;  hia  hand.  ^'  Never  hs» 
Ihe  Princess  read  pre£äce  ot  note,**  said  Lindi^  ^as  £ 
have  never  yet  let  any  one  go*"  Women  who  read  pref« 
aees  and  aotes  are  of  6ome  significance;  with  men,  aH 
most  the  opposite  were  trae.  '^  We  can  sei  oot;  att  itf 
teadj^  said  Julienne* 

112.  CYCLB. 

WHEN  they  came  oot  mto  the  festive  world>  how 
did  the  cool  blu&  of  heayen  oome  floating^  Iniw 
Bing  down  opon  them  instead  o£  eardilj  airsi  Hon* 
sparkled  the  world  and  the  daj  —  and  the  foture  I  "Haw 
brightlj  foamed  over  in  the  goblet  of  life  the  dranght  of 
bve  made  for  each  of  the  three  beings  out  of  two  intoz- 
icating  ingredients! 

Thej  followed  the  path  to  the  summit  of  Ep^pieo^bat  ia 
an  elastic,  yielding  freedomy  and  in  a  rapid  variety  of  na- 
ture  which  is  not  to  be  matched  anjwhere  upon  the  earth« 
Thej  met  Valleys  with  laureis  and  ehernes,,  with  roses 
and  primroses  at  once.  There  came  cool  defiles  filled'  ou^ 
with  ripe  oranges  and  apples,  beside  high  rochs  of  aloe» 
and  pomegranates^  and  on  the  sununits  of  the  cheny  and 
apple  tree  stirred  overhead  the  vine  and  orange  blossoms^ 
In  the  blooming  clefls  warbled  secure  nightingsdes,  and 
out  of  the  crevices  poisonless  serpents'  heads  darted  to 
the  light,  —  sometimes  appeared  a  cloister  in  a  citron«* 
grove,  sometimes  a  white  house  attached  to  a  vine-gardeB) 
now  a  cool  grotto,  now  a  kitchen  garden  near  red  clover, 
now-a;little  meadow  fuU  of  white  rose^flowers  and  nar« 
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eini,  and  tt  every  tarn  a  man,  who  went  by  siiigmgv 
dimcing,  and  aooostmg  them.  Heights  and  gardens  alter- 
nately  hid  and  lerealed  die  land  and  the  water,  and  often 
fttr  a  long  time  tlie  far-stretching  sea  and  its  cloud-coastH 
gUmmered  after  them  like  a  second  heaven  through  tho 
green  tw^s. 

Thej  drew  nearer  and  nearer  tb  the  hermif  s  house  on 
tiie  summit,  ixx^ing  themselves  npon  the  gay,  golden  fiag»- 
feathers  of  life.  They  spoke  to  each  other  now  and  then 
a  Word  of  joy,  not,  however,  by  way  of  oommunicating 
each  other,  bat  because  the  heart  could  not  help  it,  and  a 
Word  was  nothing  but  a  sigh  of  happiness.  They  stood 
at  last  upon  the  throne  of  the  earth,  and  looked  down  as 
from  the  suh.  Boond  about  them  the  sea  lay  camped, 
welting  away  into  the  blue  of  the  horizon,— -from  Capoa»^ 
ftst  in  the  depths  of  the  distance,  stretched  the  white 
Apenniües  aromid  Yesuvius  and  over  on  the  long  coast 
of  S<XTento  still  onward,  —  and  trom  Posilippo  the  lands 
porsued  the  sea  even  beyond  Mola  and  T^rracina,  —  on 
Ibe  opened  world-snrface  appeared  everything,  the  prom- 
eotories,  ihe  yellow  crater-margins  on  the  coasts  and  the 
Islands  round  about,  which  the  terrible,  veiled  jfire-god 
vader  the  sea  had  driven  up  out  of  his  fiery  realm  to  the 
Mght  of  the  sun,  —  and  the  lovely  Ischia  with  its  litüe 
ebies  on-  tiie  shores  and  ?rith  its  little  gardens  and  craters, 
stood  like  a  green  blooming  ship  in  the  great  sea,  and 
xested  on  innumerable  waves. 

Then  vanished  the  greatnesses  of  the  earth  from  below, 
<nily  ihe  earth  was  great  and  the  sun  with  his  heavens.  ^  O 
how  hi^py  we  are!"  said  Albano.  Yes,  you  were  happy 
tiiere ;  who  will  be  so  after  you  ?  Cradling  himself  upon 
the  tree  of  life,  at  which  his  childish  eye  had  already  so 
early  and  longingly  gazed  upward,  he  gave  utterance^  to 
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all  that  exalted  and  possessed  him.  "  Therein  I  recognize 
the  all-powerful  mother;  angiy  and  flaming,  she  comes 
op  from  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  plants  a  buming  land,  and 
then  does  she  again,  smiling,  distribute  flowers  among  her 
children ;  so  let  man  be,  volcano  —  then  flower."  "  What 
in  comparison  with  this,"  said  Julienne,  ^  are  all  the  Win- 
ter amusements  of  the  Grerman  Maj-moon  I  Is  not  that 
a  smaller  Switzerland  only  in  a  greater  lake  of  Greneva?'' 
The  Countess,  who  through  her  Spain  was  more  initiated 
in  such  charms,  kept  herseif  for  the  most  part  stiU. 
^  Man,"  ssdd  she,  ^'  is  the  Oread  and  Hamadryad  or  some 
other  divinity,  and  inspires  wood  and  vale,  and  man  him- 
self,  again,  is  inspired  by  man." 

The  Hermit  appeared,  and  said,  their  meal,  which  was 
sent  up,  had  long  since  arrived ;  he  also  took  occasion  to 
praise  his  Situation.  "  Oflen,"  said  he,  and  made  Julienne 
laugh,  "  my  mountain  smokes  like  Vesuvius,  and  bathing- 
guests  look  up,  and  apprehend  something,  but  it  is  only 
because  I  am  baking  my  bread  up  here."  They  en- 
camped  themselves  in  the  shady  open  air.  They  must 
needs  be  ever  looking  down  again  upon  the  lovely,  dimin- 
ished  Island,  which  with  its  gardens  planted  within  gar- 
dens,  with  its  Springs  intertwined  with  autunms,  lay  so 
whole  and  so  near,  a  great  family  garden,  where  the  peo- 
ple  all  dwell  together,  because  there  are  no  different  länds 
to  become  entangled  with  each  other,  and  the  bees  and 
the  larks  fly  not  far  out  over  the  garden  of  the  sea.  Like 
still,  open  flowers  were  the  three  souls  beside  each  other ; 
fragrantly  flies  the  flower-dust  to  and  fro,  to  generate  new 
flowers.  Linda  sank  away  completely  into  her  great 
deep  heart ;  unused  to  love,  she  would  fain  gaze  therein 
and  find  joy,  while  no  word  of  Albano's  escaped  her,  for 
it  bespoke  its  birth  of  love  in  the  heart     Overflowing 
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wiih  mildnese^  and  deep  in  thonght  she  sät  there,  with 
her  great  eye  half  ander  the  downcast  e jelid,  —  SLÜer  her 
manner,  alwayar  loi^  silent  as  well  as  long  speaking.  Aa 
the  diamond  sparkies  just  like  the  dewdrop,  but  onlj  with 
etemdj  power  and  even  without  the  sun,  her  heart  resem- 
bted  the  sollest  in  all  feminine  mildness  and  purity,  and 
excelled  it  only  in  strength.  "With  delight  Julienne  be- 
held,  when,  now  and  then,  after  a  childlike  forgetting 
öf  Albano,  (beeanse  her  stream  of  speech  had  bome  her 
fh)m  one  world  to  another,)  snddenlj  and  with  unembar- 
rassed  joj,  she  replaced  her  finely  formed  band  in  the 
yoofh's,  to  whom  a  pressure  of  her  band  was  nothing  less 
than  a  tender  embrace. 

They  took  the  nearest  way  down  back  to  Albano's 
r^idence,  whieh  was  ever  looking  up  to  them  &om 
its  Tine-shrubbery.  They  were  ever  so  little  with  each 
other,  —  in  the  moming  Albano  was  to  traveL  He  must 
write  from  Portici,  a  messenger  must  come  to  take  the 
letter,  — r  "  And  he  brings  me  one,  too,"  said  he.  "  Cer- 
taiiüy  not ! "  said  Linda.  Albano  begged.  <^  She  wül 
soon  diange  and  write,"  said  Julienne.  She  said  no. 
By  diegrees  furrows  of  shade  stole  down  the  monntain 
alöng  with  the  dark  lava-streams,  and  in  the  poplars 
nightingales  began  already  their  melodious  twilight 
Hiey  drew  near  to  Albano's  house.  Dian  ran  out  with 
d^ght  to  meet  the  Princess.  Albano  begged  him,  with- 
cÄlt  having  asked  either,  to  procure  a  bark,  in  order  that 
they  might  enjoy  the  evening.  Compulsory  proposals  of 
pleasnre  are  predsely  those  to  which  maidens  love  best  to 
say  yes.  Dian  was  immediately  at  band  with  a  boat ;  he 
always  and  quickly  joined  bis  pleasure  to  that  of  others. 

They  all  embarked  and  moved  along  among  the  sun- 
fldwers^  which  every  ray  of  the  sun  planted  thicker  and 
12*  s 
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thicker  upon  the  watery  beds.  Albano  —  in  hfe  present 
glow,  accustomed  to  the  manners  of  the  warm  land  where 
the  lover  Bpeaks  before  the  mother  and  she  speaks  of  him 
with  the  daaghter,  where  Love  wears  no  veil,  but  only 
hatred  and  the  face,  and  where  the  myräe,  in  everj  sense, 
is  the  setting  of  the  fields  —  forgot  himself  a  moment 
before  Dian,  and  took  Linda's  band ;  she  quicklj  snatched 
it  awaj  from  him,  trae  to  the  manner  of  maidens,  which 
is  lavish  of  the  arm  and  charj-  of  the  finger  and  the  thim- 
ble.  But  she  looked  on  him  sof^lj,  when  she  had  repelled 
him. 

Thej  passed  along  again,  on  theb*  passage  from  east  to 
north,  before  the  rock  with  houses  and  before  the  streets 
of  the  suburb  town  on  the  shore.  All  was  glad  and 
friendly,  —  all  sang  that  did  not  pratüe,  —  the  roofs  were 
occupied  with  looms  of  silk  ribbons,  and  the  websters 
spoke  and  sang  from  roof  to  roof.  Julienne  could  hardlj 
keep  her  eye  away  from  this  southem  sociableness  and 
harmony.  They  put  out  farther  into  the  sea,  and  the  sun 
went  down  nearer  to  it  The  waves  and  the  breezes 
played  with  one  another,  the  former  breathing,  the  latter 
undulating,  —  sky  and  sea  were  arched  into  one  blue  con- 
cave,  and  in  its  centre  floated,  free  as  a  spirit  in  the 
universe,  the  light  skiff  of  love.  The  circle  of  the  world 
became  a  golden,  swoUen  harvest-wreath  füll  of  glowing 
coasts  and  islands,  —  gondolas  flew  singing  into  the  dis- 
tance,  and  had  torches  already  prepared  for  the  night, 
(sometimes  a  flying-fish  traced  bis  arc  behind  them  in  the 
air,)  and  Dian  responded  to  their  familiär  songs  as  they 
glided  along  by.  Yonder  were  seen  great  ships,  proudly 
and  slowly  sailing  along,  fluttering  like  the  sky,  with  red 
and  blue  plumes,  and  like  conquerors  bound  to  port. 
Everywhere  was  the  must  of  life  poured  out,  and  it 
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worked  iiHpetaoiislj.  So  plajed  a  divine  world  around 
man !  **  O  here  in  this  great  scene,"  said  Albano,  "  where 
everjthing  finds  place,  Faradises  and  dark  Orcus-coasts 
of  lava,  and  the  yielding  eea,  and  the  graj  Grorgon- 
head  of  Yesuvins,  and  the  plajing  children  of  men, 
and  the  blossoms  and  all,  —  here  where  one  must  glow 
like  a  lava,  —  could  not  one,  like  the  hot  lava  round  about 
him,  bury  ^limself  in  the  waves,  in  all  his  glow,  if  one 
knew  that  anything  of  this  hour  could  pass  awaj,  even 
so  mach  as  a  remembrance  thereof,  or  a  throbbing  of 
the  pulse  for  a  loved  heart?  Were  not  that  better?" 
**  Perhaps,"  said  Linda.  Julienne  was  carried  in  thought 
hj  the  soflening  pleasure  to  the  distant  sick-bed  of  her 
brother,  and  said,  smiling :  <<  Gannot  one  do  like  the  fair 
Bun  over  jonder,  and  go  under  the  waves  and  jet  come 
back  again  ?  And  jet,  afler  all,  if  you  look  upon  his 
going  down  rightlj,  there  is  no  such  thing  in  realitj." 

The  sun  stood  alreadj  big  as  a  great  golden  shield  held 
from  heaven  above  the  Pontian  Islands,  and  gilded  their 
blae,  —  the  white,  rocky  crown  of  thoms,  Gapri,  lay  in 
gk>wing  light,  and  from  Sorrento's  coasts  to  Gaeta's  glim« 
mering  gold  had  shot  up  along  the  walls  of  the  world,  -— > 
the  earth  rolled  with  her  axis,  as  with  a  music-barrel,  near 
the  sun,  and  Struck  fix)m  the  great  luminary  rays  and 
tcmes,  —  sideward  lay  in  ambush  the  giant  messenger  of 
night,  camped  on  the  sea,  the  immense  shadow  of  Epo- 
meo. 

At  this  moment  the  sun  touched  the  sea,  and  a  golden 
lightning  darted  trembling  round  through  the  humid  ether, 
^-  and  he  cradled  himself  on  a  thousand  fiery  wave-wings, 
and  he  quivered  and  hung,  buming  and  glowing  with  love, 
on  the  sea,  and  the  sea,  buming,  drank  all  his  glow.  Then 
it  threw,  as  if  he  was  about  to  pass  away  forever,  the 
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Teil  of  an  infinite  splendor  over  the  palef-^rowiBg  ged. 
Then  it  became  still  on  Üie  earth;  a  floating  evmuDg 
ledness  overflowed  with  rose-cnl  all  the  waves ;  the'  holy 
lalan^  of  soodown  stood  transfigared ;  Ae  remetest  ooasts 
cbnew  near  and  showed  tkeir  redness  of  deUght ;  oa  all 
kei^ts  hang  rose-gariands  ;  Epomeo  ^wed  nfnrard  even 
tx>  the  ether,  and  on  the  eteraal  doad-tree,  whieh:  grows 
ap  out  of  the  hollöw  Yesmrios,  went  out  ob  (he  sammit 
the  last  thin  gümmeoring  of  sple&dor. 

Speechless,  tibe  oompanions  tomed  firom  the  West  t^^itatd 
the  shore.  The  sailors  began  i^ain  to  talk.  ^  Make  iStkj 
brother,"  Linda  softlj  begged  her  firiend^  *^  keept  himself 
alwajs  taraed  toward  the  west**  She  fulfilled  the  requeät 
withoat  immediatelj  guessing  its^  motive.  lind»  looked 
continnallj  into  his  beaatifuUy  irradiated  fiiee :  ^  AA  Mm 
again,"  said  she  a  second  time^  ^  the  twilight  is  too  disep^ 
and  my  \reak  eyes  see  so  poorlj  without  light."  It  was 
not  done,  for  they  immediately  went  on  shore.  The  earth 
trembled  beneath  and  afler  them  as  they  trod  upon  it,  aa  a 
soimding-board  of  the  blissfulhour.  Albano  was  ikstened 
in  speechless  emotion  upon  the  beloved  face,  which  he 
must  soon  leave  again.  "  I  'II  write  to  you,"  said  she,  nn- 
asked,  with  so  touching  a  recall  of  her  former  threat,  that, 
had  he  not  been  among  stränge  eyes,  he  must  have  fallen, 
intoxicated  with  gratitude  upon  her  band,  upon  her  ndble 
heart.  Hard  was  the  parting,  and  the  end  of  an  harmo- 
nious  day  in  wbich  the  tone  of  every  single  minute  had 
been  again  a  tri-clang.  By  this  time  Dian  had  already 
departed.  "  Not  even  the  roses  of  evening,"  said  Julienne, 
"  are  without  thorns."  ^'^  An  abrupt  leave-taking  is  always 
the  best ;  we  will  go  bome,"  said  Linda.  Albano  begged 
that  he  might  be  allowed  to  attend  her.  "Whither?'' 
said  Linda.     SoMy  she  added,  for  the  sake  of  her  eyes^ 
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^I  (San  haadly  ste  70a  maj  longer ;  ho^v^ver,  onlj  come, 
I  can  hesTy  neverthdess«"  ^  Beaotiful  inconstant  one  I " 
8ud  Jalienne.  ^  I  change  niTael^''  said  ehe,  '^  bat  no  other 
does  it;  011I7  as  &r  a»  the  chapei^  Albano;  70U  sail 
CMUPI7  iD  the  mommg/'  ^  Evea  eariiiar;  perhaps  thk  verj 
mghC  6«d  he^ 

Wliile  the;^  t^ios  more  and  more  slowly  descended 
fbe  mGnntaln,  and '  l^e  mgütingales  warbled,  aod  the 
myrde-blosfioms:  breathed  their  perfume,  and  the  tepid 
breeaes  flatteret^  asid  overhead  the  whole  second  world, 
lUcea^Teifed  nun,  koked  with  a  hfAy  eye  through  the 
silver-grating  of  the  constellationSy  evrery  heaart  oYerflowed 
with  faithful  love,  and  the  brother  and  the  sister  and  the 
beloved  took  altematelj  each  other's  band. 

At  once  Linda  stood  upon  the  spot  of  jesterdaj's  union 
ani  8ai<^  ^  Here  he  must  go,  Julienne  I  **  and  swiftly 
drew  her  hand  otit  of  bis,  a&d  smoothed  l^htly  bis  locks 
and  cheek  and  tben  bis  eje,  and  asked^  ^  How  ?  "  in  the 
oonfasion  of  a  dream.  ^Immediately,"  said  Julienne; 
^one  mnst,  however,  wait  at  least  for  the  Italian  winter, 
för  tbt  moeo,  before  oae  can  eren  ga  home."  Then  the 
brother  felf  npon  ike  bosom  of  the  tender  sister,  who 
would  fkra  hereby  procure  finr  bim  a  bnger  tarryingy  and 
fbr  her  firiend  tlie  privilege  of  seeisg  bim  again  hj  a 
stronger  illumination,  and  be  exclaimed,  with  tears,  ^  O 
sister !  how  mach  hast  tbou  done  for  me,  before  I  could 
do  anything  for  thee,  or  eve»  tbank  thee !  Thon  givest 
jBKj  indeedy  everything,  —  every  joy,  the  highest  felicity ; 
O,  what  art  tbou  like  I "  **  Thwe  is  the  moot:^  I "  cried 
she ;  **  now  farewell,  and  a  happy  joumey !  '* 

Like  a  silvery  day  the  moon.had  climbed  the  moimtains, 
and  the  transfigtxred  beloTed  one  saw  again  the  blooming 
&ce  of  her  beloved     He  took  her  hand  and  said,  ^  fkre- 
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well,  Linda !  **  Long  looked  they  npon  each  other,  their 
ejes  füll  of  soul,  and  Üie j  grew  more  stränge  and  exalted 
in  each  other's  eyes.  Then  did  he,  without  knowing  how, 
press  to  his  heart  the  noble  maiden,  like  a  blessed  spirit 
embracing  a  spring  san,  —  and  he  touched  her  holy  coon- 
tenance  wiüi  his,  and  like  the  red  momings  of  two  worlds 
their  lips  melted  together.  Linda  closed  her  ejes,  and 
kissed  with  trembling,  and  onlj  a  Single  life  and  bliss 
rolled  and  glowed  between  two  hearts  and  lips.  Julienne 
gentlj  enfolded  the  embrace  with  her  own,  and  desired 
no  other  bliss.  Thereupon  all  parted,  without  speaking 
agaln,  or  looking  round. 

113.  CYCLE. 

AL6AN0,  with  the  new  haste  which  now  reigned 
in  his  actions,  was  alreadj,  beneath  the  cool  mom- 
ing  Star,  flying  from  the  happy  soll.  He  told  the  archi- 
tect,  Dian,  all  his  whole  blessedness,  because  he  knew 
how  very  much  of  a  youth  the  man  still  remained  in 
matters  of  love.  "  Bravo ! "  answered  Dian,  "  who  can 
escape  without  love  in  Italy  ?  At  least  none  of  us.  It  is 
to  be  hoped  your  magnificent  Juno  is  not  so  haughty 
toward  you  as  toward  other  people :  then  there  may  weU 
be  for  you  a  life  of  the  gods." 

In  the  moming  breezes,  irradiated  with  sun  and  wave, 
he  swept  gliding  along  on  the  blue,  liquid  mirror  between 
two  heavens,  and  his  eye  was  blest  when  it  looked  back 
at  the  Olympus  of  Epomeo,  and  blest  when  it  looked 
back  again  on  the  coasts  that  gleamed  up  and  down  on 
the  long,  outspread  market-place  of  the  earth. 

When  they  came  through  the  midst  of  those  glimmer- 
ing  palaces,  the  ships,  to  the  stationary  ones,  they  found 
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ihe  people  in  the  ecstasy  of  a  saint's  festivaL  He  was 
compelled  to  bury  the  blue  day  and  the  sea  in  temples,  in 
picture-halls,  in  foarth  stories,  where,  according  to  the 
CQstom,  several  of  the  grandees  dwelt,  to  whom  he  deliv- 
ered  letters  from  his  father,  and  more  beautifully  in  the 
subterranean,  gloomy  street  which  arches  itself  through 
the  blooming  Posilippo. 

Only  the  prospect  that,  in  the  very  next  solitude,  he 
shonld  converse  with  his  distant  heart  quieted  his  spirit, 
which  was  always  flying  away  from  the  present.  At 
CTening  they  ascended  the  finest  of  the  heights  above 
Naples,  the  cloister  of  Gamaldole,  where,  among  the  pleas« 
ures  of  the  prospect,  he  saw,  standing  in  gray  distance 
behind  Posilippo,  the  lofty  Epomeo.  He  could  no  longer 
contain  himself,  but  began,  in  a  spot  more  thickly  hidden 
with  blossoms  than  others,  which  he  had  sought  out  for 
the  purpose,  the  following  letter  to  Linda :  — > 

^At  last,  noble  sool,  I  can  speak  to  theo,  and  behold 
again  thy  Island,  although  only  as  a  eunny-red  evening 
doud  looming  in  the  horizon.  Linda,  Linda,  O  that  I 
have  and  have  had  thee!  Does,  then,  the  two  days' 
diyine  dream  last  even  over  into  the  cold  to-day  ?  Thou 
art  now  so  far  off  and  dumb,  and  I  hear  no  yes.  When, 
in  Bome,  on  the  dorne  of  St.  Feter's,  I  looked  into  the 
blne  moming  heavens,  and  life  swelled  and  sounded 
aronnd  me  as  the  breezes  swept  by,  then  it  seemed  to  me 
as  if  I  must  fling  myself  into  a  flying  royal  ship,  and  seek 
a  shore  which  grows  green  under  the  farthest  constella- 
tion ;  as  if  I  must  flutter  down,  like  a  cascade,  through 
the  heavens,  and  tear  my  way  below  there  through  this 
stony  life,  pressing  onward,  and  destroying  and  bearing 
everything  before  me  and  with  me.    And  so  is  it  with  me 
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^agäin  at  tMs  moment,  and  stiU  more  emphalicaBj'.  I 
could  fly  over  to  thee,  and  say,  *Thoa  art  my  ^toy,  my 
kurel-Wreathy  my  eternity,  bnt  I  mnst  deseire  thee;  I 
can  do  nodiing  fbr  thee,  ezcept  what  I  do  for  mysdl£'  In 
tbe  olden  time,  bek>ved  youths  were  great,  deeds  weie 
tlieir  gFaees,  and  Üie  ooat  of  mail  their  festal  dreas.  To- 
day, as  I  looked  across  on  the  Gulf  of  Baja,  and  on  thd 
mins  Where  fhe  gardais  and  palaoes  of  the  great  Bbmans 
fititt  lie  in  rnins  or  names,  and  when  I  bbcw  the  olc^ 
def3dng  giants  stand  in  the  midst  of  flowers  and  oranges, 
and  in  tepid,  inoense-breathing  breezes,  refiresbed  aad 
qnickened  by  them,  bat  not  softened  and  subdaed; — liftnig 
with  the  band  the  heavy  trident  which  moved  three  qoap- 
ters  of  the  globe,  and  with  sinewy  breast  going  forth  to 
meet  winter  in  the  north,  buming  heat  in  Africa,  and 
erery  woond,  —  then  did  my  whole  heart  «sk,  ^  Ib  it  so 
with  thee  ? '  O  Linda,  can  a  man  be  otherwise  ?  The 
lion  roams  over  the  earth,  the  eagle  sweeps  through  the 
heavens,  and  the  king  of  these  kings  should  have  bis 
path  on  Ihe  earth  and  in  the  heavens  at  once.  I  have  as 
yet  been  and  done  nothing ;  but  when  lifo  is  as  yet  an 
empty  mist,  canst  thou  overcome  it,  or  seize  it  fast  and 
dash  it  to  pieces  ?  Wilt  thou  one  day,  thou  Uranide,  love 
a  man  ?  then  will  I  shrink  back  from  no  one.  But  words 
are  to  actions  only  the  sawdust  of  the  club  of  Hercules,  as 
Schoppe  gays.  So  soon  as  war  and  freedom  clash  against 
each  other,  then  will  I  deserve  thee  in  the  storm  of  thte 
times,  and  bring  with  me  to  thee  actions  and  immortal 
love. 

"Here  I  stand  on  the  divine  heights  of  the  doister- 
garden,  and  look  down  into  a  green,  heavenly  realm  which 
knows  no  equaL  The  sun  is  already  away  over  the  gul^ 
and  flings  his  rose-fire  among  the  ships,  and  a  whole  shore 
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füll  of  palaces  and  fuU  of  men  burns  red.  Throngh  the 
long,  wide-extending  streets  below  me  rolls  up  already  the 
din  of  the  festival,  and  the  roofs  are  füll  of  decorated  men 
and  women,  and  füll  of  music  Balconies  and  gondolas 
wait  to  welcome  the  divine  night  with  songs.  And  here 
am  I  'alone,  and  am  nevertheless  so  happj,  and  jearn 
without  pain.  But  had  I  been  standing  here  four  dajs 
ago,  Linda,  when,  as  jet,  1  knew  thee  not  and  had  thee 
noty  and  had  I  been  looking  upon  such  an  evening  as  this, 
— :npon  the  golden  sea,  —  the  gay  Portici,  upon  which  sun 
and  sea  are  rippling  with  flames,  —  the  majestic  Yesu- 
vius,  woimd  round  with  gold-green  myrtles,  and  with  his 
gray,  ashen  head  füll  of  the  glow  of  the  sun,  —  and,  be- 
hind  me,  the  green  piain  füll  of  clouds  of  flower-dust, 
which  rise  out  of  gardens  and  rain  down  in  .gardens  again, 
—  and  the  whole  busy,  magic  cirde  of  glad  energies,  —  a 
World  swimming  in  light  and  life,  —  then,  Linda,  without 
thee,  would  a  cold  pang  have  darted  through  the  warm 
bliss,  and  remembrances  with  mouming  masks  would  have 
gone  about  in  the  golden  light  of  evening. 

^  O  Linda,  how  hast  thou  cleansed  and  widened  my 
World,  and  I  am  now  happy  every where  I  Thou  hast 
transformed  the  heavy,  sharp  ploughshare  of  life,  which 
painAilly  toils  at  the  harvest,  into  a  light  brush  and  pendl, 
which  plays  about  tili  it  has  wrought  out  a  god's  form. 
Have  I  not  seen  to-day  every  temple  and  every  hiU  more 
glad,  as  if  gilded  by  thee,  and  every  beauty,  whether  it 
bloomed  on  a  statue,  on  canvas,  on  the  singing  lip,  or  on 
the  summits,  wear  a  richer  lustre,  and  feit  it  breathe  a 
richer  fragrance?  and  then  did  I  not  fly  up  from  the 
little  fiower  to  the  blooming  Linda  ? 

"  How  the  dark  Power  holds  sway  behind  the  cloud ! 
It  gives  US  sealed  Orders,  that  we  may  break  them  open 
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at  «  later  time,  upon  a  distant  tspotk  O  Godl  upoQ 
l8chia's  Epomeo  it  was  foF  me  first  te  open  mine.  Then 
roee  a  moment  over  hfe,  and  bore  etemitj ;  the  butterfly 
broaght  the  goddess  I 

^«EveniDg  goes  down,  and  I  mint  be  sileiit  Mi^  I 
ealj  know  how  thy  evening  is  l  My  life  oonsists  fiow  of 
two  hours,  thine  and  mme,  and  I  can  no  longer  liv«  ^idth 
myself  alone.  Maj  this  daj  hare  stolen  awaj  fioni  thee 
richlj  and  mildlj,  and  thy  evening  have  been  liks  mine ! 
Onlj  Yesuvius  now  reddens  in  the  üngering  ämu  The 
'  Islands  slowlj  fade  awaj  in  the  äark  seiEU  I  bdliold  niMr, 
without  speaking  to  thee,  the  great  evening,  bnt^  O  God^ 
80  otherwise  than  in  Börne!  Blissfully  shall  I  fix  my 
eye  only  on  thy  island  as  it  is  about  to  be  extingoished  in 
the  gUttering  din  of  the  evening  twilight»  and  yet  long 
shall  1  look  thitherward,  when  aheady  the  smnmit  ef 
Epomeo  is  dissolved  in  night;  and  then  shall  I  look 
eheerfully  down  into  the  grave  of  colors  encircled  with 
lights  below  me.  Happy  songs  will  steal  through  the 
twilight ;  the  stars  will  glimmer  affectionately ;  and  I 
shall  say,  *I  am  alone  and  still,  but  inexpressibly  happy, 
fbr  Linda  has  my  heart,  and  I  weep  only  oüt  of  love, 
because  I  think  of  her  heart ' ;  and  then  I  shall  go  down 
in  blissful  raptore  through  the  blossom-smoke  of  the 
mountainw" 

He  came  slowly  back  to  Naples  to  his  finend  Dian ;  all 
the  festive  merriment  which  met  him,  the  whole  odeum  of 
joy,  in  which  the  ringing  wheel  of  the  hurdy-gurdy  diz- 
zily  roUed  round,  seemed  to  him  to  be  merely  his  echo  ; 
whereas,  in  general,  not  tili  the  extemal,  sensitive  chörds 
of  man  are  Struck,  do  the  inner  ones  sound  after  them. 
All  he  wanted  was  to  be  ever  hunying  onward,  and-— if 
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ib  might  be  —  to  prooeed  iMa  very  night  on  hie  wäy  to 
Yesuvius.  For  him  there  was  now  odIj  one  season  of 
the  daj.  The  wanner  climate,  together  with  love  and 
May,  seemed  to  awaken  all  the  spring  winds  of  his  pow* 
ers ;  they  blew  with  an  impetuosity  which  made  him  Gon« 
»0118  «of  them  hijBself.  Onlj  before  his  beloved  was  he 
-— aliüL  cKHre'  from  the  wonnds  of  the  past  —  merelj  a 
meif^jry  which  sparen  the  dusting  blossoms* 

Qa  the  next  day  he  proposed  to  ascend  Yesuirins,  and 
#n  the  moming  aflier  await  his  Dian  in  Pordci»  whai  he 
had  first  seea  from  the  top  of  the  volcano  the  spectade 
of  fioasüev 


H 


114.    CYCLB. 
B  ^fesctSbes'  his  jotimej  to  his  belored« 


**  Ih  tiie  Hesmitf  B  Hut  on  Yesayfau. 
^  Whj  does  not  man  fall  on  his  knees  and  adore  the 
world^the  monntainsy  the  sea,  the  all  ?  How  it  exalts  the 
spirit  to  ihink  that  it  is,  and  lihat  it  is  eonsdous  of  the 
immense  w^rld  aad  of  itself  I  O  Linda,  I  am  still  fuU 
cf  the  moming ;  I  still  sojoum  even  on  the  suMime  helL 
Yesterday  I  rode  in  the  morning.  with  my  Bartoilomeo 
tluoogh  th^  nch,  ftdl  garden  avenuo  to  the  gay  Portier, 
yftu^  links  itself  to  the  giant  like  Catana  to  ^tna.  Ever 
the  same  great  epic  Greek  feature  running  through  thüä 
sabüme  land,  —  the  same  blending  of  the  monstrous  with 
the  beauftiful^  of  natore  with.  men,  of  etemity  with  the 
moment;.  country-honses  and  a  laughieg  pläin  opposite 
to  the  etemal  death-torch ;  between  old,  holy  temple-col« 
umns  goea  a=  merry  dance,  the  common  monk  and  the 
fisherman ;  the  glowing  blocks  of  the  mountaiü  tower  up 
9Ar  a  bulvark  around  vineyards,  and  beneaih  the  living 
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Portici  dwells  the  hoUow,  dead  Hereulaneum  ;  lava  clü9& 
have  grown  out  into  the  sea,  and  dark  battering-rams  He 
cast  among  the  fiowers.  The  ascent  was  in  the  beginning 
refreshment  to  mj  soctl;  the  long  mountain  was  a  con- 
ductor  to  the  füll  cload.  UeAe  at  night,  afler  an  etemal 
ascent,  without  having  enjojed  the  evening  san,  through 
whose  red  glow  upon  the  ashes  we  were  obliged  to  wade 
rapidlj,  we  arrived  here  at  the  hermit's.  The  moon  was 
not  jet  up ;  thj  Island  was  still  invisible.  Often  it  thun- 
dered  ander  the  fioor  of  the  apartment.  Then  was  I 
all  at  once  pleasantlj  reminded  hj  the  hermit  of  mj  old 
Schoppe,  when  he  told  me  that  a  limping  traveller  with 
a  wolf-dog  had  once  said  up  here,  '  In  Yesuvius  was  the 
stall  of  the  incessantlj  stamping  thunder-steeds.'  That 
could  certainlj  afler  all  have  been  no  one  bat  Sdioppe. 

^  At  midnight,  mj  Linda,  when  the  moon  stood  high 
over  the  Apennine,  and  looked  from  heaven  with  a  long, 
enraptured,  silvery  lock,  and  I  thought  of  thee,  I  arose 
and  went  soflly  out,  in  order  to  see  again  where  thou 
dwellest,  my  Linda.  Out  of  doors  it  was  all  still  every- 
where  ;  I  seemed  to  hear  the  earth  thunder  along  its  path 
in  the  heavens ;  the  shadows  of  the  linden-trees  around 
me  lay  fast  asleep  on  the  green  turf ;  the  smoke  of  Vesu- 
vius  streamed  up  into  the  pure  air ;  the  moon  gleamed 
out  wondrously  over  the  smoking  sea,  and  with  difficulty 
I  sought  and  found  at  last  the  solitary  mountain  of  thy 
island  soaring  into  the  blue,  blooming  silvery  among  the 
surrounding  stars, — a  glimmering  temple-pinnacle  for  my 
heart.  *  Yonder  she  dwells,  and  slumbers  upon  her 
Tabor,  a  glorified  one  of  Elysium  I '  I  said  to  myself. 
Around  me  was  the  ashes  of  centuries,  stillness  as  of  a 
coffin,  and  only  now  and  then  a  rattling,  as  if  they  were 
throwing  upon  it  the  earth  of  the  grave-mound.     I  was 
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seither  in  the  land  of  death  nor  of  immortalitj  ;  the 
countries  became  clouds;  Naples  and  Portici  lay  hid- 
den ;  the  broad  blue  of  heaven  encompassed  me ;  a  high 
nighirwind  bent  the  smoke-colunm  of  Yesuvius  down- 
ward,  and  Bwept  it  on  in  long  clouds,  tinged  with  ever- 
Taijing  hnes,  through  the  pure  ether.  Then  I  looked 
afier  Ischia,  and  looked  toward  heaven.  O  Linda,  I  am 
sincere,  hear  it ;  I  prayed  the  holj  Liana,  who  loved  thee 
80  infinitely,  now  to  hover  round  thee  and  prepare  for 
thee  the  fortune  which  she  once  so  eamestlj  wished  thee. 
AU  at  once  the  thunders  of  the  mountain  became  entirelj 
still,  the  Stars  sparkled  more  brightlj.  Then  did  the 
silence  and  life  send  a  shudder  through  me,  and  I  went 
back  into  the  hut ;  but  long  did  I  continue  to  weep  for 
laptore  at  the  mere  thought  that  thou  wast  happj. 

**  The  moming  rose,  and  in  the  midst  of  its  wintry 
darkness  we  entered  upon  our  joumey  to  the  fire-flue  and 
smoke-gate.  As  in  a  bumt-up,  smoking  city,  I  went 
along  by  hollows,  around  hollows,  mountains  around 
mountains,  and  over  the  trembling  floor  of  an  everlast- 
ingly  active  powder-mill  up  to  the  powder-house.  At 
last  I  found  the  throat  of  tbis  land  of  fire,  —  a  great 
glowing  smoke-valley,  containing  another  mountain  with- 
in  it, —  a  landscape  of  craters,  a  Workshop  of  the  last 
day,  füll  of  fragments  of  worlds,  of  frozen,  burst  heÖ 
floods,  —  an  enormous  potsherd  of  time,  but  iuexhaust- 
ible,  immortal  as  an  evil  spirit,  and  under  the  cold,  pure 
heaven  bringing  forth  to  itself  twelve  thunder-months. ' 

"All  at  once  the  broad  smoke  ascends  more  darkly 
red,  the  thunders  roll  more  wildly  into  one  another,  the 
heavy  hell-cloud  smokes  more  hotly.  Suddenly  moming 
aar  rushes  in,  and  drags  the  flaming  curtain  down  the 
mountain.    There  stood  the  clear,  benignant  sun  on  the 
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Apemüne,  aad  Somsia  and  Ottaysoo  «nd  Tcsimfli 
bloomed  in  peaceful  splendor,  and  the  worid  came  flknrij 
up  afler  the  sun  with  its  mountauu^  islaada,  .and  coosta. 
The  ring  of  careation  lay  gilded  upoa  the  «ea  befwe  me, 
and  as  the  magic  wands  of  Ihe  rays  tonohed  the  Janda, 
thej  fltarted  np  into  life.  And  the  <dd  rojal  brother  of 
Yesuvios,  ^Skna,  sat  ^m  his  golden  throne,  and  hH^oed  mit 
over  his  land  and  sea.  And  the  light  daj  rolled  hkb  soom 
irom  the  mountains  down  into  the  sea,  melting  awwf  da 
BplendorSy  and  fiowed  over  the  broad,  happj  CamfiaBia'* 
and  into  the  dark  chestnut-yales.  And  the  e^fih  beeame 
boundlessy  and  the  sun  drew^  in  the  wide  net  of  mjs.  Um 
Bweetly  imprisoned  world  onward  in  ithe  fairest  eiher. 

^  O  Linda,  there  sparkled  thy  outspread  island,  pnmd^ 
ly  encamped  in  the  sea,  with  the  moming  rednesa  streoBr 
ing  down  over  it,  a  high-masted  war-ship ;  «nd  an  ei^le, 
die  bird  of  the  thunder-god,  llew  into  the  bieased  dia- 
tance,  £i3  if  he  bore  my  heart  in  his  breast  away  to  tiiy 
Epomeo.  *  O  that  I  could  follow  bim,'  said  my  spirit 
The  bot  earth  gave  claps  of  thunder,  and  the  «moke  en- 
veloped  me.  I  could  have  died,  that  so  I  might  foQow 
the  eagle  in  bis  flight  and  be  at  this  moment  in  Ischia.'' 

Here  the  intensely  excited  soul  held  itself  in.  He 
went  or  glided  down  the  declivity  towards  Portio.  In  i^ 
house  which  had  been  mutually  fixed  upon  beforehand 
he  thought  to  find  again  his  friend.  £ut  he  found  neither 
Djan  nor  the  expected  letter  from  Linda.  Enervated  by 
Walking,  watching,  and  glowing,  Ke  feil,  in  the  cool,  still 
Chamber  into  a  dreamy  sleep.  When  he  awoke,  the 
midnight  of  the  Italian  day,  the  siesta,  embosomed  hinu 
All  rested  under  the  bot,  still  light ;  there  was  not  a  lar)^ 
*  Oampania  Feiice.  —  Tb. 
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ioi  heaven;  ih^  green  parasols  near  his  window,idie  pines, 
stood  .umooved  m  the  earüi,  and  onlj  the  poplars  xocked 
gentlj  4he  pew-bom  blossoms  of  the  vine  wliich  lay  in 
their  anns ;  and  the  ivy;  which  hung  from  snmmits, 
swayed  a  litüe.  Such  ^ladowj  twigs  piayed  cmce  in 
Lilar  in  Ghariton's  Chamber,  wHen  he  was  expecting 
liiana,  and  (hen  thoaght  of  Italj.  The  great,  level,  sim- 
ple garden  irom  Portici  to  Naples  —  a  garden  web  of 
▼Hlages,  groves,  and  country-houses,  waöhed  hj  waves  — 
•eanied  bis  eye  over  blossoms  to  bis  paradise  in  the  sea. 
Tfaas  lonely,  still  tarne,  fall  of  longing,  soflened  infinitelj 
las  fidr  heart    He  ended  the  interrupted  letter  thus :  — 

"In  Portici. 
«'0  my  Hnda!  I  am  nearer  to  thee  again,  but  the 
distance  between  us  seems  to  me  here  in  the  stillness  so 
Tast  l  O  Linda,  I  love  thee  with  pangs,  both  when  near 
4Uid  whfiü  £ar,  —  O  with  what  yet  unfelt  pangs  äionld  I 
loße  .th«(9  ?  Why  axa  I,  theo,  so  certain  of  thy  love  ? 
Or  go  micertain  ?  Softly  does  fhy  heart  speak  to  me. 
S(^  mofiic  or  loye  is  like  a  distantj  —  and  the  distant 
again  is  like  the  solt  Has  the  BubHme  pedestal  of  the 
ihonder-god  beside  me  agitated  me  so  mach,  or  do  I  think 
too  vividly  of  the  hollow,  dead  Hercnlaneum  nnder  me, 
;where  one  oity  is  one  coffin  ?  Weeping  and  oppressed,  I 
]ook  pYi^  the  sea  to  the  still  Island  whereon  thou  dwellest 
O  that  it  is  so  long  before  we  see  each  other  again  ;  that 
iboa  dost  not  draw  erery  thought  immediately  out  of  my 
heart  and  I  out  of  thinel  Why  does  the  delay  of  thy  letter 
prefigore  at  once  greater  pains,  ah,  the  greatest,  before 
my  soul?  Why  do  I  think,  the  deepest  lines  of  pain 
apon  OQr  brow,  the  wrinkles  of  life,  are  only  little  lines 
out  of  ih^  moiQStrDUS  building-plan  which  the  worldspiiife 
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draws,  unconcemed  what  brows  and  joys  bis  line  of  bliss 
painfully  cuts  througb  ?  If  this  line  sboald  one  daj  go 
tbroagb  our  love  —  O  forgive  this  premature  pangl  in 
this  life,  this  alternation  of  transient  showers  and  sun- 
beams,  it  maj  well  be  pennitted." 

Here  he  was  interrupted  by  joy  and  Dian,  attended  by 
an  Ischian,  who  brought  a  letter  from  Linda,  and  came  to 
take  bis  back  with  him.  He  read  it  passionately,  and 
added  to  bis  own  these  few  more  words  as  a  tear  of  joy : 
"  Day  after  to-morrow  I  come  upon  the  island.  What  is 
the  earth  in  companson  with  a  heart  ?  Thou  art  mighty ; 
thou  holdest  my  whole  blooming  existence  high  into  the 
heavens,  and  it  falls  upon  thee,  if  it  falls.  Farewell !  I 
fear  yerily  neither  the  bot  oil  nor  the  flame  of  Psyche.'^ 

Here  is  Linda's  letter :  — 

"We  have  both  been  living  very  quietly  since  our 
agreeable  runaway  has  been  revelling  about  on  moun- 
tains  and  in  palaces.  "We  have  talked  almost  too  much 
about  him,  besides  sending  for  the  prattling  Agata  to  teil 
US  something  about  bis  journey.  Your  Julia  is  füll  of 
blessings  and  helps  for  Linda.  Never  did  I  see  before 
such  a  clear,  determined,  sharply  disceming  and  yet  cold 
nature,  which  only  loves  in  giving,  rather  than  gives  in 
loving.  She  will  never,  it  is  true,  feel  the  pangs  which 
Venus  Urania  sends  her  chosen  ones ;  but  she  is  a  bom 
mother,  and  a  bom  sister ;  and  I  ask  her  sometimes,  why 
hast  thou  not  all  brothers  and  all  orphans  ? 

"  Since  the  earthquake  I  have  been  somewhat  ill.  I 
have,  perhaps,  not  been  accustomed  to  love,  and  so  to  die. 
I  take  a  philosophical  book, —  for  poets  just  now  take  too 
violent  a  hold  of  me,  —  and  fancy  I  am  still  foUowing  it, 
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when  I  have  been  long  since  flown  away  over  the  sea.  I 
am  reading  at  this  moment  the  life  of  the  glorious  Gu  jon. 
She  knows  what  love  is,  —  that  godlike  affection  for  the 
godlike,  that  losing  of  seif  in  Grod,  that  eternal  living 
and  abiding  steadfast  in  one  great  idea,  —  that  growing 
sanctification  through  love,  and  that  growing  love  through 
sanetification !  The  book  falls  out  of  my  hands,  I  close 
my  eye»,  I  dream  and  weep  and  love  thee.  O  Albano, 
come  earlier.  What  wilt  thou  now  seek  oh  mountains 
and  ruins  ?  Shall  we  not  come  hither  again  ?  But  you 
roving  men !  Only  women  fove,  whether  it  be  God,  or 
yourselves,  alas !  Guyon,  the  holy  Th^rese,  the  some- 
what  prosaic  Bourignon,  loved  God  as  no  man  ever  did 
(except  the  holy  Fenelon)  ;  man  deals  with  the  highest 
being  not  much  better  than  with  the  fairest.  Albano,  if 
thoa  hast  any  other  longing  than  I,  if  thou  desirest  more 
on  earth  than  me,  more  in  Paradise  than  me,  then  say  so, 
that  I  may  leave  off  and  die,  Truly,  when  thou  em- 
bracest  thy  sister,  then  I  am  jealous  and  long  to  be  thy 
ßister,  and  thy  friend  Schoppe,  and  thy  father,  and  every- 
thing  that  thou  lovest,  and  thy  very  seif,  if  thou  lovest  it, 
and  thy  whole  heaven  and  thy  whole  thou  in  me,  thy  I 
in  thee. 

**  I  will  teil  you  something  of  my  history.  I  went  for 
a  long  time  in  silence  over  the  earth ;  I  saw  courts,  na- 
tions,  and  lands,  and  found  that  most  men  are  only  people. 
What  did  it  concem  me  ?  One  must  never  say  of  any- 
thing,  that  is  bad,  but  only,  that  is  stupid,  and  think  no 
more  of  it  What  I  do  not  love  has  for  me  no  existence, 
and  instead  of  hating  or  despising  it  long,  I  have  forgotten 
it  I  was  scolded  at  as  proud  and  fantastic,  and  could  not 
eatisfy-any  one.  But  I  kept  and  cherished  my  inner 
being,  for  no  ideal  must  be  given  up,  eise  the  holy  fire  of 
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life  goes  ont,  and  God  dies  withont  resnrrection.  I  saw 
men,  and  found  always  the  simple  disdncdon  among  tbem, 
that  some  were  fine,  intelligent^  and  delicate,  withont  spirit 
or  enthnsiasnii  and  the  rest  veiy  heartj  and  enthusiastic 
with  shallow  rodeness,  but  all  selfish;  althoo^  when 
thcnr  heart  is  fuU,  and  not  on  the  wane,  thej,  even  like 
the  füll  moon,  show  the  fewest  spots.  Beside  the  teach- 
ings  of  mj  great  mother,  beside  yonr  great  &ther,  no  one 
of  them  coold  hold  up  bis  head.  Yonr  Boqoairol  one 
oonld  neither  love  nor  hate,  nor  respect  nor  fear,  although 
one  coold  come  veiy  near  fö  all  these  at  once. 

^  It  had  a  great  effect,  too,  that  I  was  alwajs  travel- 
Hng:  travelling  ofien  keeps  onie  cdder.  When  I  look 
.  toward  the  coast,  and  think  that  a  great  Boman  was  now 
in  Baja,  now  in  Germanj,  now  in  Ganl,  now  in  Bome, 
and  that  to  bim  the  earth  was  a  great  dtf ,  then  I  easilj 
oomprehend  how  to  bim  men  became  masses.  Travelling 
is  an  emploTment  that  we  women  alwajs  miss.  Men 
have  alwajs  something  to  do,  and  send  the  soul  outward ; 
women  must  stay  all  day  at  home  with  their  hearts.  In 
Switzerland  I  (as  the  Princess  Idoine  does)  imposed  upon 
myself  a  little  economy,  and  I  know  how  bj  means  of 
little  objects  which  one  dailj  attains  one  consoles  one's 
seif  for  the  high  one  which  lies,  like  a  god's  throne,  on 
an  eminence. 

^So  I  came  jast  in  this  still  week  of  life  to  the  meivde- 
glace  in  Montanvert.  Of  pictoresque  mountains,  plains, 
dells,  I  had  seen  my  fill  in  Spain,  and  of  ice-mountains 
in  Switzerland.  But  a  sea  of  ice  at  that  height,  a  sol- 
itary,  primeval,  blue-green  sea  surrounded  with  red  rocks, 
a  broad  waste  füll  of  restless,  upheaving,  tempestuous  bil- 
lows,  which  a  sudden  death,  a  Medusa's  head,  had  so,  in 
thp  midst  of  lue,  frozen  stiff  and  fast !     At  that  time  a 
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Rtorm,  wbich  at  any  other  time  would  have  been  frightful 
to  me,  swept  up  the  mountain  with  flames ;  I  hardlj  no- 
ticed  it,  mj  soul  hung  musinglj  on  the  stillness  of  a  petri- 
fied  storm,  on  the  repose  of — icel  I  shuddered,  wept 
unusuallj  all  the  way  down  the  mountain,  and  the  same 
week  laid  my  economical  plaj-work  aside  and  continued 
mj  travels. 

"  I  made,  however,  no  storm-prayers,  but  dwelt  down 
below  there  without  complaint  in  the  rainy  hollow  of  a 
dark,  cold  exißtence.  Then  fate  brought  me  to  Epomeo, 
and  there  the  gods  willed  that  the  scene  should  ha 
changed. 

"  But  now  it  must  remain  as  it  is.  When  a  Singular 
being  has  said  to  a  singular  being,  ^  Thou  art  the  one  I  « 
then  do  they  exist  only  through  and  for  each  other.  The 
Psyche  with  her  lamp  will  not  feel  it,  if  the  lamp  catches 
and  consumes  her  locks  and  her  band  and  her  heart, 
while  she  blissfuUy  gazes  upon  the  slumbering  Cupid; 
but  when  the  bot  drop  of  oil  escapes  from  the  lamp  and 
touches  the  god,  and  he  awakes  and  angrily  flies  away 
from  her  forever  —  forever  —  Ah,  thou  poor  Psyche ! 
Of  what  avail  to  thee  is  death  in  the  dissolved  ice-sea  ? 
Has,  then,  no  man  ever  yet  experienced  the  pain  of  lost 
love,  that  he  may  know  what  a  thousand  times  harder 
desolation  it  inflicts  upon  a  woman  ?  Who  of  them  has 
fidelity,  the  genuine,  which  is  neither  a  virtue  nor  a 
Sensation,  but  the  very  fire  which  etemally  animates  and 
snstains  the  kemel  of  existence  ? 

"  I  am  sick,  Albano,  eise  I  know  not  how  I  come  by 
these  gloomy  ideas.  I  am  so  tranquil  in  my  innermost 
heart ;  I  bave  shown  only  the  chords,  not  the  tune.  We 
must  work  and  look,  not  upon  the  future,  but  upon  the 
next  Coming  present    If  the  time  should  ever,  ever  ap* 
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pear — Ihave  neither  remorse  nor  patienee — the  time 
nhea  thon  lovedst  me  no  more,  heartilj  —  ah !  I  ehoald 
be  stiller,  stronger,  briefer  than  now:  and  what  eotiU 
diere  be  bejond,  except  to  die  dtherySw  the  lored  one  or 
—  8jf  him? 

^  Oome  soon,  sweet  one  I  B  is  Terj  beantifbl  aroond 
Qs;  it  has  rained,  all  the  worid  is  in  jabilee,  and  sees 
Ihe  stm-drops,  and  has  gathered  itself  a  heavenlj  drink. 
1,  too,  have  set  oat  in  haste  fbr  thee  dishes  and  vases. 
Oome ;  I  will  bring  thee  tiie  olire-leaf  and  the  myrtile» 
twig,  and  wind  aroand  thy  head  roses  and  Tiolets.  Come. 
Onoe  I  litüe  thongfat  that  I  shoald  look  so  often  toward 
Posilippa  ^  L.* 

*  '^P.  S. — The  riyal  also  lobks  toward  PosiBppo,  and 
rejoices  in  the  thought  of  thj  retum.  Yet  do  not  hnrty 
anjthing.    Adioj  coro.  3J* 

Albano  found  in  this  character  a  silent  jostification  and 
satisfaction  of  all  demands  whicb  at  an  earlier  period, 
when  Liana  was  still  living,  he  had  always  feit  oompelled 
to  make  upon  a  loved  being.  He  did  not,  bowever,  per- 
ceive,  in  the  innocence  of  bis  love,  that  this  was  the  very 
being  whom  the  longing  afler  war  and  exploits  that 
reigned  in  bis  letter  could  not  please. 

He  visited  now  the  sabterranean  city  in  its  chnrcb- 
yard,  near  the  Cestius'  pyramid,  as  it  were,  of  the  volca- 
no.  Dian  went  through  Hercolaneum  with  him  as  an 
antiquarian  lexicon,  in  order  to  nnroll  before  him  the 
whole  domestic  economy  of  the  ancients,  up  to  their  very 
painting ;  but  Albano  was  more  moved  than  bis  friend  by 
this  picture  of  the  past  dwelling  in  the  midst  of  the  pres- 
cnt,  —  by  the  still  houses,  and  night-like  streets,  and  by 
tiie  fi*equent  traces  of  flying  despair.    »  Woold  not  all 
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these  people,  then,  have  been  dead  now,  after  all,  if  it 
bad  not  been  for  Vesuvius  ?"  asked  Dian,  gayly,  in  this 
gay  region.  "  I  ask  you,  rather,"  he  continued,  "  whether. 
an  architect  wbo  comes  out  of  tbis  cbamber  or  city  of 
art  can  take  any  longer  mucb  pleasure  in  sketcbing  in 
your  Gennany,  after  seeing  tbese  ruins  of  tbe  eartb,  tbd 
petty,  pitifol  ones  for  your  princely  gardens  ?**  Tbey 
saw  in  a  dark  vestibule  one  of  tbose  eartbem  xnasks 
wbidi  tbey  used  to  put  into  graves,  witb  lamps  like  eyes 
b^ind.  Then  Albano  looked  at  bim  staringly,  and  said, 
^  Are  we  not  gleamii^^  eartb-masks  on  graves  ?**  ^  Fle  I 
wbat  an  odidus  idea  !  "  said  Dian« 

Yet  a  long  time,  out  tbere  in  tbe  iiving  sunebine,  did 
gkomy  forms  follow  bim.  Near  tbe  sbining  Portioi  stood 
Vesuvius,  like  a  funeral  pile,  and  on  it  tbe  deatb-angel. 
He  tbougbt  of  Hamilton's  prediction,  tbat  tbe  loTely 
Iscbia  woald  one  day  perisb  over  tbe  mine  of  an  eartb« 
qnake.  'Even  Linda's  letter  troubled  bim,  witb  tbe  bare 
imagination  of  tbe  possibility  of  losing  ber. 

In  Naples  be  examlned  a  few  more  curiosities ;  tben 
on  tbe  next  moming  be  embarked  for  tbe  Eden  of  tbe 
wayes. 

115.  CYCLE, 

AND  wbea  tbey  saw  and  embraced  eacb  otber  again, 
tbey  were  even  more  enraptured  and  devoted  to 
eacb  otber  tban  any  bappy  heart  could  bave  fweseen. 
Linda  sat  still  and  soft,  looked  upon  tbe  fair  youth,  and 
let  bim  and  bis  sister  teil  tbeir  stories,  tbe  latter  often  in- 
terrupting  berself  to  kiss  botb.  He  spoke  witb  great  joy 
about  Linda's  letter.  Men  always  make  more  out  of 
wbat  is  written  tban  women.  Linda  spoke  indifferently : 
"  Ab,  well,  onee  written  and  read,  let  it  be  forgotten.     In 


jatifSf  toa,  there  is  oocasionally  a  northem  faux  bnl 
taniJ*  «The  Countess,"  said  Jaliermej  **never  praiäe^  anj 
öne  to  tbe  face,  büt  berself,"  Linda  bore  the  joke  witl 
cbaracten^tic  good-nature,  ÄJbano,  often  pleasing  an« 
oftott  offianding  her  when  he  was  not  con^ious  of  it,  for- 
gave  love  ever  so  easilj-  Friendsbip  finds  it  harder  tc 
get  forigiveoess  from  offeoded  vanit^- 

•*Te8^  indeed  l"  cried  Julien  De,  «utldenlj  starting  ündei 
the  Teil  of  mirthfulness  for  a  senoua  diacour^  i  "  ihy 
project  of  cmigrating  to  France  is  a/atia?  brillante  Canst 
thou  then  believe  that  thcy  will  allow  a  princess-sisfer  of 
Hoheniliesa  to  eigo  a  paas  to  her  brother  for  a  democratic 
campaign  ?  Never  1  And  nobodj  at  all  wiU  do  it  who 
love^  thee  I "  Albano  emiled»  but  at  last  grew  eeriouiS* 
Linda  was  gilent,  and  cast  down  her  ejea-  "  Can  you 
öhow  mep"  Said  he,  softlj,  as  half  in  eamest  and  half  m  jest, 
"a  purer  field  of  spurs  00  the  whole  map  ?"  "  A  poorer 
fleld  of  sporge  ! "  *  said  sbe,  playing  on  the  words. 
^  ELardlj,  I  should  think ! "  New  she  began  to  'shadow 
fbrthy  with  aristocratic,  feminine,  and  princely  colors  at 
once,  with  tri-colored  pamts,  all  the  flames,  smoke-douds, 
and  waves  with  which  the  Monte  Nuavo  of  the  Revolu- 
tion had  come  np  from  the  gromid,  and  added,  ^  Better 
an  idle  count  than  that!"  He  grew  red.  Alwajs  had 
this  womanly  fettering  of  man's  energy,  this  affectionate 
fastening  of  one  down  to  flowers,  this  nnrighteous  foi^ng 
over  of  the  love-ring  into  a  gallej-ring,  been  to  him  a 

*  Sporge  is  a  plant  which  has  an  emetic  efiect.  — If  any  reader  wül 
try  his  hand  at  improving  this  desperate  imitation  (or  evasion)  of  an 
nntranslatable  pnn,  of  which  (in  the  mouth  of  the  witty  Princecisa 
herseif)  the  author  might  have  said,  with  an  eqnally  noted  artitie^  in 
a  smaller  sphere,  —  ^  One  of  oor  failures,"  —  he  is  informed  that  the 
German  phrases  are  ^Eine  bessere  Laufbahn"  and  ** Einen  bösem 
Laufgraben."  —  Tb. 
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crying  and  odious  thing.  "  In  a  World  which  is  only  a 
fair-week  and  mask-ball,  not  to  be  able  to  maintain  even 
the  freedom  of  fair  and  masquerade,  is  tough,"  Schoppe 
had  once  said ;  and  he  Lad  never  forgotten  it^  because  it 
came  right  out  of  bis  own  soul  back  into  it  again.  '^  Sis- 
ter,  either  thoa  art  not  my  brother,  or  I  am  not  thj  sis- 
ter,"  said  he,  ^else  we  should  understand  each  other  more 
easilj."  Linda's  band  quivered  in  bis,  and  her  eye  rose 
bIowIj  towards  bim,  and  quicklj  sank  again.  Julienne 
seemed  to  be  touched  with  the  reproach  cast  upon  her 
sex.  Albano  thought  of  the  time  when  he  had  crushed 
a  heart  of  ^ax  with  one  of  iron,  and  said,  more  brightly 
and  coldly,  "JTulienne,  I  should  be  verj  willing  not  to 
say  no  to  thee,  if  tbou  wouldst  not  t§ke  the  absence  of 
a  negative  for  an  affirmative."  He  could,  it  occurred  to 
him,  easilj  hide  bis  contradiction  behind  the  future,  since 
in  fact  no  war  was  as  yet  decided  upon  in  Europe ;  but 
he  did  not  deem  that  honorable  and  dignified  enougb.  '^  Do 
not  torment  I "  said  Linda  to  her.  "  Certainly,"  said  Ju- 
lienne, with  quickness,  "  I  can,  indeed,  only  think  of  this 
and  that ;  what  do  I  know  ? "  and  looked  very  serious. 
^  Two  days  longer,"  she  added,  and  sought  to  escape  from 
the  serious  mood,  ^^  can  we  spend  like  gods,  yes,  like  god- 
desses,  upon  the  Island, — although,  at  all  events,  I  should 
answer  for  a  god,  only  not  for  a  goddess ;  that  requires  a 
taller  person.  I  am  only  a  foil  to  the  Countess  out  of  in- 
finite good-nature."  For  Julienne's  stature  lost  by  the 
neighborhood  of  the  majestic  Linda. 

The  war  of  the  loving  beings  had,  however,  not  con- 
cluded  with  a  peace,  and  therefore  remained  an  armistice. 
As  Vesuvius  throws  glowing  stones,  so  does  man  throw 
bis  objections  up  in  himself,  alternately  flinging  them  aloft 
and  swallowing  them  again,  tili  at  last  a  more  lucky  direc- 
tion  sends  them  out  over  the  brink. 


agö  TITAN. 

In  Albano,  as  may  well  be  snpposed,  the  qaestioa  waa 
iroriLÜig,  what  Liuda's  silenoe  in  the  little  war  imported 
respecting  and  against  the  great  one ;  but  he  did  not  pio- 
poae  it  Consdous  of  the  unchangeableness  of  bis  por- 
poMy  he  was  milder  toward  bis  sister,  whom  he,  as  he 
believed,  shoald  surelj  one  daj  exceedinglj  wound  bj  it 
Thos  had  he  become  soft  hj  the  cold  and  wann  alterna- 
tion  of  life,  as  a  preckms  stone,  bj  rapid  heating  and 
cooling^  18  transformed  into  medicine. 

Swifüj  and  sweetlj  glided  the  last  days  <^  joy  over  the 
Island,  which  after  the  rain  glistened  in  greenness  like  a 
German  garden.  The  soft,  cool  air,  the  firagrance  of  mjrr- 
tles  and  oranges,  single  cloads  of  brightnes«  in  the  wann 
skj,  the  magio-smQke  of  the  coasts,  the  golden  sun  at 
moming  and  evening,  and  love  and  jouth  decked  and 
cn>¥med  the  rare  season«  High  bumed  on  the  blooming 
earth  the  sacrificial  flame  of  love  into  the  still,  blue 
heavens.  As  two  mirrors  stand  before  one  another,  and 
one  pictures  the  other  and  itself  and  the  world,  and  the 
other  represents  all  this  and  also  the  pictures  and  the 
painter,  so  tranquillj  stood  Albano  and  Linda  before  each 
other,  attracting  and  imagiog  soul  within  souL  As  Moni 
Blanc  majesticallj  mirrors  himself  down  in  the  still  lake 
of  Chede  in  a  paler  heaven,  so  stood  Albano's  whole, 
sound,  light  spirit  in  Linda's.  She  said  he  was  an  honest 
and  an  honorable  man  at  once,  and  had,  what  was  so  rare, 
a  whole  will ;  onlj,  as  is  often  the  case  with  men,  .he 
wanted  to  love  still  more  than  he  did  love,  and  therefore 
did  not  sufläciently  recognize  bis  quiet,  original  sin,  frora 
egotism.  There  was  nothing  against  which  he  bristled 
up  more  indignantly  and  excitedly  than  against  this  latter 
Charge,  and  he  would  not  forgive  it  in  any  one  save  the 
Countess.     He  refuted  her  as  strongly  as  he  could ;  but 
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her  opinion  became,  under  the  best  annihilation,  onlj  a 
mock  corpse,  and  came  back  alive  against  bim  tbe  yerj 
next  hour. 

He  became  tbrougb  bcr  more  nearlj  acquainted  witk 
himself  than  even  witb  her.  He  called  her  tbe  Uranide^ 
because  she  seemed  to  bim,  Hke  the  heavens,  at  once  so 
near  and  so  far  off;  and  she  bad  no  objection  to  tbis  füll 
laurel-wreatb.  Tbere  is  a  beavenlj  unfatbomablenesSy 
whicb  makes  man  godlike,  and  love  toward  bim  infinite ; 
80  did  tbe  ancients  make  Friendsbip  the  daughter  of 
Night  and  of  Erebus.  When  Albano  thus  looked  out 
over  the  broad,  rieh  spirit  o[  Linda,  —  at  once  living  for 
her  love,  and  barboring  everj  other's  love,  and  jet,  as  it 
were,  intoxicated  witb  the  thirst  for  knowledge ;  at  once 
a  diild,  a  man,  and  a  virgio ;  oflen  bard  and  bold  with 
the  tongae  for  and  against  religion  and  womanhood,  and 
jet  füll  of  the  tenderest,  most  childlike  love  toward  botb ; 
melting  in  her  glow  before  the  beloved,  and  quickly  stiff- 
ening  at  a  cold  assault ;  without  any  vanity,  because  she 
alwajB  stood  before  the  throne  of  a  divine  idea,  and  man 
is  never  vatn  before  Grod,  but  entirely  confiding  in  berself 
and  submissive  to  no  one,  without,  however,  anj  eompar* 
ison  of  herseif  or  others ;  füll  of  bold,  manlj  uprigbtnessi 
and  fuU  of  respect  for  talent  and  for  shrewd  understand- 
ing  of  the  worid ;  so  perfectlj  free  from  selfishness,  and 
with  such  a  childlike  delight  in  others'  gladnesi,  without 
special  anxietj  or  respect  for  persons ;  so  inconstant  and 
inflexible,  the  one  in  wishing,  the  other  in  willing ;  but 
with  her  eye  and  life  ever  directed  toward  tbe  sun  and 
moon  of  the  spiritual  kingdom,  character  and  love,  toward 
her  own  and  toward  a  beloved  heart;  —  when  Albano 
saw  all  this  plajing  and  flitting  before  bim,  then  did  he 
Uve,  as  it  were,  on  the  single  and  yet  immense,  the  mova- 

13« 
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t  almlghty  ^a,  whose  Umit  is  onlj  the  clei 
Kus  itseir  noiie. 
ti4f5  lieaven  of  the  tliree  loving  ones  appeared  i 

jngth  Üie  dawn  of  the  day  of  departure.     It  was  delei 
mitied  by  Ibo  two  friends  tKat  AUmno  might  aceompan, 
tlu'in  crnly  as  f ar  as  Naplei,  wheri;  their  people  waited  fo 
lhi*iu,  tlieü  fiQd  t!iem  once  in  Rome  aecidentalljr,  then  ö 
iMila  Bella  for  ihe  lasl  ttme  amdentallj-,  ^  a  very  un 
Mettdly  iübjeetion  to  worlUIy  app<*amnce,  upon   whid 
Linda«  howerer,  m^isted  as  strongly  as  JuÜcnnef  and  tu 
wbich  Albano  himself^  who  hj  bis  birth  was  roore  hat 
dened  to  tbe  constmints  of  rank  than  a  plebeian  jouth  d 
like  eoal,  easilj  yi^lded   np   the   bitter   yes,  under   thf 
heatj  vcU  wbicb  hung  over  all  hia  ootinections.    Juliennc 
dectded  upott  all  lesaer  wajs  and  means ;  ebe  had  beec 
during  tbe  wbole  tour  the  busines-i^agent  of  the  Cöuntess, 
\k\iQf  aä  £^be  Said,  bad  not  bead  enougb  to  buj  berself  a 
bat  for  it,  bo  impetuous,  absent  In  moiiej  mattere,  and 
dreamy  ^m  she-     The  siMqv  was  so  Üvely,  and  enttrelj 
restored,  bat  said,  all  the  five  and  thirtj  h<»t  Springs  of  the 
Island  ooold  not  have  done  half  so  much  for  her  recovery 
as  the  same  number  of  tears  of  J07  which  she  had  fortu- 
nately  shed. 

Singular  did  all  around  them  appear  on  the  moming 
of  departore.  A  bright,  warm  cloud  dropped  silvery 
drops ;  the  sun  looked  in  between  two  mountains ;  the 
enraptnred  islanders  sang  a  new  populär  song,  amidst  the 
rain-harvest  or  drop-gleaning ;  while  their  friends  were 
hastilj  bome  away  by  the  waves  out  of  their  cirde  of  joy. 
Agata  stood,  in  order  to  cool  herseif,  on  the  shore,  with  a 
snake  in  her  band,  and  Albano  feit  a  pain  at  the  sight 
which  he  knew  not  how  to  explain  to  himself.*     At  this 

*  The  reader,  however,  will  know  how  to  explain  it  who  recalls  the 
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moment  Epomeo  parted  the  cloud-heaven,  and  shining 
fragments  of  cloud  sailed  slowly  along  before  them  toward 
the  Apennine  to  the  north,  the  heavenly  dwelling-place 
of  the  mist,  and  swiftlj  and  üghtly  glided  the  shadows  of 
the  sky  oTer  the  swarming  peaks  of  the  waves. 

**  Ever  mayest  thou,"  said  Albano,  looking  toward  the 
Island,  which  was  swimming  backward  to  the  west,  ^  stand 
fast  with  thy  moontain ;  never  may  a  calamity  tear  the 
fairest  leaf  out  of  the  book  of  the  blast  I "  ^  How  will  it 
be  with  US  all,"  said  Linda,  '*  when  we  meet  again,  and 
seek  again  the  lovely  soil?"  Just  then  they  espied  a 
high-arched  rainbow,  that  stood  half  on  the  Island  and 
half  on  the  waves,  which  seemed  to  fling  it  out  as  a  gay, 
arching  water-column  upon  the  shore.  "  "We  are  going," 
said  Julienne,  delighted,  ''  to  pass  under  the  arch  of 
peace."  At  this  word  the  rain  and  the  wreath  of  colors 
disappeared,  and  the  sun  alone  shone  behind  them. 

The  passage  ran  through  the  torch-dance  of  the  waves. 
The  distances  shone  and  smoked  magnificently.  "Why 
do  distances  take  so  mighty  a  hold  of  the  soul,  although 
painted  with  the  same  colors  as  what  is  nearer?"  said 
Albano.  "  That  is  the  very  question,"  said  Dian.  Might- 
ily  lay  the  sea  like  a  monster  along  the  coasts  stretched 
out  over  their  whole  way  to  Rome,  and  tossed  np  and 
down  the  scales  of  waves.  Albano  said,  "  When  I  saw  on 
Vesuvius  the  mountain  and  the  sea,  I  thought  how  pettily 
and  falsely  narrow  man  sunders  the  two  Colossi  of  the 
earth  into  little,  familiär  members,  and  acts  as  if  the  same 
sea  did  not  Stretch  round  the  whole  earth." 

His  friends  were  too  deeply  and  sadly  moved  to  make 
any  reply,  and  before  stränge  eyes  neither  words  nor 

adventure  which  Boquairol  told  Albano  of  Linda  with  the  snake,  when 
sho  was  a  young  girL    See  Vol.  I.  p.  831.  —  Tb. 


looks  wer©  at  their   conunand.     Wben  Albom 
Ja  siore  acarly  the  battle-field  of  timc,^ — the  niio 
wliich  ever  grasp  aad  lift  the  man ;  the  old  tem 
hermffi^  like  old  ships»  dying  oo  the  laod  ;  hen 
gm        pwdu  and  crumbliDg  giant  temple»  tbi^re  a  dt^  stree 
iwn  u  OH  thö  bottom  of  llie  sea ;  *   ibe  boly  memorial- 
coltimn»  ftnd  ligbt-houses  of  former  grcatness  desertec 
ftud  «ixtinguiähed  amtdst  the  ctemaliy  jouthfdl  beautj  of 
ftEicieüt  oatiire^  —  he  forgot  ihe  oeighborliood  of  bb  owa 
tranMtorüjeaä»  and  8&id  to  Linda*  whoae  ©ye  he  saw  di* 
tfittted  thither^  ^'  Ferhaps  I  can  gne^  vrhiit  jou  are  non 
ftfadüng  oT,  ^ — Ihat  tbe  ruina  of  the  Im-o  greate^t  tiine^ 
tbe  Greelt  and  the  Roman,  remind  u&  only  of  a  strängt 
past,  whereos  other  ruiDS,  like  muslc,  only  admonUh  im 
of  OUT  o%im,     Tbat  was  perbaps  jour  thoaght***     **- Wo 
tliink  of  notbing  at  aU  here,"  said  JuUenne ;  ^'  it  is  enougb^ 
rf  we  weep  that  we  are  obUged  to  go  away."     "  Tnily  tbe 
Princesfl  is  right,"  eaXd  Linda,  and  added,  as  if  displeased 
at  Albano  and  everything,  "  and  what  is  life,  more  than  a 
glass  door  to  heaven  ?    It  shows  us  what  is  fairest  and 
eveiy  joji  bat  it  is,  afler  all,  not  opea.** 

Bj  the  accident  of  strangers'  Company  they  were  com- 
pelled  to  leave  each  other  with  oold  show,  and,  according 
to  the  custom  of  teasing,  tantaliging  fate,  to  condude  a 
great  past  with  a  little  present. 

Albano  travelled  as  hastily  as  bis  sensibility  would  allow 
over  the  sublime  world  round  about  bim.  When  he 
arrlved  in  Mola,  he  heard  the  singular  intelligence  that 
they  had  found  in  Gaeta  a  whole  leathem  dress,  with  a 
mask,  swinmiing  &r  out  to  sea,  which  must  have  belonged 
to  the  ascended  monk,  and  in  respeet  to  which  they  found 
nothing  so  inezplicable  as  the  empty  casing,  without  the 
•  AtBiüa. 
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dead  bodj.  In  Mola,  the  fair  Island  of  Ischia  at  lengtb 
breathed  out  its  last  fragrance ;  the  high  dtadel  of  heaven 
and  the  ascending  pole  hid  among  other  southem  constel- 
lations  this  warm  one  also,  which  had  so  long  gleamed 
oyer  him  with  suns  of  bliss ;  and  the  last  star  of  the  short 
spring  went  down. 

Such  is  life ;  such  is  bliss.  Like  the  plajing  moon,  it 
confflsts  of  first  and  last  quarters,  and  slowlj  waxes  and 
slowly  wanes.  In  its  hope,  in  its  fear,  a  brief  flash  is 
the  füll  moon  of  the  deepest  rapture ;  a  short  invisibilitj 
the  new  moon  of  the  deepest  desolateness  ;  —  and  alwajs 
is  the  light  game,  like  the  moon,  beginning  its  cirde 
aiiew. 


l 


THIRTIETH    JUBILEE* 


LBÄNO  alighted  again  at  tbe  Prlnce  Lauria'f 
who  hftd  hitheito  Bwum  in  stich  a  Üood-tide  of 
new  jncidenL«,  that  he  bad  hardly  t>een  con- 
pcious  of  the  absence,  and  was  dlsposed  to 
wonder  at  th©  return,  Meaawhlle  tbe  G^rman  war 
flgaiOiSt  Fmnce  bad  beea  settkd  upon.  Tliis  new3  he 
brought  to  bis  grandson,  füll  of  tbe  jojful  expectation 
wbat  great  scenes  such  a  straggle  must  unfold.  Even 
Albano  was  for  a  long  time  carried  away  witb  bim  hj 
tbis  bigb  stream,  before  be  tbougbt  tbat  tbis  intelligence 
would  work  otberwise  and  more  disbearteninglj  on  bis 
Bister  tban  on  bim.  Bat  tbe  beroic  fire,  into  wbicb  be 
talked  bimself  witb  tbe  political  Lauria,  preluded  to  bim 
easy  victory  over  a  sister's  afiection. 

He  was  going  to  announoe  bis  arrival  to  bis  two  friends, 
wben  be  beard  from  tbe  Prince  tbat  tbey  bad  botb,  as  be 
bad  beard  from  tbe  Princess  Altieri,  witb  wbom  tbey 
resided,  already  gone  to  Tivoli.  How  bappily  be  depart- 
ed,  guessing  tbe  friendly  design  of  tbis  episode  journey, 
out  of  Rome,  radiant  as  it  was  witb  love  and  spring,  and 
looked  quite  as  gayly  towards  tbe  future,  wbere  bis  Ufo 
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opened  so  bloomingly  before  him,  äs  toward  Tivoli,  where 
he  hoped  to  press  two  hearts  to  one. 

He  found,  when  he  arrived  in  the  town  of  Tivoli,  that 
the  ardent  maidens  had  already  stolen  away  to  the  cascade. 
As  a  man  in  the  Vale  of  Tempe,  or  before  the  Lake  of 
Geneva,  passes  along  onlj  in  a  careless  dream  over  the 
shore  by  the  watery  images  of  the  heavens  and  the  earth, 
becaase  the  blooming  Originals  round  about  seize  and 
kindle  him,  —  even  so  the  rocks  of  the  thickly  peopled 
landscape,  and  the  round  Temple  of  Vesta,  and  the  vales 
dissolving  into  one  another,  from  the  Roman  gate  to  the 
temple,  —  this  shining  procession  glided  by  only  as  dream- 
and  water-images  before  a  heart,  in  which  a  living  loved 
one  bloomedy  and  crowded  out  a  world  with  a  world's 
fulness. 

He  roved  around  amidst  the  swarm  of  prospects,  with- 
out  finding  the  fairest,  when  a  short,  pale-yellow,  richly 
dressed  man  eyed  him  with  a  shrivelled  up  face,  and  with 
a  Silken  arm  pointed  unasked  the  way  to  the  falls,  saying 
if  he  were  looking  afler  the  ladies,  he  would  find  them  at 
the  great  cascade. 

Albano  said  nothing,  went  onward,  saw  two,  and  recog- 
nized  Linda  by  her  tall  form.  At  length  the  three  friends 
saw,  found,  embraced  each  otlier,  and  the  magnificent 
water-storm  breathed  into  the  delight.  Linda  spake  tender 
words  of  love,  and  feit  as  if  she  were  dumb,  for  the  beau- 
tiful  tempest  of  streams  tore  the  tender  syllables  to  pieces 
like  butterflies.  They  had  not  heard  each  other,  and 
stood  before  each  other,  pining  for  their  sounds,  encom- 
passed  with  five  thunders,  with  weeping  eyes,  füll  of  love 
and  joy.  Holy  spot,  where  already  so  many  thousand 
hearts  have  sacredly  bumed  and  blissfully  wept,  and  been 
constrained  to  say,  Life  is  great !     Serenely  and  steadily 
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eparkles  the  city  oTerhead  in  tlie  Bunshine  down  over  tha 
waterj  crater ;  proudly  docs  the  rent  Temple  of  Vesta, 
garknded  with  almond-bloöÄom.^  look  dowu  frotn  itd  rock 
üpon  tbe  whirlpook  which  undennine  il  j  and  opposite  to 
it  the  Icmpestuoo^  Auio  preludes  at  once  all  tlmt  earth 
aod  beavcn  have  of  gfeatness,  —  tLe  rainbow,  the  eternal 
lightning  and  tbunder,  min,  elotid,  and  eartbquake. 

They  gave  each  oiher  sign^  to  go,  and  to  seek  the  mor« 
flutet  vale.  Tiow  sounded  to  them  tbercin  tJie  words, 
brotheTp  steter,  Linda^  like  new  human  tones  in  Farad  ise  \ 
Here^  before  asc^nding  the  hiil  füll  of  iiew  waterfaUa, 
lightning^  aad  color.s  ihey  sought  to  rejwrt  to  each  otber 
their  journeys  and  their  news,  JuUeane  made  the  bappy 
report  tUat  her  brother^  the  Prince,  gave  again  bope  of 
recovery.^  since  he  had,  with  waking  eyea,  as  he  insisted, 
Been  hu  dcad  father,  who  had  promised  hha  a  longe^  11/6, 
The  fair  Linda  bloomed  m  the  Paradi^e  like  a  veüed 
goddcÄS  wbo  had  long  been  ^eeking  and  at  last  found 
her  beloved  on  the  earth.  She  took  bis  band  ofbeiiy  and 
pressed  it  against  her  eyes  and  Ups,  and  whispered,  hardly 
audibly,  when  he  spoke  to  her  or  Julienne,  ^  Dear  I  friend- 
ij  man  1  **  As  to  the  scenery  she  was  silent,  for  she  neyer 
spoke  of  any  tili  she  had  once  come  out  of  it 

Julienne,  so  happy  about  her  brother*s  recovery,  began 
all  manner  of  jokes,  —  siud  she  regretted  having  sent  to 
her  Lewis,  from  Naples,  a  vain  specific  against  bis  malady, 
and  at  length  asked  Albano,  '^  Dost  thou  know  a  youth 
named  Carditof  He  wants  to  know  thee."  He  said, 
*'  No,**  bot  related  how  a  little  stoat  man  had  seemed  to 
know  him  bereabouts,  and  showed  bim  the  way  to  the 
Cascade.  Julienne  started,  and  said  it  was  decidedly  the 
Haarbaar  Prince,  wbo  so  maliciously  built  bis  hopes  upon 
Luigi's  death  and  throne.    He  lived  in  Tivoli,  in  the  hoase 
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of  the  Duke  of  Modena,  and  was  certainlj  going  about 
as  a  spy  upon  them  alL  In  order  to  tune  herseif'  again 
afler  this  hated  discord,  she  continued  her  question  about 
OarditOy  and  said,  ^  It  is  a  very  beautiful,  sound  Corsi- 
can  (that  living  deformitj  is  surelj  the  Prince),  and  he 
declares  verj  seriouslj  war  against  thee." 

•'That  shall  he  verily  have,"  said  Albano,  who  now 
comprehended  all,  and  —  related  all.  Cardito  was  that 
Corsican  with  whom  he  had  formerlj  split  on  the  subject 
of  the  Grallic  war.  ^  Brother,  that  is  still  thj  serious 
meaning  ?  **  said  Julienne,  with  protracted  accent.  "  Now 
espedaUj,"  said  he,  with  decision,  in  order  immediately 
to  exclude  all  strife.  Linda  with  intensitj  pressed  bis 
band  to  her  ejes,  as  if  she  would  cover  them  with  it 
^  Well,  argue  thy  case  with  me,  as  reasonablj  as  thott 
canst,  and  let  's  hear  thy  grounds  of  justification ;  but  first 
let  OS  ascend  the  hill,  that  one  maj  have  something  to  see 
at  the  same  time,"  said  the  sister. 

On  the  hill,  before  the  green  of  the  flashing  vale,  where 
tbe  stream,  like  a  wounded  eagle,  has  beat  its  wings  all 
aboat  on  the  earth,  before  the  three  lesser  cascades  that 
leap  down  with  their  lightnings  upon  the  flowers,  Albano 
began,  with  emotion  and  inspiration  :  ^  I  have  only  one 
reason,  dear  sister ;  I  am  not  yet  anything,  —  I  am  no 
poet,  no  artist,  no  philosopher,  —  but  nothing,  namely,  a 
Count.  I  have,  however,  powers  for  much  ;  why  shall  I 
not  say  so  ?  Verily,  if  a  Da  Vinci  is  all  things,  or  a 
Crichton,  or  if  a  Richeliea,  though  he  asserts  the  politieal 
throne,  will  yet  mount  the  poetie,  also,  shall  not  another 
be  justified  in  lesser  wishes?  And,  by  Heaven  I  properly 
speaking,  a  man  will,  afler  all,  be  everything,  for  he  cannot 
help  it ;  he  longs  and  aspires  afler  that,  and  the  inner, 
stifled  heart  weeps  drops  of  blood,  which  no  human  band 
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Cftn  wlpe  Äwjiy^  —  only  tlie  lifgh  in>a  bamers  of  oecessity 
hold  hm  back.  Silier,  LiDda,  whot  have  I,  ailer  all,  jet 
dooe  upon  die  earih  ?  " 

"  Tiiöu  biiÄt  maJe  tbiä  qucstiim,  and  this  ia  eQOUgh  in 
the  sigUt  of  God,"  said  Julieuae,  moved  bj  ihe  proud, 
^rounded  modesty  of  the  f  ouih,  and  bj  hm  beauliful  Toice, 
which,  wben  indignaiit,  sonnded  as  if  be  were  tenderljr 
louched.  **  Words  !  what  are  worda  ?  "  said  be,  **  O  ooe 
surclj  may  well  be  ashamed  that  oDe  ba^  even  to  think 
and  speak  of  an  jünng  befora  he  doea  it,  altliough  poor» 
iaiperfect  man  cannot  otberwbe,  but  every  actio  q,  like  a 
ilatne,  must  first  be  modelled  in  the  miserable  wax  of 
wordä.  Ah»  Linda,  do  not  here  deeds  lie  everywhere 
aroiind  ns,  instead  of  worda  and  wiahes  ?  Ha\^e  not  I» 
also,  an  &ruif  a  heart,  a  beloved,  aud  powers,  as  well  as 
others,  and  ehall  I  go  out  of  the  worU]  with  a  mu^tj, 
monldy  Spankh  or  German  Count'i  Üfe  ?  0  my  Linda, 
do  thou  oontend  for  me ! " 

^  I  am  not/'  said  she,  looking  sharply  toward  the  prin- 
cipal  little  cascade,  which  stormed  down  from  among  the 
trees  overhead, —  "  I  am  not  of  many  or  eloquent  words ; 
and,  moreover,  I  do  not  quite  understand  you.  I  miist 
always  transhite  words  for  myself  into  ideas  and  truths, 
and  I  cannot  always  do  it.  In  the  case  of  your  words, 
Count,  I  cannot  form  any  idea  at  alL  He  whom  loye 
alone  does  not  satisfy,  cannot  have  been  filled  with  it.  Of 
coorse,  so  all-forgetting  with  their  hearts  as  we,  so  concen- 
trated  upon  one  idea  of  life,  men  never  are.  Ah,  and  so 
little  is  man  to  man,  an  image  of  man  is  more  to  him,  and 
every  little  future  1 " 

"  Thou,  too,  Brutus ! "  said  Albano,  astonished.  "  Would 
you,"  he  continued,  collecting  himself,  '^  lay  out  an  eter- 
nity  of  that  elysium-life  in  Ischia  as  adequate  to  a  man  ? 
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Would  you  send  him  as  a  youth  into  the  cloister  of  the 
most  blissful  repose  ?  Certainly  only  as  an  old  man.  The 
former  would  be  like  planting  the  tree  top  downward  in 
the  dark  earth." 

*'  There  spoke  the  G^rman  again,"  said  she ;  *'  for  ever 
and  ever  real,  mdefatigable  industry.  The  tranquil  Ne- 
apolitans,  the  people  on  the  Apennines  or  the  Pyrenees, 
on  the  Granges,  in  Otaheite,  füll  of  enjoyment  and  con- 
templativeness,  are  to  this  Spaniard  an  abomination.  I 
should  think,  if  a  man  were  only  somewhat  for  himself, 
not  for  others,  that  would  be  all-sufficient.  What  great 
€Ulxons  are  I  do  not  know  at  all ;  all  I  know  is  a  great 
life  ;  for  something  like  them  every  sinner  can  do." 

**  Verily,  that  is  true,"  said  he ;  "  there  is  nothing  more 
pitiable  than  a  man  who  will  show  himself  by  this  or  that, 
which  appears  to  himself  great,  rare,  and  without  relation 
to  his  being,  and  therefore  does  not  belong  to  him  at  all. 
Every  nature  puts  forth  its  own  fruit,  and  cannot  do 
otherwise ;  but  its  child  can  never  seem  great  to  it,  but 
always  only  small,  or  just  as  it  should  be.  If  it  be  other- 
wise, then  it  must  be  that  an  entirely  foreign  fruit  has 
been  hung  upon  its  branches." 

"  Albano,  how  true  I  But  you  had  once  never  more 
ihan  half  a  will ;  how  is  it  ?  "  said  Linda.  "  Neither 
have  I  now,"  said  he,  without  severity.  "  One  is  gentlest 
when  one  is  strongest  in  a  resolution."  He  endeavored 
now  carefully  to  spare  and  avoid  his  own  words,  —  which 
were  the  oil  and  wind  to  his  fire,  —  and  he  did  it  the  more 
because  words,  after  all,  are  of  no  help  against  anything, 
but  much  rather  blow  up  instead  of  blowing  out  the  feel- 
ings  of  another.  He  was  also  mindful,  in  this  connection, 
of  the  frequent  cases  in  which  he  had,  by  a  single  word, 
with  all  innocence,  excited  Linda  to  a  flame.      They 


TITABI. 

«tapptd,  imd  be  lo<Aed  out  orer  tke  divine  Innd,  when 
liiuJti,  iUlcr  a  sileot  lock  Initt  hh  faüc,  m  itptte  of  ber 
ii|ipAt«iit]j    ealm    philosopbizing,   ut    once    piy^tonatel/ 
grH#pe4  hh  haod  and  cricJ,  '^  No,  thou  eans^t  not  1  —  hj 
mf  hifpOiM^  b^   all   «aitits,   by  the   holj   Virgin^   hf 
tbfi  Almt^tj, —  tliou  eaiifit,  thöu  taust  not !  *    There  b  a  « 
robbery  a^äiin^t  which  man  ahvaj^a  prot«sta  witb  an  irre- 
|>res^Uile  firc,  and  thgugb  a  goddeaä  committed  it  oat  of 
love,  aod  ofTcrcd  him  in  compea^^ation  a  world  of  psira» 
dlae»  i  it  i*  tbc  robbe ry  of  bis  freedom  and  free  develop-  y\ 
ment*    Y«»i  ite  beiog  love,  —  dcspotic,  howeTer,  at  onc© 
exercuang  and  Tobbing  freedom,  —  only  exasperates  bim 
tbe  more,  and  out  of  the  cioud  of  error  grows  by  and  hf  i 
the  iempest  of  p<as$iQn.      Linda  repeated,  "  Thou   e&nsi  J 
not."     He  !ooked  upon  her  e^tcitf^d,  brilUatit  countenance^  I 
whose  Soulbem  mtt^nsity  reectnblc^  morc,  boweTer,  aal 
eDtbu.^ia^m  than  mdignation,  and  said,  firmly,  "  O  Linda,  ^ 
iBhall  iodeed  both  dare  and  dol"    ^Nol  I  say  nol" 
oried  Bhe. 

^  Brother  I "  the  sister  b^an.  ^  O  sister/'  cried  he, 
'^speak  sofUj;  I  am  a  man,  and  have  yiolent  faults«'' 
The  sublime  war  of  the  water  with  the  earth  and  müt 
rocksy  the  intermingling  sterms  of  the  flashing  rain-oonstel- 
lations  around  him,  drew  him  as  on  wings  into  the  whh^ 
—  the  great  cascade  flimg  ita  shower  out  of  high  tree% 
and  out  of  heaven  sprinkled  incessantlj  a  glimmering 
World,  —  and  in  the  east  the  sea  showed  itself  afar  in  dark 
sleep,  and  the  setting  sun  sank  gleaming  into  the  generai 
splendor.  « 

"  Certainly  I  will  speak  softly,"  said  the  Princess,  wiw^ 
much  more  sensitive  and  resonant  than  Linda,  had  some 
trouble  in  tuning  her  tone  of  speech  to  her  promisei 
^Bothing  fiirüier  is  needed  than  the  consideration  thatouv 
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quarrel  is  premature ;  I  make  merely  the  request  to 
adjourn  it  tili  October,  and  the  promise  that  then  the  issue 
will  be  quite  different"  "  O  let  it  be ! "  said  Albano. 
Linda  nodded  softly  and  slowlj,  and,  contrary  to  expecta- 
tion,  laid  his  band  with  both  hera  on  her  heart,  and  looked 
upon  him  weeping,  with  her  large  eyes,  to  which  fire  was 
more  usual  than  water.  He  was  melted  at  beholding  that 
this  powerfiil  natare  had  only  intensity  without  hate  or 
wrath,  and  infinitely  was  he  refreshed  by  his  former  secret 
suppression  of  his  passionate  flames. 

The  sister  was  soflened  by  both,  and  a  minute  of  the 
tenderest  love  soon  ent\vined  the  three  beings  in  one  em- 
brace.  The  hyperboles  of  anger  are  never  so  serious 
with  man  as  those  of  love ;  the  former  only  the  other 
party  must  believe,  the  latter  he  beheves  himself.  All 
had  been  brightened  and  cleared  up  by  this  free  ex- 
pression. 

If  generally  a  cold  past  moment  shuts  up  to  lovers,  as 
a  cold  night  does  to  bees,  the  flowers  out  of  which  they 
take  the  honey,  here,  however,  after  the  storm,  the  clear 
blue  air  of  heaven  had  become  purer  and  stiller,  and  the 
tranquillity  became  bliss,  as  the  bliss  tranquillity.  Through 
Albano,  although  rapidly,  the  Fury  of  fear  had  passed, 
wbo  bolds  an  inverted  telescope,  and  through  it  shows 
man  a  yery  distant,  empty  heaven,  without  stars.  But 
not  80  through  Linda ;  she  had  throughout  spoken  in  love 
and  hope,  and  for  her  glowing  heart  there  were  no  icy 
places.  Therefore  was  he  now  so  happy  and  so  blessed 
by  the  contemplation  of  that  vigorous  nature !  A  long, 
deep  cfaain  of  Valleys,  wherein  wine  and  oil  flowed  in  the 
fragrance  of  blossoms,  led  them  all  towards  the  great 
Borne.  For  a  space  the  youth  could  accompany  them ; 
«t  last,  for  a  long  separadon,  he  must  tear  heart  and  eye 
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awÄj  from  the  loved  ones,  when  over  Ihe  green,  glisteiiJ 
ing  valea  the  mightj  dorne  of  Sl  Peter'a  alrcadjr  sparfj 
Ued,  and  Üie  cypreäses,  proudly  endrcled  onljr  witli 
cvpr^sscs,  bore  Üie  goM  of  evening  on  iheir  twig^  with- 
out  sürriog  llienu  All  bad  their  eyes  on  the  fair  Rome, 
but  ilieir  Learts  were  oaly  od  IboU  Bell%  wbere  thej 
promised  to  Und  eocb  other  agam. 


117.   CTGLB. 


i 


ON  tbe  way  to  Isola  Bella,  Iie  Üiotigbt  of  bis  bour  of 
cont^ntioa  wuh  the  vehement  Linda,  and  tbe  char- 
ftcter  of  tbk  war-goddess.  He  ehnddered  at  the  very 
reeoUection  of  tbe  steep  precipice  upoD  which,  within  a 
few  dnyäj  be  bad  leaned  eo  far  o^er ;  for  Linda  iä  m  de- 
cided,  knows  uo  alternative  between  passion  and  anoihi- 
lation.  And  yet,  in  this  time  of  cool  reflection,  hc  feit 
her  imperious  demand  upon  bis  liberty  more  severely 
than  ever,  and  said  to  himself,  firmly,  ^Woman  must 
not  be  allowed  to  circumscribe  or  rule  tbe  holy  domain  of 
man's  development."  On  the  other  htuid,  it  was,  to  be 
sure,  all  love,  and  an  excess  of  it ;  and  the  longer  he 
joomeyed  and  compared,  so  mach  tbe  darker  and  lonelier 
was  it  on  that  spot  of  bis  life  upon  which  she  alone  cast 
the  great  flame.  She  moved  before  him  mach  more 
clearly  and  nearly  in  spirit  by  bis  still  contemplation  of 
her  spirit,  than  in  bodily  presence,  becaose  the  former 
presented  her  at  onee  in  harmony,  the  latter  with  the  in- 
dividual  dissonances  without  the  Solution.  Her  power  of 
all-sided  impartiality  towards  all  characters  bad  appeared 
to  bim,  for  a  woman,  quite  as  rare  as  it  was  great,  espe- 
cially  as  he  himself  let  this  power  work  more  in  the  shape 
of  respect  £>r  her  and  in  a  glad,  free  appredation  of 
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great,  eccentric,  poetical  manifestations,  but  not  of  all, 
even  the  flat  and  the  worthless. 

Allke  mightj  and  full-grown  stood  Love  and  Liberty 
within  him,  side  bj  side.  Thej  were  bound  together  and 
recondled  onlj  bj  a  new  resolution  to  be  gentle,  not 
merelj  streng,  to  lay  before  her  with  all  irankness  his 
rigbt  of  freedom  and  his  loving  soul,  and  to  be  to  her  the 
noble  character  which  belonged  to  her.  ^  Am  I  not  such, 
if  I  really  will  it  ?  "  said  he. 

In  the  highest  joj  of  life,  in  perfect  oneness  with  him- 
self  and  destinj,  he  made  his  journej  to  Isola  Bella  as 
rapidlj  as  if  he  were  going  to  find  there  a  beloved,  in- 
stead  of  merelj  awaiting  one.  How  many  a  thing  seemed 
now  smaller  along  his  road,  to  which  he  applied  the  Bo- 
man  measare,  and  not  the  German,  and  before  which  he 
nowy  as  his  father  had  foretold  him,  passed  along  fiying ! 

At  last  he  saw  the  artificial  Alp  of  Isola  Bella  standing 
in  the  waves,  and  disembarked  joyfully  with  his  teacher, 
Dian,  in  the  garden  of  childhood,  where  he  was  to  ex- 
peet  80  much,  and,  with  fresh  Italian  life-blossoms  on  his 
heart,  bid  farewell  to  the  land  of  promise. 

He  waited  several  long  days,  yeaming  and  anxious  for 
his  two  friends,  although  his  snnny  oompanion  was  always 
reminding  him  to  make  allowance  for  the  rapidity  of  his 
own  joumey.  His  determination  to  be  gentle  grew  con- 
tinually  more  and  more  unnecessary  and  involuntary. 
The  very  Island  itself,  with  its  Springs  bom  of  per- 
fumes  and  with  the  distant  garland  of  Alps,  melted 
his  BOuL  In  the  former  year  he  had  seen  it  more  in 
leaves  than  in  blossoms.  It  was,  indeed,  his  land  of 
childhood.  From  many  places  on  the  lake  stars  glim- 
mered  up  to  him  out  of  a  deep,  early,  afler-midnight 
hour  of  life.    Here  had  he  for  the  first  time  found  his 
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firiendlj,  serene  moming  sun,  as  if  it  were  not  moimtiiig 
bigher,  bat  ak^adj  going  downward. 

Tbey  went  now  on  a  lovelj  stroU  throagh  tfae  Island ; 
everywhere  bloomed  beside  tbe  present  a  still  past,  under 
the  rose  a  forget-me-not.  Here,  in  tlus  grotto  before  the 
leaping  waves,  had  he  onee  plajed  with  bis  sister  Seve- 
lina,  and  on  tbis  island  was  ber  deatb  announced  to  bim. 
**  Bat,  Julia,  thou  art  mj  Severina,  and  more,**  said  be. 
**I  tbink,"  said  sbe,  softly,  "quite  as  mucb."  Not  fiur 
firom  tbe  arcade  was  it  that  be  bad  for  tbe  first  time  gazed 
into  the  face  of  bis  father.  ^  Bat  O  when  wilt  thou  find 
lAy  father  at  last  ?  Speak  about  tbis,  good  Linda  I "  seid 
be.  Sbe  blusbed,  and  said,  ^  I  shall  find  bim  when  fate 
pennits."  "  But  when  is  that  ?  "  "I  know  notbing  abont 
it,"  said  sbe,  with  a  soft  hesitation.  Then  Jolienne 
touobed  bim,  nodding,  and  said,  in  as  much  French  Latin 
as  sbe  could  muster  together,  but  in  an  indifferent  tone, 
as  if  sbe  were  soliloquizing  to  the  air,  "  Nbn  eam  inter- 
roga  amplius^  nam  pater  veniet  (ut  dicitur)  die  nuptia- 
rum,^  *  He  looked  at  her  with  astonishment ;  she  nod- 
ded  repeatedly.  "Julia,"  said  Linda,  smiling,  "is  like 
women,  as  eunning  in  acting  as  she  is  open  in  speaking. 
I  could  not  have  disguised  myself  from  a  brother  so 
long."  "  When  the  brother  and  sister,"  replied  she,  "  do 
not  find  each  other  tili  they  are  equally  grown  up  and 
with  all  perfections,  they  can  easily  become  lovers  of 
each  other,  while  other  sisters  have  first  for  many  years 
to  conquer  the  faults  of  the  brother  growing  up." 

Now  they  came  upon  the  gallery,  amid  lemon-blossoms, 
where  Gaspard  had  let  bis  son  see  so  many  veils  and 
masks  hanging  about  the  future ;  then  Albano  said,  with 

•  Question  her  no  longer,  for  her  father  will  come  (it  is  said)  on  the 
day  ofthenuptial». 
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displeasure,  "  Here  I  had  to  let  many  riddles  be  an- 
Dounced  to  me,  —  and  there  "  —  he  meant  the  spot  in  the 
8ea  where  Linda's  image  had  first  appeared  to  him  on 
the  waves  —  "even  this  precious  form  was  mimicked.'* 
"My  Grod!"  said  Linda,  vehemently,  "why  speak  any 
more  of  it  at  all  ?  O  it  was  so  wicked  to  do  it  I "  "  No 
one,  however,  has  lost  much  by  it,"  said  Julienne,  joking, 
^  except  a  couple  who  have  lost  their  hearts,  and  I  my 
anonymousness !"  "  Could  we  not  both  answer,  Albano?" 
said  Linda,  softly,  and  raised  her  eyes.  "  By  Heaven, 
that  we  could  I "  said  he,  strongly,  for  without  those  prel- 
udes  they  would  have  sought  and  found  each  other 
earlier. 

Amidst  these  lookings  into  a  past  so  singularly  inter- 
woven  with  fbturity,  they  had  stepped  into  the  Borromaean 
palace,  which  to-day  was  fortunately  without  occupants  ; 
because  Albano,  at  Linda's  request,  was  to  usher  them 
both  into  the  Chamber,  where  he  and  Severina  were 
brought  up.  The  palace-keeper,  süpposing  they  were 
only  in  quest  of  a  prospect,  —  for  the  nursery  apart- 
ments  were  in  the  fifth  story,  —  would  have  led  them 
out  on  the  roof ;  he  insisted  they  were  dusty  children's- 
chambers,  and  had  been  locked  up  from  time  immemorial. 
With  difficulty  the  man  tumed,  with  a  rusty  key,  a  rust- 
eaten  lock.  They  stepped  into  the  bedusted,  clear-ob- 
scure,  high,  empty  Chamber,  wherein  a  vacant  cradle,  a 
flower-pot  with  a  little  Chinese  rose-bush  dried  up  like 
its  earth,  a  child's  pewter  watch,  a  girl's  baby-kitchen 
with  old-fashioned  Utensils,  a  rolled-up  shining  harpsichord 
Btring,  a  German  almanack  of  1772,  many  black  seals 
with  bare  antique  heads,  a  dried-up  twig  of  the  liana,  and 
the  like,  lay  as  cast-off  lumber  round  about.  Man  looks 
with  emotion  down  into  the  far,  low-lying  time,  when  the 
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qpindle  of  bis  life  nn  roand  as  jet  almost  naked  withoot 
thrads  s  fer  his  b^pnning  borden  more  nearlj  npoa  lu8 
«nd  than  the  middley  and  the  oatwaid  bonnd  and  tfae 
homewaid  boand  ooasts  of  oor  life  hang  oyer  into  tfae 
dark  lea.  Albano  iraa  touched  with  mdancholj  at  tfae 
aeene  around  faim,  and  at  Üus  glimpae  qf  homan  life  and 
Ulis  oot-look  npoQ  faia  own  green  fields  yet  Standing  in 
wintzy  lowneiSy — and  at  tfae  ngfat  of  tfae  spot  where  fae 
had  Irred  witfa  a  motfaer  and  a  sister,  wlio  faad  vamshed 
fimn  tfae  eartfa,  jbb,  even  oat  of  fais  imaginings.  He  took 
np  tfae  pewter  watch,  and  aud,  *<  Ib  theie  a  better  watdi 
fer  tfaat  age  which  knows  no  time  bat  onlj  eteniity,  tfaan 
ihifl  one  witfa  onlj  an  index  and  no  wboel-work?" 

linda  was  sarprised  as  she  drew  awaj  a  cörtain-  ftom 
a  glass  caskety  and  a  waxen  cbild  of  angelic  beanty,  tying 
tfaerein,  caught  the  ligfat  in  her  dear  eyes.  ^It  iB  tfae 
dead  Severina,"  said  Albano,  hastily,  with  the  harsh 
adjective  "dead,"  which  Linda  could  not  well  endore« 
It  became  more  and  more  uncomfortable  to  him  in  the 
dear-obscure  Chamber,  —  a  streak  of  sunshine  bumed  in 
singalarly  down  through  the  lofty  window,  —  animated 
resurrection-dust  played  therein,  —  the  spirits  of  the  sis- 
ter  and  of  Liana  might  at  any  moment  flash  across  the 
earthly  light,  —  and  the  mountains  out  in  real  life  re- 
ceded  into  the  distance.  When  he  looked  again  upon  the 
blooming  Linda,  all  at  once  she  appeared  to  him  changed, 
Strange,  supematural,  as  if  she  appeared  among  spirits, 
and  was  going  hence  again.  She  looked  upon  him  signifi- 
cantly,  with  the  words,  "  One  is  not  at  home  here,  let  us 
go  ! "  "  Woman ! "  said  he,  with  strong  voice,  in  Ger- 
man,  making  answer  to  an  inward  terror,  and  grasped 
her  band,  "  we  will  hold  together  like  a  live  heart,  if  one 
should  try  to  tear  it  asunder.*'  Linda  replied,  "  I  cannot 
stay  longer,  Julienne  I  "  and  they  went 
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On  the  threshold  it  occurred  to  the  Count  to  look  into 
the  next  Chamber ;  he  opened  it  and  shrank  back,  but 
cried,  "  You  only  go  on,"  and  he  himself  went  in.  He 
had,  namely,  beheld  himself  twice  imaged  as  in  a  mirror. 
Within  the  Chamber  he  fomid  himself  standing  in  wax  in 
a  niche  in  French  uniform,  but  as  a  youth  still,  and  close 
bj,  which  the  door  had  concealed,  his  father  also  as  a 
jouth,  dressed  in  the  old  fashion,  but  beautiful  as  a  Gre- 
cian  god ;  the  warm,  fuU,  flowery  face  had  not  yet  been 
ieed  over  in  the  winter  of  mature  life,  and  still  bloomed 
with  love.  He  plunged  deep  into  the  sea  of  the  past 
The  colossal  statues  out  of  doors,  and  the  illuminated 
mountain  ridges  had  risen  up  out  of  the  dark  waves,  and 
stood  in  dripping  splendor.  There  was  ä  call  from  with- 
out  He  looked  again  into  his  face,  but  angrily.  "  Why 
twice  over  ?  "  said  he,  and  crushed  his  face,  but  it  was  to 
him  like  suicide  and  laying  hands  upon  his  very  seif  and 
souL  The  form  of  his  father  he  still  more  begrudged  to 
the  Strange,  unguarded  place,  but  it  was  to  him  too  holy 
for  the  slightest  touch. 

He  went  back,  and  remained  silent  on  the  subject  of 
the  Images,  in  order  not  to  rüffle  the  great,  stubbom  win'gs 
of  Linda's  fancy.  The  green,  glistening,  blooming  day 
soon  swallowed  up  the  cold  shadows  which  had  fallen  in 
from  the  heights  and  grave-mounds  of  the  past  ^^  But 
now,"  said  Albano  to  Linda,  **  as  you  have  just  come  out 
of  my  nursery,  lead  me  once  into  yours."  "  I  will  not 
crown  thee  until  we  are  at  the  right  place,"  said  she,  and 
broke  off  and  bound  together  twigs  of  the  laurel  wood, 
through  whose  swarm  of  light  and  dark  waves  they  were 
now  passing,  for  a  garland.  Bodily  activity  gave  to  this 
maiden,  who,  with  more  than  common  ease,  knit  togethw 
tones  and  colors  and  ideas,  a  peculiarly  touching  aspect 
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of  duUDikeDMB  and  ntlwe  eöndeseenmoiL  She  braided 
tbe  wresth,  bat  with  difficalty^,  oonfounded  oooe  the  artKH 
tos  with  the  laurdi  that  raaembles  it»  pat  in  one  man 
Mooming  mjrüe4w^  and  decked  his  cnried  hnr  with  i^ 
bat  rtry  aeriooaty.  ^The  guland  beoomes  thee;  tfaa 
high  lanrds  ap  on  the  sommit  theo  wüt  ooe  daj  gel  fi» 
thyael^*  laid  ehe.  He  thoa^^  ahe  wm  phjing  behiad 
tlüs  aerioosaeM;  bat  ihe  looked  jojfiillj  and  aearddn|^ 
and  amiüni^j  on  the  crowned  one»  bat  like  a  mother,  and 
aaid:  «Itfe  rig^aol  What  wüt  thoa  move?  I  «iO 
bring  it.  AlbancH  I  have  at  dua  hoor  a  Tery  peooliar  aoad 
new  lofe  fixr  thee.  I  ooold  do  mach  &r  thee^  endnva 
mach.  Mj  heart  ia  moyed  with  exeeeding  luve.  Sjm 
me  not  I  will  teU  theo.''  The  ftir  womanlinfwa  whfaii 
loToa  the  beloved  more  aidentlj  and  inlimatdj  wheii  il 
haa  fixr  the  flnt  time  gone  over  his  homeatead,  the  aeowsa 
of  his  childhoody  lua  dwelling-pkcesy  onconscioaslj  filled 
her  streng  heart  He  kissed  her  not;  he  looked  iq>oa 
her,  and  wept  in  the  ecstasy  of  love.  She  indined  her 
head  towards  hioiy  and  said,  but  cheerfullj,  ^  It  is  hard  for 
me  to  weep,  dearest  I  I  will  teil  thee  what  thou  desiredst 
to  know  about  mj  childhood.  Of  the  first  places  of  mj 
childhood  bat  a  verj  faint  Impression  remains  with  me,  -— 
perhaps  becanse  we  were  alwajs  travelling,  and  becanae 
I  look  more  for  persons  than  for  scenes,  —  except  mj 
having  stajed  longest  in  Valencia.  Trobablj  finom  this 
earlj  travelling  I  derive  mj  travelling  mania.  Afler  all, 
however,  it  lies  in  mj  natore.  But  you  alwajs  believe, 
like  the  Grermans,  that  you  learn  that  which  jou  properlj 
inherit  or  create.  B7  mj  motber  I  was  more  hated  and 
loved  than  bj  anj  one.  I  am  now  clear  about  her.  She 
was  whollj  bom  for  art  or  for  the  arts,  although  I  believe 
that  she  was  originallj  marked  out  bj  the  gods  for  tho 
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stage.  She  was  everything  {bis  minute,  nothing  tlie  next ; 
curses  and  prayers,  belief  and  unbelief,  hatred  and  love, 
alteniated  in  this  epic  nature.  Sbe  could  have  lavished 
a  World,  and  she  could  have  stolen  one.  She  once  pressed 
me  to  her  heart,  and  said,  *  Wert  thou  not  my  daughter,  I 
would  steal  or  kill  thee  out  of  mere  love ' ;  and  that  was 
when  I  had  said,  ^  I  love  Medea  more  than  Creusa.' 

**  However,  she  was  too  inconsistent  to  be  wholly  loved ; 
I  loved  my  invisible  father  far  more.  I  thought  he  was 
Chd  the  JFather.  I  once  imagined  he  must  dwell  in  the 
Paria  Ccdi  ;  *  for  whole  hours  together  I  went  round  the 
garden  of  the  dead  of  the  cloister,  and  looked  longingly 
tfajough  the  palms  over  the  roses  of  the  graves ;  I  hung 
on  every  living  thing,  even  to  pain.  A  dying  canary-bird 
ence  made  me  sick,  and  I  thought  the  mass  for  the  dead 
was  read  for  him.  On  God  and  spirits  also  I  hung  in  a 
BOrt  of  intoxication.  They  once  flashed  by  before  me  in 
the  fire  which  I  Struck  out  of  sugar  in  the  dark.  I  never 
played,  but  read  early.  As  I  was  very  serious,  and  my 
form  developed  itself  precociously,  I  was  early  treated  as 
a  grown  person,  and  I  desired  it  too.  No  one  was  eamest 
enough  for  me,  except  my  guardian,  who,  with  secret 
band,  govemed  my  development  Over  books  and  in 
travelling  carriages  my  early  life  passed  away.  I  envied 
men,  and  their  knowledge,  and  their  freedom,  but  thej 
did  not  please  me,  still  less  did  women.  I  passed  for 
proud  —  and  at  an  earlier  period  I  was  so  too  —  and  for 
£Emtastical.  I  took  it  not  ill,  and  said,  ^  You  have  your 
way,  and  I  mine.'"  The  narrative  was  interrupted  by 
Dian  and  Julienne. 

•  A  yery  beautifol  CarÜiasian  convent  at  Valencia. 
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118.   CYCLB. 

THE  first  solitary  minute  which  Albano  foand  with 
bis  sister  he  devoted  to  an  inquirj  about  her  Latin 
intelligenoe  that  Linda's  father  woold  appear  predselj  on 
her  marriage-daj ;  but  she  referred  him  to  bis  own  father, 
who  could  teil  bim  all  about  Linda's,  and  begged  him  ^  to 
indnlge  Linda,  not  onlj  in  her  tendemess,  but  also  in  her 
characteristic  shjness  of  marriage,  which  went  very  far. 
She  could  not,  upon  one  occasion,  accompanj  a  female 
firiend  to  the  nuptial  altar,"  Julienne  added ;  ^  she  called 
it  the  place  of  execntion  of  woman's  libertj,  the  funeral 
pQe  of  the  fiurest,  freest  love,  and  said  the  heroic  poem 
of  love  became  then,  at  the  highest,  the  pastoral  poem  of 
marriage.  Of  course  she  knows  not  whither  such  prind- 
ples  ultimatelj  lead."  ^I  hope,  too,  that  thou  trustest 
her,"  said  Albano,  making  other  and  higher  deductions 
from  this  singularity  than  bis  strict  sister.  She  suddenlj 
broke  off,  to  impart  to  him  a  piece  of  advice  which  he 
was  to  take  with  him  to  Pestitz,  —  namely,  to  shun  the 
Princess,  who  was,  to  the  very  core,  cold,  false,  revengeful, 
and  selfish.  "  She  has  something  in  view  with  thee,  and, 
indeed,  much ;  and  her  hatred  toward  the  Countess  must 
now  be  added.  Linda  clearly  apprehends  her,  but  yet 
she  lets  herseif,  out  of  passionateness,  be  carried  away 
and  made  use  of  by  all  whom  she  foresees  and  sur- 
veys."  Albano  adhered  to  his  old,  milder  judgment  of 
the  Princess,  —  so  much  the  more,  as  he  already  knew 
Julienne's  moral  severity  towards  every  woman  of  genius, 
from  her  misjudgment  in  the  case  of  Liana,  —  but  he 
readily  gave  her  his  word  to  shun  the  Princess,  without 
telling  her  the  reason,  —  namely,  the  love  which  the 
woman  had  for  him,  and  of  which  it  was  so  hard  to  disen- 
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chant  her.  To  bis  tender  feelings,  there  was  no  greater 
rudeness  than  this  public  breaking  open  and  reading  of  a 
love-letter,  this  masculine  catching  and  proclaiming  of  a 
wöman's  sigh  of  love  througb  a  speaking-trumpet  for  the 
people. 

All  came  together  again,  encamped  tbemselves  upon  a 
Spot  whicb  commanded  the  lake  and  tbe  Alps,  and  tbe 
sbadows  of  the  blossoms.  The  day  cooled  its  glow,  and 
sank  from  beauty  to  beauty  down  into  evening.  **  On 
this  exquisite  Island,"  said  Dian,  "  already  the  Northern 
natare  begins,  and  we  shall  soon  find  oureelves  at  home 
linder  a  peaked  roof."  "  Well,  yes,"  said  Julienne ;  "  but, 
after  all,  one  is  glad  too,  at  last,  when  one  sees  again  a 
neat  man,  a  blonde,  and  a  shadow,  and  hears  a  bird  or 
two."*  "I  think  not  here  of  Tivoli  and  Ischia  and 
Posilippo,"  said  Albano ;  "  I  think  of  my  childhood  and 
of  the  Alps.  Over  on  the  shore  of  the  long  lake  {Logo 
Maggiore)  of  course  the  two  sugar-loaves  may  not  repre- 
sent  themselves  to  the  best  advantage,  but,  as  a  compen- 
sation  for  that,  here  from  the  sugar-loaf  the  shore  and 
the  lake  appear  so  much  the  better,  and  for  him  who 
Stands  on  this  alp  of  the  lake,  it  is,  afler  all,  made."  '^  All 
is  indifferent  to  me,"  said  Linda ;  "  for  I  find  myself  here 
entirely  welL  Kemarking  upon  fine  landscapes  is  also  a 
Northern  characteristic,  because  there  one  can  become 
acquainted  with  them  only  through  books.  The  Italian, 
who  has  them,  enjoys  them  as  he  enjoys  health,  and  is 
conscious  only  of  the  deprivation  of  them ;  for  this  reason 
he  is  not  even  a  great  landscape-painter." 

"  One  should,"  said  Dian,  "  celebrate  in  song  the  mag- 
nificent  Italy,  even  upon  the  boundary-line,  if  one  could 

*  SiDging-birds  are  rare  in  Italy,  because  they  are  sold  in  the  mar« 
ket  for  the  kitchen. 
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get  a  guxtarre  from  the  Castellain.*'  He  irent  and 
broaght  one.  He  dow  began  to  improvisate  in  Italian. 
He  sang :  ^  Apollo  feit  bis  old  love  for  bis  former  pas- 
toral land  on  the  earth  and  for  tbe  lost,  veiled  Daphne, 
wake  again  witbin  bim ;  be  came  down  from  beaven  to 
find  Iwtb.  Jupiter  had  given  bim  Momus  as  a  compan- 
ion  of  bis  jonmey,  wbo  sbonld  ebow  bim  all  tbat  was 
odions,  tbat  be  migbt  flee  back.  As  a  beaatiful,  smiling 
joatb  be  went  over  tbe  Islands,  tbrougb  tbe  mins  of  tbe 
temples,  tbrougb  etemal  blossoms;  be  passed  along  before 
divine  paintings  of  an  nnknown,  eiialted  virgin  witb  a 
cbild,  and  before  new  tones  of  music,  and  moved  as  orer 
tbe  magic  eircle  of  a  new  and  fairer  eartb.  In  vain  did 
Momus  sbow  bim  tbe  monks  and  pirates,  and  bis  temples 
prostrated  bj  tbe  band  of  time,  and  quizzinglj  make  bim 
take  colunms  of  tbermse  for  temple-columns.  Tbe  god 
looked  up  at  tbe  bigb,  cold  Ol3anpus,  and  looked  down 
upon  this  warm  land,  upon  this  great,  golden  sun,  tbese 
clear,  blue  nights,  these  ever-blooming  perfumes,  tbese 
cypresses,  these  myrtle  and  laurel  woods,  and  said, 
*  Here  is  clysium,  not  in  the  subterranean  world,  not  on 
Olympus.'  Then  Momus  gave  bim  a  laurel-twig  from 
Virgil's  grave,*  and  said,  *  That  is  thy  Daphne.'  Now 
did  bis  great  sister  Diana  grow  indignant.  She  gave 
Daphne  her  form  and  dress,  as  if  she  had  come  over  out 
of  the  woods  of  the  Pyrenees  ;  but  he  recognized  bis 
beloved,  and  went  back  witb  her  into  Olympus."  As 
Dian  sang  this,  and  let  the  strains  fly  witb  the  tones  of 
tlie  strings,  there  stood  high  over  in  beaven  the  etemal, 
radiant  mountains  of  ice ;  from  the  mountains  fluttered 
ptreams  and  shadows  into  the  bright  lake,  and  the  evcning 
bestirred  itself  with  kindling  and  enchanted  glow.  Then 
•  Dian  did  not  love  Virgil. 
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the  silent  Albano  seized  the  strings,  buried  bis  eye  in  the 
gleaming  of  Ibe  mountains,  and  blushmg,  began :  "  Linger 
awhile,  O  singer,  among  the  lofty  spirits  who  marched, 
killing,  dying,  over  tbe  battle-field,  and  who  built  up  the 
everlasting  temples  of  humanity ;  linger  among  the  pure 
diamonds  that  remained  firm  and  bright  under  the  ham- 
mer  of  destiny ;  linger  in  the  olden  time,  in  the  sea  of 
Bome,  which  bore  upon  its  bosom  one  quarter  of  the 
World,  and  undermined  the  others ;  but  fiee  before  the 
time  which  sank  its  summit  in  its  own  crater.  Linger, 
singer,  on  the  heights,  and  look  down  into  the  garden  of 
the  World,  which  is  the  play  of  human  life.  The  ruin 
becomes  a  rock,  and  the  rock  a  ruin ;  on  the  high  promon- 
tory  the  blossom  breathes  fragrance,  below  lies  the  sea 
with  open  jaws ;  over  Scylla  gleam  beautiful  hoüses  and 
streets  amidst  the  lair  of  frightful  rocks.  And  the  god 
flies  over  the  land  and  sees  the  child  on  the  temple- 
column  by  the  shore,  and  the  temples  of  the  gods  füll 
of  monks,  the  marshes  fuU  of  nameless  ruins,  and  the 
coasts  füll  of  blossoms  and  grottoes,  and  the  blooming 
myrtles  and  grapes,  and  the  fire  mountains  and  the 
Islands,  and  Ischia." 

But  the  storm-swept  guitarre  sank  from  bis  hands, 
and  bis  voice  died  away ;  bis  eye  last  itself  in  the  depths 
of  heaven  and  of  human  life,  and  he  withdrew  himself 
to  still  bis  loud  heart.  In  the  cooling  solitude  he  ob- 
served  how  far  already  the  sun  had  flown  down,  as  on 
Cupid's  wings,  through  a  colder  heaven  ;  he  epeedily 
tumed  back,  and  in  the  evening  redness  bis  parting- 
hour  Struck. 

When  he  came  back,  Linda  was  alone,  for  Julienne, 
under  the  pretext  of  inspecting  the  picture  cabinet,  had 
drawn  away  bis   Dian   from  the  lovers,  to  whom,  be- 
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sides,  only  the  shortest  daj  of  bliss  had  been  to-day 
allottedy  aDd  bis  beloved  looked  on  bim  significantly. 
^Diaoy  strictlj  speaking,  sang  better,"  said  she,  "and 
more  epicallj,  but  your  lyric  näture  I  also  bold  very 
dear."  Sbe  looked  at  bim  again  and  again,  tben  into 
bis  eye ;  tben  sbe  embraced  bim  impulsively,  and  not  a 
soond  betrayed  tbe  sudden  kiss.  "  We  will  go  up  on  tbe 
terrace,"  said  sbe,  softly.  Tbey  mounted  tbe  lovely 
beigbt  of  tbe  ten  terraces,  wbicb  fill-^^ili^^sigbt  witb 
laorel  and  citron  trees,  and  witb  pyramidt  räcl.iGolossal 
statues,  and  witb  tbe  prospeet  of  tbe  distai^^^lMre»  sor- 
roimded  witb  villages  and  alps,  and  wbere  opce  JK 
bad  Seen  bis  fatber  flee.  "Tbou  pleasest  m  nu»e.j 
more,  Albano,"  said  Linda.  "  I  almost  beli^y^tboil  < 
really  love«  Teil  me  tby  first  love;  I  bavetoU«)! 
my  Story."  "  O  Linda,"  said  be,  "  l^w  ipudl^ 
sirest !  But  I  am  true,  and  teil  thee  alL  Tbon^MTCve" 
ber  as  she  loved  thee.  See'here  tby  pictur^,  nfUcb  witJi- 
her  dying  band  she  made  and  gave  me !  ** 

He  handed  her  the  httle  sketch,  and  her  eye  grewv 
meist.  Thereupon  he  t^gan,  in  a  low  and  solenm  fpne, : 
the  picture  of  bis  firtt  love  ;  bow  he  had  reterenced  arfd 
sought  her  early,  wbgn  she  was  yet  unseen,  and  in  the 
first  moming  beams  of  life,  and  how  he  found  her ;  ahd 
bow  she  made  bim  happy,  and  was  not  so  herseif;  how 
gentle  she  was,  and  he  so  wild  and  harsh ;  how  he  de- 
manded  of  her  bis  own  impetuosity  of  heart ;  how  bar- 
barously  he  took  her  renunciation,  and  how  she  perished 
through  bim.  "  0,  I  have  dealt  hardly,  good  Linda ! " 
said  he.  "  No,"  said  she,  "  I  weep  for  you  both."  "  I 
have  great  imperfections,"  said  he.  "  I  forgive  thee  all," 
said  she,  "  if  thou  canst  only  love.  But  the  lovely  crea- 
ture  also  committed  many  faults,  and  against  love."     Sbe 
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checked  herseif,  then  asked,  in  a  low  voice,  "  Albano,  is 
she  still  in  thy  heart?"  "Yes,  Linda,"  said  he.  "O 
thou  honest  and  true  man ! "  cried  she,  with  Inspiration, 
and  laid  her  head  upon  his  breast  and  prayed,  "  H0I7 
Gk)d,  give  thy  immortals  eyerything,  only  leave  me  for- 
ever  this  man's  breast,  that  he  may  be  really  loved,  inex- 
pressibly,  and  that  I  may  not  sink ! "  "  If  thou  wilt, 
dear,**  she  whispered  suddenly,  and  raised  herseif  up, 
looking^^g^ifffti  him  with  infinite  love  and  resignation, 
^  that^I  dweli  in  Lilar,  only  command  if* 

^DuB  iptomanly,  waiting  Submission  of  so  free,  mighty  a 
flpm^  made  him  speechless.     Like  an  eagle,  the  flame  of 

''lore  seized  him  and  bore  him  alofl.  He  glowed  on  her 
WoBfiing  oountenance,  and  the  bridal  torch  of  the  settmg 
gmi  darted  in  with  great  flames  .between  the  two.  '<  Lin- 
da^**  he  begon  at  length,  with  tretnbling,  solemn  voice,  *^  if 
we  oould  know  that  we  should  ever  lose  or  forsake  each 
ottier !  •*.  O  Linda,"  he  oontinued,  with  difficulty,  through 
his  teaA  and  his  kisses,.'*  if  that  were  possible,  whether 
throHigh  my  fault  or  through  cold  fate,  were  it  not  then 
better  that  we  at  this  moment'^unged  into  the  lake  and 
£ed  in  otn  lov6  ?  "  The  glow  t>f  the  sun  bumed  in  like 
an  aurora,  snat^ng  away  youths^^üd  virgins  to  the  gods, 

'and  the  twilight  of  Efe  was  kindled  into  a  bright  moming 
redness.  "  If  thou  knowest  that,"  said  Linda,  "  then  die 
now  with  me  I "  Just  then  Julienne's  distant  voice  awoke 
both ;  at  last  she  came  herseif  with  Dian,  to  take  leave. 
They  looked  round,  awaking,  dazzled  with  the  sun  and 
with  löve,  and  all  was  changed.  The  sun  had  sunk,  the 
broad  lake  was  overhung  with  misty  shadows,  and  the 
World  was  chilly  ;  only  the  lofly  gladers  blazed  still  with 
rosy  redness  into  the  blue,  like  memorial  piUars  of  the 
flaroing  covenant-hour. 
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Before  Albano's  soul  £tood  even  dow  tlie  £:>rm  of  dei^ 
tiny,  so  ooldlj  dividing  human  beings,  the  veiled  rocky 
fonDt  whoee  Teil  is  also  of  stone,  which  no  one  ndses.  H^ 
would  DOW  fain  have  burst  through  it,  and  direcüj,  with^ 
out  oowardl 7  delaj,  dashed  down  into  the  midst  of  winter. 
'^  O  tiU  Hesperus  has  gooe  down,  do  tarrj  I "  whispered 
Linda.  He  8tajed;  but  neither  bad  words  any  longer, 
only  eyes  ;  tbe  reined-in  eagles,  which  bad  formerly  hor- 
ried  the  celestial  Yenus-car  throagh  the  heavens,  fluttered 
wildlj  in  the  traces.  The  evening  star  went  down ;  the 
balf-moon,  in  mid-heaven,  touched  the  earth  with  her 
beams,  as  with  magic  wands,  and  transformed  it  into  a 
pale,  holy  world  of  the  heart  ^  Only  let  the  great  star 
go  down  now,"  said  she,  and  looked  upon  him  Icmgiog^. 
He  did  so.  The  nightingales  skipped  musically  among 
the  silvery  twigs ;  only  the  human  beings  bad  a  voicelesti 
heaven  and  love« 

"  Only  one  little  star  more  ! "  she  begged.  He  obeyed, 
touched  by  the  very  expression,  but  she  summoned  up 
her  resolution,  and  said,  "  No,  go  !  "  "  We  will,  Dian  1  ** 
Said  he.  Dian,  indulgent  to  love,  led  the  way  down  the 
terraces.  Long  and  ardently  lay  the  brother  and  slst^r 
on  eaeh  other*s  hearts,  and  wished  each  other  a  pleasant, 
undisturbed  reunion.  Linda  gave  him  only  her  band,  and 
said  not  a  word.  As  the  still  heaven  of  night  Covers  itfl 
bot  sun,  so  was  her  flaming  heart  concealed ;  and  when 
he  went,  without  looking  after  him,  she  clasped  his  sister 
to  her  heaving  bosom. 

Splendor  and  night  and  fragrance  bestrewed  tbe  Jacob's- 
ladder  of  tbe  terraces  down  which  he  passed.  Lightly 
flew  his  boat  through  the  snow  of  stars  and  blossoms, 
which  drifted  over  the  waves,  —  the  nightingales  of  tbe 
two  Islands  chimed  together,  —  the  seamen  sang  back  to 
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fhem  glad  song«,  —  a  favorable  wind  bore  the  orange- 
perfiimes  after  the  little  vessel,  —  but  Albano,  weeping, 
had  bis  heart  and  face  tumed  toward  the  sinking  pjramid. 
His  sister  alone  had  looked  after  him  from  the  eminence ; 
tben  she,  too,  was  lost  to  sigbt,  —  the  nightingales  still 
ealled  faintlj  after  him,  —  at  last  all  was  veiled*  He 
tamed  himself  round  toward  the  pale-glimmering  gla- 
ciers,  as  toward  the  light-houses  of  his  voyage,  and  of 
the  heaven  of  this  day  nothing  was  now  left  to  him  but 
the  pilot,  love,  as  the  Seaman  follows  the  magnet,  when 
the  holj  Stars  have  concealed  themselves  and  guide  him 
BO  more. 

119.   CYCLE. 

ALBANO  and  Dian  flew  joyfuUy  over  the  Grerman 
fields  to  meet  so  many  a  precious  heart,  and  nothing 
was  disappointed  except  their  dread  of  the  length  of  the 
countries  through  which  they  had  to  travel.  Instead  of 
the  black  lava-sand  and  the  burnt  soll  behind  them,  a 
bright,  fresh  green  now  decked  the  plains  and  cooled  the 
dazzled  eye.  The  waves  of  green  grain-fields  swept  and 
tossed  about  as  merrily  as  the  waves  of  the  blue-green 
sea.  In  thicker,  longer,  higher  woods  f  oated  new  shad- 
0W8,  likc  lovely  little  evenings,  creeping  away  from  beforo 
the  light  of  day.  The  dark  green  of  the  Italian  trees 
was  replaced  by  the  bright,  laughing  green  of  the  German 
gardensy  and  new  feathered  choirs  cradled  themselves  in 
clouds  and  in  woods,  and  greeted  the  heart  of  man,  and 
sent  down  to  him  their  light  and  guileless  joy. 

From  spring  to  spring  went  the  happy  'Albano,  with 
his  dreams  of  love ;  as  fast  as  a  southem  blossom  feil  be- 
hind him,  a  northem  unfolded  itself  before  him  ;  and  his 
^yelling-carriage  stopped  on  the  variegated  avenue  among 
the  blo86(Mn-shadow8  of  a  long  garden. 


3st  TITAH. 

At  kngdi  be  stood  befiire  die  hoiue  to  wbidi  tlie  gaidM 
coodiictod  him,  and  befare  the  lindeopci^ ;  ao  stood  he 
ako  in  a  fbnner  year  on  tiie  heig^  bdbre  it^  looking  np 
al  tlia  dond-prooeHum  of  tiie  ibtaie,  withont  bdng  aUa 
to  divine  to  irhU  «be  doods  wera  shapii^  themselfei^ 
wfaediermtoanaiiranQrmtoaneveningtempeat  Hov 
manj  old  pangs  dartod  now  like  ahadowa  of  doods  cfwet 
the  dd  kndacqiel  He  was  going  now,  sodi  was  hia 
reflectkm,  to  meel  his  fiilher  with  the  news  of  his  fiirtiine ; 
to  meet  his  apostato  finend  with  the  stolen  beloTed;  to 
meet  with  M  and  new  love  his  retarning  Sohoppe,  whose 
heart  and  fiite  were  to  him,  now,  at  once  so  daik  and  sp 
wdghfy ;  and  to  meet  the  singnlar  time  and  honr,  when 
the  sabtenanean  waters,  whose  rosh  and  roar  he  had 
bitberto  00  oü/Ok  ezperienoed,  shoold  lie  at  onoe  oncov- 
ered,  and  with  äU  their  windings  and  Springs  laid  open  to 
the  Hgfat  of  day ;  and  to  meet  the  sacred  spot  where  he 
could  take  boldly  to  his  heart  the  beloved,  who  now,  on 
the  German  road  and  in  the  neighborhood  of  former 
trialsy  seemed  to  him  still  greater  and  more  miattainable 
than  on  Epomeo^  in  the  neighborhood  of  all  that  is  sub- 
lime in  heaven  and  on  earth,  and  when  he  might  enfold 
her  in  his  arms  forever  without  asking  again,  ^  Wilt  thoa 
love  me  ?  **  Then  he  went  back  in  thought  to  an  image 
whidi  Vesuvius  *  had  fumished  him,  and  said  to  Dian : 
"Behind  man  there  works  and  travels  onward  a  slow, 
fierj  stream,  whidi  consames  and  crushes  if  it  overtakes 
him ;  but  let  man  only  stride  boldlj  forward,  and  oflen 

*  So  heavily  and  dowly  does  the  broad  laya-stream  roll  down,  that 
a  man  can  trayel  on  in  advance  of  this  glowing  death-flood,  which 
swallows  tip,  BufTocates,  and  melts  down  everything  it  tonches,  and 
can  see  the  destmction  behind  him,  withont  indnlging  an  apprehen- 
sion  of  danger  to  himself. 
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look  backward,  and  he  comes  off  unscathed.  My  beloved 
teacher,  so  will  I  now  do  in  mj  new  and  momentous  rela- 
tions  ;  do  thou,  however,  make  me  tum  round  toward  the 
lava,  if  in  pleasant  scenes  I  should  sometimes  forget  it ! " 
"  Speak  better  and  more  propitious  words,"  said  Dian. 
**  Hall  to  US ;  the  gods  are  alreadj  favorable !  Yonder 
comes -your  father  up  the  palace  hill,  and  looks  more  gay 
and  happj  than  I  ever  before  happened  to  find  him  I " 


THIBTY-FIBST   JUBILEE. 
Pxsnrs.  —  ScHorrB.  —  DssAD  of  Mahrtag«.  —  Akcadta. — Ibo» 

JXE.  —  EaTASGUElEEBT. 

120.    CYCLE. 

ASPABD  received  bis  son  with  the  usnal  state- 
ly  coldness  of  the  first  hour,  as  letters  begin 
more  coldly  than  thej  end.  Not  until  this 
morning-frost  had  melted  away  and  it  grew 
warmer  around  him,  did  Albano  disclose  to  him,  withont 
fear  or  pusillanimous  blushing,  and  with  matured  manli- 
ness,  the  bond  which  he  had  forever  concluded  with  Linda 
and  .with  himself,  and  begged  him  for  the  third  yes.  "  So 
after  all,"  replied  the  Knight,  "  the  old  enchanter  has  car- 
ried  it  through  at  last ;  of  course  under  the  reinforcement 
of  a  young  enchantress.  That  I  shall  never  disturb  thee 
in  anything  which  thou  seizest  upon  with  whole  soul  and 
forever,  that  thou  knowest  already  from  a  similar  case  in 
the  last  year."  Albano  grew  red  at  the  bitter  mention  of 
his  first  love,  but  had  gained  strength  within  a  half-year 
to  preserve  a  manly  silence,  in  cases  where  he  onee  spoke 
out  like  a  youth.  Gaspard,  more  glad  and  warm  than 
usual  towards  him  to-day,  nevertheless  went  on,  when  he 
perceived  his  sensitiveness  :  "  I  pronounce  it  good  !  As 
the  seal-engraver  in  the  beginning  stamps  the  arms  in 
wäx,  and  then,  and  not  tili  then,  etches  them  on  the  pre- 
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cious  stone,  so  does  man  essay  to  impress  his  upon  more 
than  one  heart,  until  he  at  last  gets  the  firmest.  It  must 
be  owned  thou  hast  not  made  the  worst  choice  in  my 
ward,  and  I  gladly  give  ihy  word  of  assent  to  it." 

Albano  pressed  the  hand  which  drew  the  sweet  knot 
of  love  still  tighter,  and  said,  in  the  entrancement  of  grat' 
itude :  "  I  found  my  sister,  too,  the  Princess.  I  put  no 
question  to  her,  however,  as  lately,  bat  count  upon  time.** 
^  Hocker ! "  said  Gaspard,  and  assumed,  ßeemingly  by 
way  of  cooling  him  off,  the  cruel  appearance  of  thinking 
his  pure,  noble  son  had  been  disposed  to  retort  upon  him 
the  bantering  allusion  to  having  many  love-affairs.  "  Only 
be  silent  about  all  in  thy  innermost  heart,  as  I  myself 
have  hitherto  been,  and  conceal  thy  knowledge  from  the- 
court     Give  me  thy  wor4  of  honor." 

Albano  said  he  had  already  given  it  io  Julienne  also. 
He  was,  however,  driven  back,  by  Gaapard's  whole  de- 
portment,  upon  conclusions  which  placed  moral  garlands 
neither  upon  his  father  nor  upon  JuUenne's  mother. 

Gaspard  added,  furthermore,  that  it  was  a  misfortune 
fbr  a  man  to  be  entangled  with  fantastic  women,  —  as 
Albano  aiready  knew  his  mother  to  have  been,  —  and,  in 
fact,  with  three  at  once,  and  advised  him  to  march  on 
boldly,  as  hitherto,  through  all  riddles,  and  leave  them  to 
solve  themselves.  Thereupon  he  proposed  to  him,  as 
a  test  of  the  third  female  &ncy-monger,  the  question 
wbether  he  already  knew  that  the  Countess,  notwithstand- 
ing  bis  guardianship,  had  still  her  living  father,  who  would 
appear  for  the  first  time  on  her  wedding-day.  He  said, 
•^Yes."  Graspard  then  continued:  This  reason,  of  itself, 
— -  in  Order  that  Linda  might  find  her  father,  and  all  of 
them  the  peace  of  cleamess  at  last,  —  decided  him  for  an 
earlj,  secret  marriage  of  the  two  through  the  honorable 
Spener. 
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ADmudo,  reallj  terrified  at  the  prospect  of  die  near  and 
^Medj  tranafoniiatioQ  ot  bliasftd  hounlnto  bliasfiil  yeati| 
and  no  more  able  to  think  <^  his  Titanesa  aa  wife  thaa 
to  think  <^  her  aa  dbild,  anawered,  modealty  and  with 
diaintereated  referenoe  to  Linda'a  dread  cf  wedhKsk,  that| 
aa  to  tiie  dme  of  aealing  hia  happineeis  no  one  moat  or 
conld  dedde  bat  Linda  heraeK 

Gaspaid  waa  well  content  ^I  onlj  inoat  npon  yoar 
•dljoanihig  the  matter  awhile,*  he  snljoined.  ^  Mj  fineod 
the  Prinoe  ia  again  near  hia  end;  the  beneficial  efieet 
which  a  apiritoal  appaiition  had  wioo^  npon  him  haa 
gradnallj  aobaided,  and  he  feara  daflj  the  retom  of  the 
phantom,  which  haa  promiaed  to  fofeteU  him  hia  last 
hoora.  At  auch  a  time  yoor  feslival  doea  not  aerve  my 
porpoBO.  To  apeak  in  oonfidenoe,  the  poor  patient  had 
himself  an  eje  to  the  fiür  bride.  It  ia»  aller  all,  bot  fiur 
to  spare  him  the  highest  oertainiy  of  hia  loaa.  Qn  hia 
aocoant  I  also  postpone  mj  departure/' 

As  if  a  man  should  enter  into  the  new-created  par« 
adise,  and  all  birds  at  once  —  nightingales  and  eagles 
and  owls  and  birds-of-paradise  and  ^rultures  and  larks  — 
should  beset  him,  so  confusedlj  did  Albano  feel  himself 
excited  hj  these  mutuallj  crossing  prospects,  and  he  per- 
ceived  that  there  could  be  no  dependence  nor  defence 
here,  except  in  his  own  heart  and  Linda's. 

Graspard  seemed  to  be  impatient  to  see  the  Conntess 
again,  whom  he  called  his  onlj  fiiend.  ^  ünfortnnately, 
I  did  not  believe  my  brother  in  Roma,"  he  added,  "  when 
he  insisted  on  having  met  both  ladies  in  Naples.  Apro^ 
pos,  that  brother  passed  through  here  some  time  ago,  on 
his  waj  to  Spain ;  in  Rome  he  asserted  he  was  travelling 
to  Greece.  Thou  seest  with  what  poetie  pleasure  and 
genialitj  he  carries  on  pure  Ijing." 
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Gaspard  parted  from  him  very  ^armly,  with  the  words, 
**  Albano,  I  am^very  well  satisfied  with  thee  ;  I  should  be 
infinitelj  so  if  the  purity  of  the  youth  had  passed  over 
into  the  man ;  I  have  not  yet  found  it  so."  Albano  was 
about  to  affirm  and  swear  with  emotion.  "  That  is  why," 
he  continned,  waving  away  the  oath  with  a  light  motion 
of  the  band,  *^  thou  foundest  me  so  glad  about  thy  good 
fortune,  for  the  Princess's  friend  had  already  announced 
to  me  thy  love  in  the  moming.  Take  heed  to  thyself 
before  her,  for  she  hates  thee  without  bounds." 

With  a  hard  and  horrible  aspect,  üke  a  new  and 
extraordinary  beast  of  prey  behind  the  grating,  does  a 
real  though  unarmed  hatred  present  itself  for  the  first 
time  before  a  good  heart.  Albano  demanded  no  confirma- 
tion  or  explanation  of  this  sad  intelligence,  for  the  love 
and  error  of  the  Princess,  her  acquaintance  with  his  for- 
mer coldness  toward  Linda,  her  silent  bittemess  toward 
Linda  herseif,  were  quite  flames  enough  for  her  to  cook 
the  strongest  poison  by. 

He  took  up  his  residence  again,  at  the  request  of  his 
father,  at  the  house  of  Doctor  Sphex,  situated,  unmean- 
ingly  to  him,  down  in  the  Valley ;  and  Gaspard  resumed 
his  abode  in  the  palace,  near  his  sick  friend.  The  Knight 
Bpeedily  presented  him  to  the  court,  which  soon  observed 
and  remarked  the  brown  of  travel,  the  sharper  lightning 
of  the  eye,  and  the  whole  latest  development  of  his  great 
form.  The  Princess  received  him  with  the  lightest,  finest 
ooldness,  a  sort  of  aqtuz  toffana,  which  seems  only  pure, 
taateless  water.  The  Prince  sat  upright  in  his  sick-bed, 
with  peevish  face,  before  drawings  of  Herculaneum,  and 
was  letting  himself  be  informed  on  the  subject  by  Bouve- 
rot  As  a  face  upon  which,  in  the  late,  gray  years  of  life, 
&ir  jpyousness  can  still  picture  itself,  announces  a  fair  life 
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and  fair  heart,  so  the^nt  nerer  wears  a  more  heaT^nlj 
smile  than  on  his  sick-bed,  nor  the  reprobate  a  more  faard 
and  painful  one.  Albano  tumed  his  eye  awaj  fi*om  the 
sicklj,  withered  brather  of  kU  titter. 

Langaishing,  he  looked  back  toward  the  past  Hesperia, 
and  forward  to  the  gate  of  paradise  whicb  was  finallj  to 
open,  and  show  Linda  and  his  sister  in  Eden.  "  It  will 
oertainlj  meet  yoor  approyaly"  Gaspard  had  said,  ^  thal^ 
Qnder  the  pretext  of  Luigi*s  sickness,  I  have  had  them 
both  quartered  in  the  old  palace  at  Lilar,  where  thoa 
canst  see  them  more  unobserved."  He  met  the  Minister 
Froulaj,  and  the  Lector  came  to  meet  bim ;  witli  both 
came  a  dark,  manifold  shadowj  retinae  of  hard,  old  recol* 
lections.  He  had  not  jet  seen  Captain  Roquairol,  whö 
was  now  to  him  the  evening  cloud  of  a  sanken  spring  day* 

He  carried  as  speedily  as  he  coald  his  dumb  heart  — ^ 
which  was  an  -äx)lian-harp  in  a  dead  calm  —  to  his  child- 
hood's  IMumenbühl,  to  greet  the  parental  beings,  and  to 
read  the  papers  of  his  soul's  nearest  neighbor,  Schoppe, 
for  whose  promised  retum  he  now  longed  more  than  ever. 

121.    CYCLE. 

IT  was  a  fresh,  blae,  summer  daj  when  Albano  went 
to  his  old  Blumenbühl,  without  knowing  that  he  did 
so  precisely  on  the  St.  James's  day,  or  paternal  birthday, 
which  he  had  once,  in  childhood,  spent  in  such  singular 
preludes  of  his  life.  In  the  old  gardens  and  on  the  old 
heights  round  about,  even  over  to  Lilar's  wood,  lay  every- 
where,  even  now,  the  young,  glistening  dew  of  childhood, 
not  yet  dried  up  by  the  western  sun  ;  many  tear-drops, 
too,  stood  among  the  drops  of  dew  on  the  flowers ;  bat 
his  fresh,  healing  spirit  was  on  its  guard  against  effemi« 
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natelj  floatmg  away  into  soft  transport,  that  Lethe  of  the 
present»  In  the  village  he  was  Struck  with  the  sight  of  a 
horse  whom  they  were  shoeing,  for,  by  the  caparison  and 
all,  he  recognized  it  as  BoquairoPs  festive  steed.  He  in- 
iroduced  a  festival  into  a  festival,  when  he  entered  the 
noisy  patemal  apartment,  füll  of  bu'thday  electors,  bloom- 
ing,  iully  developed,  erect,  a  oonfirmed  man,  with  deter- 
mined  look  and  galt.  Rabette  screamed  out ;  Roquairol 
cried,  **  Aha ! "  and  the  old  teacher  Wehmeier,  "  Grod  and 
my  masterl"  and  his  childhood's  angels,  the  porents, 
embraced  him  just  as  ever,  and  out  of  Albina's  blue  eyes 
lan  the  bright  drops. 

But  a  change  had  come  over  the  youth  of  the  others, 
oompared  with  his.  Kabette's  countenance,  the  once 
fall  cheeks  and  blooming  lips,  had  fallen  in,  and  were 
overlaid  and  overgrown  with  the  white  veil,  and  she  had 
two  gray  tears  instead  of  eyes  ;  yet  she  smiled  a  great 
deaL  Like  his  own  Gorgon-head,  Roquairol's  face  ap- 
peared  pale  and  hard,  as  if  chiselled  on  his  gravestone ; 
only  naked  piers  stood  in  the  water, — the  light  arches  of 
the  beautiful  bridge  were  gone.  Albina  and  Babette 
looked  up  with  a  steady  gaze  at  Albanö's  blooming 
figore ;  he  seemed  to  be  an  Italian  growth,  a  Neapoli- 
tan  nerved  by  daily  bathing  in  the  gulf.  Roquairol  had 
his  pari  immediately  at  command  more  easily  than  Al- 
bano  bis  truth;  he  demeaned  himself  with  the  highest 
ooiirteousness  toward  one  who  had  broken  in  two  for  him 
the  magic  wand  of  life  and  thrown  it  away  as  a  pair  of 
beggar's  sticks,  —  kissed  him  on  the  cheek,  kept  up  the 
lightest,  oflen  a  French  tone  of  conversation,  requested 
the  latest  intelligence  about  Italy,  and  retailed  in  tum  the 
most  edifying  news  from  the  country,  as  well,  he  said,  as 
be  Mold  müster  it  up  for  a  man  with  a  Hesperian  stand- 


336  TITAN. 

ard  of  measorement  He  related,  also,  ^  that  the  Knight'i 
brother  had  been  there,  —  a  man  fiill  of  talent,  especiall} 
the  mimetic  and  that  sort,  and  of  the  most  singularl} 
intense  fancy  with  the  highest  coldness  of  character 
though  perhaps  not  always  sufficiently  true.  For  my  trag- 
edy,**  added  he,  <*  he  would  be  worth  his  weight  in  gold. 
Dear  brother,  hold  yoorself  forthwith  as  invited  on  the 
occasion.  The  play  is  called  The  Tragedian ;  I  give  it 
aoon.  Rabette  is  acquainted  with  it"  She  nodded. 
Albano  glow^  but  was  silent  Among  all  parts,  the 
Captain  succeeded  most  perfectly  in  that  of  a  world's- 
man ;  the  show  of  coldness  is  more  easy  and  true,  also, 
than  the  show  of  warmth.  Albano  kept  a  prond  dis- 
tance.  Roqoairol  could  not  gain  in  any  respect  by  being 
opposite  to  the  afflicted,  faded  Rabette,  not  even  by  the 
intercession  of  that  form  of  his,  fiill  of  the  ruins  of  life. 
Albano  found  there  something  forever  confused,  and  the 
wax  wings  crushed  down  into  a  lump ;  and  it  was  as 
close  and  confining  to  him  as  to  one  who  from  the  bright 
World  creeps  down  at  once  into  a  low,  damp  cavem  of  a 
cellar. 

The  Captain  rose,  reminded  him  once  more  of  his  invi- 
tation  to  the  "  Tragedian,"  and  springing  on  his  festive 
horse  rode  away. 

Beliind  his  back  every  one  was  silent  about  him,  as  if 
embarrassed.  The  women,  a  little  shy  of  Albano's  bril- 
liant  presence,  found  some  diflSculty  in  venturing  forth 
upon  the  subject  of  the  old  familiär  past,  while  the  foster- 
father,  Wehrfritz,  who  having  steadily  grown  on  in  his 
opinions  and  manners,  and  being  still  encased  in  the  old 
cry  of  dogs  and  canary-birds,  knew  nothing  at  all  about 
time,  expressed  his  hearty  thanks  to  his  foster-son  for  the 
obliging  recollection  and  choice  of  his  birthday  festival, 
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which  Albano  necessarily  and  vainly  declined,  continued 
tn  bis  old  thouing  and  patronizing,  wrought  himself  into 
ecstasies  on  the  subject  of  the  French  and  their  future 
victories,  and  bestowed  more  premiums  of  praise  now  on 
the  older  foster-son  than  he  ever  had  on  the  younger,  in 
Order  thereby,  as  he  hoped,  to  give  him  as  great  pleasure 
as  ever.  The  Magister  backed  the  praise  frora  a  distance, 
although  he  could  not  let  slip  the  opportunity,  so  soon  as 
his  pupil  had  pronouneed  Napel,  Baia,  Cuma,  to  pro- 
nounce  Neapel,  Baiae,  Cumse.  Albano  .was  pure,  true, 
human,  frank,  and  hearty  toward  all ;  there  was  no  vanity 
in  his  self-forgetting  pride. 

Rabette  fonnd  at  last  a  lifling-screw  to  wind  her  pol- 
ished  and  yet  familiär  brother  out  of  the  receiving-room 
up  into  her  or  his  former  apartment,  so  as  to  be  alone  on 
his  breast  As  they  stepped  in,  she  immediately  began, 
as  she  said,  ^  Dost  thou  still  know  the  Chamber,  Albano  ?  " 
to  weep  infinitely,  with  the  tears  which  had  been  so  long 
gathering ;  and  Albano  showed  her  in  his  oym,  his  long- 
cherished  sympathy,  but  tore  open  thereby  all  the  wounds 
of  the  past.  She  herseif  seized  upon  the  remedy,  name- 
ly,  the  telling  of  her  story,  —  however  eamestly  he  per- 
sisted  that  he  knew,  and,  indeed,  could  well  guess  all,  — 
and  drying  her  eyes,  informed  him  how  all  stood,  —  and 
that  Charles  was  a  good  deal  with  his  mother  in  Arcadia ; 
that  the  Minister  still  acted  the  old  tyrant  toward  his 
only  child,  and  did  not  dole  out  to  him  a  farthing  more 
than  ever,  although  he  was  always  heaping  up  greater 
and  greater  debts,  especially  since  there  was  no  longer 
any  Liana  silently  to  wipe  them  away  ;  that  he  borrowed 
everywhere,  only,  however,  he  never  would  accept  any- 
thing  from  her;  that  he  still  continued  to  desire  and 
know  nothing  but  the  Countess,  and  that  God  knew  what 

VOL.   II.  15  V 
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aD  tfais  would  oome  ta  Anticipating  au  inqnirj,  she 
added :  '^  He  knows  the  whole  alreadj,  all  thj  intercoarae 
with  that  same  penon.  He  behaves  quietlj  and  plea§- . 
anüj  about  it,  but  I  know  bim  as  .well  as  I  want  to. 
Ab  !*  8be  sighed,  in  tbe  fiibiess  of  angoisb,  and  added 
immediateljy  witb  tbe  aame  voice :  **  Thoa  lookest  at  me; 
18  it  not  tnie  tboa  findest  me  very  haggard  to  wbat  I 
once  was?**  ''Yes,  indeed,  poor  gurlP  ''I  drank 
macb  Tinegar  oa  bis  aooount,  becaase  Cbarles  k>TeB 
■lender  ^[ores ;  and  grief  baa  mucb  to  do  witb  it  toq," 
■aidihe. 

Albano  would  have  oonsoled  ber  wüb  tbe  nearer 
poasibility  of  a  anion  of  Cbarles  witb  ber,  since  the 
impossibilitj  of  every  otber  unien  bad  been  decided, 
and  readilj  tendered  bis  serrices  fbr  anj  prefatory 
Word  or  eoercive  measore.  *^  Before  God  and  os,  be 
is  tbj  basband,**  said  be.  *^  Tbat  be  never  could  bave 
been,"  replied  she,  blushing,  "  for  he  never  could  have 
been  honest ;  and  did  I  not  write  thee  that  I  am  now 
too  proud  for  it,  too  ?  **  **  Then  cast  him  off  forever ! " 
Said  he.  "  Ah  1 "  said  she,  fearfully,  "  do  I  know,  then, 
that  he  meditates  no  härm  against  himself?  Then  I 
should  reproach  myself  with  it  etemally."  Involuntarily 
he  could  not  but  compare  with  this  loving,  holy  fear,  the 
hardness  of  the  Princess,  who  could  relate  so  gladly  and 
proudly  how  many  a  love-smitten  lifo  had  fallen  a  victim 
to  her  prudish  heart  ai^d  coquettish  face.  "  What  wilt 
thou  do  now?"  he  asked.  "I  weep,"  said  she.  "Ah, 
Albano,*  that  is  cnough,  indeed,  that  thou  hast  glven  me 
bearing  and  counsel ;  I  am  cheerful  again.  But  be  once 
more  bis  frlend." 

He  was  silent,  a  little  angry  at  the  naughtiness  of 
women,  which,  under  pretence  of  seeking  advice,  only 
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desires  a  hearing.  **  What  is  that  ?  "  he  asked,  showing 
her  a  leaf.  '  "  That  is  perfectly  my  hand,  and  I  never 
wrote  it!"  She  looked  at  it,  and  said  Charles  was 
often  trying  experiments  with  her  in  this  way  at  hand- 
writing.  He  wondered,  and  said  :  "  Nothing,  but  imitat-  ' 
ing  and  counterfeiting  all  the  time !  But  how  canst 
thou  think  of  my  forgiving  him  ? "  Some  descriptions 
of  travels  on  her  table,  formerly  so  poor  in  books,  met  his 
eye.  "  I  wanted  to  know,  of  course,'*  said  she,  "  how  you 
might  probably  be  faring  in  this,  that,  and  the  other  place, 
and  that  is  why  I  read  the  long  stuff."  "  Thou  art  still 
my  sister  I  '*  said  he,  and  kissed  her  heartily.  She  still 
asked  him  much  and  urgently  about  his  new  connection ; 
but  chary  pf  words  with  his  füll  heart,  he  hastened  down 
stairs. 

The  first  word  down  below  to  the  Provincial  Director 
was  a  request  for  the  "  deposed  letter  of  Schoppens." 
Wehrfritz  brought  the  broad  letter,  which  had  been  laid 
up  in  the  little  iron  box  of  bonds,  and  delivered  it  he 
hoped,  he  said,  in  good  order.  Hardly  could  Albano 
keep  back  his  tears,  when  he  held  the  crinkled  but  pre- 
cioas  traces  of  the  beloved  hand,  which  certainly  never 
in  its  life  had  swerved  or  stained  itself,  in  his  own.  As 
he  did  not  break  the  seal,  they  all  began  good-naturedly 
to  portray  to  him  his  friend  Schoppe,  according  to  the 
presumptions  and  views  which  man  so  boldly  and  com- 
placently  indulges  upon  every  higher  spirit,  with  all  his 
actions  or  colors,  as  if  actions  or  colors  were  strokes  and 
outlines.  Wehrfritz  and  Wehmeier  deplored  that  he  was 
growing  mad,  if  not  already  so.  The  Magister  held  back 
with  his  main-proof,  tili  the  Provincial  Director  should 
have  contributed  the  lesser  auxiliary  ones. 

His  Hfe  beneath  this  palace-roof  was  uncovered  and 
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diowcd  afs  bot  in  a  friendlj  ffpirit  <<  He  had  liitherto" 
i— BO  went  the  reporto  —  ''had  no  real  or  solid  aim.'^ 
WehrfriU  ewore  he  had  hiiiiself  seen  bim  readii^  th^ 
Literaiy  Gazette,  just  as  it  was  ibUed  togetker  batf* 
sheetwise»  and  seid  he  of  eoone  ascribed  it  less  to  insan* 
hj  than  to  abaence  of  nund,  becanse  he  knew  with  what 
pieasure  the  man  alwajs  took  into  bis  bands  and  nndov 
ttandinglj  penued  the  Imperial  Advertisery  wbich  the 
MBse  dedared  to  be  die  giOe-kej  to  the  greatt  imperial 
eiljy  Germanj«  In  Um  midst  of  oompan j  the  librarian 
had  looked  apon  bis  bands  with  the  words:  ''There  sits  a 
gentkman  hwe  in  bodilj  presenee,  and  I  in  lum,  bot  wbo 
18  the  same  ?*  Of  work  he  had  done  Terj  Mtile,  seldo» 
looked  into  a  book  of  anj  importanee,  as  Henr  Wehmmr 
knew,  bat  got  akmg  more  easilj  with  the  worst  of  all 
Stoff,  for  instanoe,  wfaole  volomes  of  dream-infteipretft- 
tions.  His  dearest  societj  had  been  bis  w<^-dog,  with 
whom  for  whole  hours  he  would  cany  on  regulär  di&- 
course,  and  of  whose  growling  he  serionslj  asserted  it 
sonnded  like  a  verj  cUstant  thunder.  He  had  been  ibnd 
of  sitting  before  the  looking-glass,  and  had  entered  into 
a  long  conversation  with  himself.  Somedmes  he  had 
looked  into  the  camera-obscnra,  then  on  a  sudden  oat 
into  the  landscape  again,  to  coropare  the  two,  and  had 
asserted,  nnopticallj  enough,  that  the  busy,  gliding  im- 
ages  of  the  camera  were  magnified  by  the  outer  world, 
but  deceptively  imitated.  "It  was  a  shy  bird,"  added 
the  Director,  "  for  all  that  Divers  of  my  acquaintances 
in  the  neighboring  estates  let  him  paint  tbem,  because  he 
did  it  cheap;  he  always  knew,  however,  how  to  slip 
sometbing  into  the  face  so  that  one's  physiognomy  should 
appear  quite  ridiculous  er  simple,  and  that  he  ealled  hia 
flattering.  Of  course  after  that,  no  one  coald  expect  in 
the  long  run  anything  honnette  from  him." 
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**  Were  it  pennittcd  me,"  Wehmeier  began,  **  I  would 
now  commnnicate  to  Mr.  Count  a  fact  in  regard  to  Mr. 
Librarian,  which,  pcrhaps  —  such  is  at  least  mj  opinion 
*— is  as  frappant  as  many  another.  The  school-house, 
as  you  certainlj  still  well  remember,  stauds  close  to  the 
cfaarch.*  Thereupon  he  related,  in  a  long  narrative,  the 
following  :  ^  Once,  at  dead  of  night,  he  heard  the  organ 
going«  He  listened  at  the  church  door,  and  distinctly 
heard  Schoppe  sing  and  play  a  short  stanza  of  a  populär 
hjmn.  Thereupon  the  said  Schoppe  came  down,  with  a 
loud  noise,  from  the  choir,  and  mounted  the  pul{Ht,  and 
eommenced  an  oceasioual  sermon  to  himself  with  the 
words:  'My  devout  hearer  and  friend  in  Christ'  In  the 
exordium  he  touched  upon  the  silent,  but  unhappily  so 
fleeting  folLss  which  one  enjoyed  hefore  llfe,  although  not 
aooording  to  correct  Homiletic  principles,  since  the  second 
part  almost  repeated  the  introduction.  Thei'eupon  he 
Sftog  a  pulpit  stanza  to  himself,  and  taking  from  the  3d 
chapter  of  Job,  where  the  writer  shows  the  happiness  of 
wm-existence,  the  26th  verse  as  his  text,  which  reads 
thos:  'Was  I  not  in  safety,  had  I  not  rest,  was  I  not 
quiet?  Yet  trouble  came,**  —  he  proposed  to  himself 
as  his  theme  the  joys  and  sorrows  of  a  Christian ;  in  the 
first  part  the  sorrows,  in  the  second  the  joys.  Thereupon 
he  crowded  together  concisely,  but  in  a  droll  style  and 
Speech,  and  yet  with  Scriptural  expressions,  too,  all  the 
misery  and  distress  on  eartb,  —  under  which  he  enu- 
merated  singular  things:  long  sermons,  the  two  poles, 
ugly  faces,  compliments,  games,  and  the  world's  stu- 
pidity.     Thereupon  he  passed  over  abruptly  to  the  con- 

•  Luther's  version  differs  here  (for  the  better)  from  ours,  which 
inakes  it  a  negative  assertion  instead  of  a  negative  question, — **  I  was 
fii<in8»fe^,"&c.  — Tk. 
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.\  he  second  part,  and  descrilxed  the  futnre  joja 
isuuD,  whkh»  m  ha  bla^phemuui^ly  said,  consisted 
i%*enly  ßÄcenssion  ioto  Tu  iure  nülhingnes^j  in  the 
iWr  detith.  in  an  eternal  delivoratice  from  self- 
tlwg  ii  was  to  hear  it)  he  addressed  the  neigh- 
^  u&ad  dowD  below  under  the  church  and  In  the 
jtly  Tauk,  and  asked»  whether  thej  had  atight  to 
w^^iilam  of?  '  ArUe/  said  he ;  '  seat  yoorselves  in  the 
pews,  and  open  yoar  eyes^  uj  case  they  are  wet  with 
weeptng.  But  they  are  drier  than  yoür  dnst-  0  how 
still  and  loTely  lies  the  infinite  paat  world,  swathed  in  ita 
own  £hadow,  eoftly  laid  on  the  bed  of  iU  own  aBhe?,  with* 
0ttt  a  eingle  remalnmg  dream-liinb  upon  which  a  woiind 
can  he  infiioted.  Swift»  old  Swifts  thoü  who  once  in  thy 
Ifttter  days  wai?t  not  bo  y^t^  rauch  in  tby  hea4  aud  didat 
read  through,  every  birtbdayj  the  whole  cbapter  from 
wbich  the  text  of  our  barvest  sermon  ia  taken,  —  Swift, 
how  contented  thou  now  art  and  entirely  reatored,  the 
batred  of  thy  bosom  burnt  out,  the  round  pearl,  tby  Seif, 
eaten  np,  at  last,  and  dissolved  in  the  bot  tear  of  life, 
and  the  tear  alone  Stands  there  sparkling!  And  thou, 
too»  hadst  once  preached  before  the  Sexton  like  me ! ' 
Here  Schoppe  wept,  and  excused  himself  for  bis  emotion, 
Gk)d  knows  before  wbom.  Thereupon  he  passed  to  the 
practieal  improvement,  and  sharply  insisted  on  both 
hearer  and  preacher  growing  better;  upon  downright 
honest  truthfulness ;  fidelity  of  friends  ;  bigh-mindedness, 
bitter  hatred  of  suavity,  snake-like  movements,  and  weak 
lasciviousness.  Finally,  he  had  concluded  the  devoticms 
with  a  prayer  to  Grod,  that,  if  it  should  be  bis  lot  some 
day  to  lose  bis  health  or  understanding,  or  the  like,  he 
would  still  be  pleased  to  let  him  die  like  a  man,  and 
darted  at  once  out  of  the  church  dpon     He  put  me,** 
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addcd  Wehmeier,  "  almost  out  of  my  senses  for  terror, 
when  he  all  at  once  flew  at  me  angrilj ;  *  Mock  corpse, 
why  creepest  thou  about  the  grave?*  and  I,  pale  and 
hnrried,  made  my  way  home  without  having  made  the 
least  reply  to  him.     But  what  says  Mr.  Count  ?  " 

Albano  shook  his  head  with  vehemence  without  ono 
enlightening  word,  with  pain  and  tears  on  his  face.  He 
merely  took  a  sudden  leave  of  all,  and  begged  them  to  par- 
don  his  haste ;  and  sought  the  evening  sun  and  freedom, 
•  in  Order  to  read  the  letter  of  the  noble  man,  and  leam  the 
purpose  of  his  journey.  He  Struck  into  the  old  road  to 
lilar,  where  he  hoped  to  find,  on  the  joyous  southem 
breast  of  his  radiant  Dian  Southem  gayety  and  Southem 
ways  again ;  for  his  heart  had  been  upheaved  by  an 
earthquake,  because,  after  all,  many  a  wild  sign  in  this 
Schoppe,  as  it  were  an  immoderate  lightening  and  flashing 
of  this  Star,  seemed  to  him  to  amiounce  a  setting  and 
doomsday,  which  to  his  extreme  pain  he  was  constrained 
to  ascribe  to  the  rising  of  the  new  star  of  love,  which  had 
kindled  this  world  of  his  nature. 


H 


122.    CYCLE. 
E  read  the  foUowing  letter  from  Schoppe :  — 


"Thy  letter,  my  dear  youth,  came  duly  to  band.  I 
praise  thy  tears  and  fiames,  which  altemately  sustain, 
instead  of  extinguishing  each  other.  Only  become  some- 
thing,  much,  too,  but  not  everything,  in  order  that  thou 
mayest  be  able,  in  so  extremely  empty  a  thing  as  life  is 
—  (I  should  be  glad  to  know  who  invented  it)  —  to  hold 
out  for  all  the  desolateness.  A  Homer,  an  Alexander, 
who  have  at  length  vanquished  the  whole  world  and  got 


Üw^m,  mmi  needs  be  plagued  often  with  tUe  mmt 

and  nauo^ing  bour»,  because  tLeir   life^  iVom 

bride,  Itufi  uow  bvciome  &  wife.     Jyiuch  as  I  had 

td  and  furtilied  myAelf  against  thai,  in  order  not 

.iOUTit  over  everjbod/E*  head^  and  sit  op  top  as  Facto- 

of  th«  World ;  I  never(helea&,  after  all,  came  out  at 

unob&erved  mwl  all  stamling,  on  the  summit,  meT*-ly 

wi:vü3e^  ander  my  long  c©nlemplation,  the  wbole  cirrlo 

of  tbe  «?ailhf   fuU  «f  foam-mauntainÄ  and   cloud-giants, 

L  been  sn<^Uing  down  lower  and  lower  and  crawling* 

bcr;    and  uaw   I  gai^ed  alone  and  dry~shod  down 

fponi  tny  niouutiyn-|M^akf  wbollj  possessed  with  tb©  blood-p 

iockera  of  diiigu^t  at  iLi;  world, 

"  Brothen  ii  ba=*  ebangedt  bowever,  during  this  year, 
and  1  atn  alioat.  For  Ibat  reuson  a  long,  and  to  me  qnite 
tiresome^  leUer  m  written  thee  her«  in  Febriiaiyj  whtch 
ihaU  teil  tliee  ftlK>nt  my  approaebing  grub-  and  cbrysaHä- 
state,  where  and  how;  for  when  I  am  onoe  a  shming 
chiysalis,  then  I  caa  oalj  feeblj  stir  and  ^low  myself 
anj  longer. 

"I  will  explain  myself  more  dearly,  —  the  Ckrmana 
add,  when  they  have  explained  themselves  clearly.  It 
fits  and  hits  most  luckily  —  which  I  prize  as  much  as 
another  —  that  precisely  the  end  of  the  year  is  the  ead 
of  the  paternal  property  upon  which  I  have  thus  &r 
lived,  and  consequently,  If  Amsterdam  ceases  to  pay,  I 
also  fall,  and  have  nothing  more  on  band  than  weak^ 
Chiromantie  prophecies,  and  nothing  in  my  body  except 
my  stomach.  I  would  I  could  still  live  by  my  navel,  as 
in  my  earlier  times,  and  make  myself  such  a  soft  bed. 

^What,  then,  shall  I  do?  As  to  accepting  presents 
from  my  lords,  men,  year  out  and  year  in,  I  do  not  re« 
speet  them  enough  for  that ;  and  the  few,  whom  one  does 
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somewhat  respect  upon  occasions,  must  in  their  tum  re- 
spect  me  too  highly  to  make  such  an  offer.  What  1  shall 
I  be  a  flea,  attached  to  the  thinnest  little  golden  chain, 
and  a  gentleman  who  has  fastened  me  by  it,  that  I  may 
spring  with  him  but  not  away  from  him,  shall  draw  me 
up  now  and  then  upon  his  arm  and  saj,  '  Suck  away,  my 
little  creature ! '  Devil !  I  will  remain  free  upon  so  con- 
temptible  an  earth,  —  no  salary  will- 1  take,  no  Orders  in 
this  great  servants*  apartment,  —  sound  to  the  core,  so  as 
not  to  awaken  any  sympathy  or  any  house-doctor,  —  yes, 
if  one  should  knock  off  to  me  the  heart  of  the  Countess 
Homeiro  on  the  condition  of  my  kneeling  down  to  it,  I 
would  take  the  heart,  indeed,  and  kiss  it,  but  immediately 
thereupon  get  up  and  run  away  (either  into  the  new 
World  or  the  next)  before  she  had  time  to  recapitulate 
the  matter  to  herseif  and  bring  it  before  me. 

''  As  to  being  something,  and  thereby  eaming  in  pro- 
portion,  that  I  could,  if  one  should  propose  it  to  me,  of 
course  undertake,  without  any  special  forfeiture  of  free- 
dorn  and  disparity.  In  fact,  I  see  here  from  my  centre 
three  hundred  and  sixty  roads  radiate,  and  I  hardly  know 
how  to  choose  among  them,  so  that  one  would  choose 
rather  to  flatten  out  the  centre  into  a  circumference,  or  to 
seek  to  draw  the  latter  into  the  former,  so  as  önly  to  con- 
tinue  Standing  upon  it  Servtng,  as  the  staff-officera  of 
the  regiments  say,  were,  to  be  sure,  next  to  commanding. 
Thou  wilt  thyself,  as  thou  writest,  take  the  field.  (I  have 
duly  received  thy  letter,  and  found  therein  thy  shyness 
and  passion  all  right  and  good,  and  thyself  entire.)  And, 
in  truth,  if  the  Archangpl  Michael  were  to  array  a  holy 
legion,  a  legio  ßdmincUrix  of  some  weak  Septuagints, 
against  the  Commonwealth  of  the  world,  — ^  were  he  to 
proclaim  a  giant  war  against  the  domineering  populace, 

15* 


In  ordcr  to  drivc  fotir  oi-  fivo  qnarlera  of  fhe  world  out 
öf  Uie  World  or  loto  prison  by  a  sistth  (on  an  iäknd  there 
waüld  be  good  rooai  for  it)»  and  to  make  all  spintaal 
»la^eä  bodiljr  one?i,  —  bts  a^^^ured,  in  that  hapf>7  ca.^e  I 
would  plant  mj^lf  foremost  in  thc  van,  and  would  bring 
Ott  tUe  cannoo»  iviüi  tlie  sHort,  ^y'mg  remurk,  tbat,  as 
Ilandel  first  introduced  «mnnon  into  music^  m  here  for 
the  iirst  time,  inverselj»  thej  wer©  bringbg  muöic  into 
cannon»  Wlien  we  at  length  carae  back  m  a  bcwlj,  * — 
when  the  holy  militia  again  swept  bitherward, —  tben 
would  Grod's  tbnone  stand  upon  iha  earth,  and  holj  men, 
wilh  loft^  iirf«  in  their  handSt  sbould  go  iip,  mucb  less  to 
ruie  therefrom  tbe  world*s  body  tban  to  eacrifice  to  tbe 
&oul  Ol'  th€  worlds* 

**  Wifh  tbe  flowet  of  France,  tben,  tbou  wilt,  a.^  fhou 
writej^t,  for  tby  individual  seif,  for  one  man,  hereafter 
stand  up*  Of  course  it  h  bard  for  me  to  think  higbly 
of  five  and  twenty  millions,  of  which  it  is  tnie  the  cabic 
root  must  have  grown  and  run  up  freely,  bnt  stem  and 
twig  have,  aller  all,  for  whole  centuries,  been  drying  and 
withering  in  a  slave^s  dungeon.  He  wbo  was  not,  before 
the  Revolution,  a  silent  Revolutionist,  —  sonaewhat  as 
Chamfort  was,  against  whose  fire-proof  breast  I  once  in 
Paris  Struck  fire  with  mine,  or  like  Montesquieu  and 
J.  J.  Rousseau,  —  let  him  not,  with  bis  silly  spatterings, 
spread  himself  out  far  beyond  bis  house-door.  Freedom, 
like  everything  godlike,  is  not  leamed  and  acquired,  but 
inborn.  Of  course,  all  over  France  and  Germany  there 
81 1  young  authors  and  sons  of  the  muses,  who  admire  and 
proclaim  their  own  sudden  wortb,  only  they  are  cursedly 
astonished  that  they  had  not  earlier  feit  their  sense  of 
freedom,  —  soft,  sickly  knaves,  who  look  upon  themselvea 
as  complete  blowing  whales,  because  they  have  found 
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Bome  bone  or  other  of  the  said  fish",  and  buckled  it  to 
their  ribs.  I  should  always,  in  a  war  such  as  these  dead 
times  can  furnish,  believe  that  I  was  fighting  against  fools, 
indeed,  but  for  fools  too. 

"  The  cynical,  naive,  free  nature's-men  of  the  present 
day  —  Franks  and  Germans  —  are  almost  like  the  naked 
honorables,  whom  I  have  seen  bathing  in  the  Pleisse, 
Spree,  and  Saale.  They  were,  as  was  said,  very  naked, 
white,  and  natural,  and  savages,  but  the  black  cue-tail 
of  culture  feil  down  over  their  white  baeks.  Some 
great,  tall  men,  and  fathers  of  their  times,  like  Bousseau, 
Diderot,  Sidney,  Ferguson,  Plato,  have  laid  aside  their 
wom-out  breeches,  and  their  disciples  have  taken  them 
and  wom  them,  and  because  they  sat  so  wide,  long,  and 
open  upon  their  diminutive  bodies,  have  called  themselves 
sansctdoües  (men  without  breeches). 

"  Truly,  instead  of  the  sword,  I  could  also  very  well 
grasp  the  penknife,  and,  as  writing  Csesar,  rise,  to  better 
the  World,  and  be  useful  to  it,  and  use  it.  I  shall  always 
remember  the  conversation  which  I  once  held  upon  this 
subject  with  a  universal  German  librarian  of  Berlin, 
as  we  walked  quietly  up  and  down  in  the  menagerie. 
*Every  one  should  surely  enrich  his  native  land  with 
bis  talents,  which  eise  would  lie  buried,'  said  the  German 
librarian.  *  To  constitute  a  native  land,  it  is  necessary, 
first  and  foremost,  that  there  should  be  some  land,'  said  I. 
'  The  Maltese  librarian,  however,  who  here  speaks,  first 
saw  the  light  at  sea  under  a  pitch-black  storm.  Of  knowl- 
edge  I  possess,  of  course,  enough,  and  know  that  one  has 
it,  like  a  glassful  of  cow-pock  rationally  taken,  only  to 
inoculate  one's  seif  withal.  The  scholar,  for  his  part, 
only  swaUows  it  again,  in  order  to  give  it  out  from  him- 
self,  and  |0  it  goes  on.    Thus  does  the  light,  like  the 


TITAK. 

^^^       0nng  brand  in  the  gamef  ^'  KiJl  die  Fox,  and  Seil 

«Vdn^^  piss  frotn  Uand  to  hand^  unül,  however,  lo  be 

tbe  bmnd  goes  out  io  one^  —  mine,  —  and  there 

« *  Droll  enough  ! '  snid  tbe  nniversal  Gennan  libm- 
n.  *  Wilb  such  a  humor  »i  thia  ooly  c»nnect  tlie  study 
b«d  men  and  gpod  modeli^  and  Iben  jou  create  für  ua 
a  Becond  Rabener,  to  scour^  fools*'  *  Sir,*  replied  I,  in 
a  rage,  *  I  sbould  prefer  lo  transfer  the  first  blow  to  the 
backs  of  the  wise  ooea  and  you.  Philosopbers  suffer 
themselve«  to  be  enUghtened  and  waslied,  have  always 
tlielr  insight  into  tUiog^,  and  are  good  (bo^  and  jtist  ray 
people.  Let  a  man  like  a  universal  Gennao  farrier^  who 
takea  tbe  piike  of  tho  muscs*  horse,  hold  hb  out  to  me, 
and  I  will  feel  it  with  great  pleasure.  Hut  the  rest  and 
reftiste  of  tbe  worlJ,  sir  ?  Who  can  skim  off  the  world 
»ea,  if  he  doe*  not  break  away  its  banks  ?  Is  it  not  a 
Borrow  and  a  shame  tbat  all  men  of  genius,  from  Plato 
even  to  Herder,  have  become  noisj,  and  die  printed,  and 
frequentlj  read  and  studied  bj  the  leamed  rabble  and 
castom-house,  without  having  the  least  power  to  ehange 
them  ?  Librarian,  call  and  whistle  out,  I  pray  you,  all 
tbat  lies  in  the  critical  dog-kennels  on  the  watcb  beside 
those  temples,  and  ask  the  whole  body  of  greybounds, 
bulldogs,  and  boar-hounds  whether  anything  eise  is  stir- 
ring  in  their  souls  than  a  potentiated  maw,  instead  of  a 
poetic  and  holy  heart?  In  the  mountain-cauldron  they 
see  the  pudding-pot  and  brewer's-kettle,  in  the  leaves  the 
spades  *  on  the  play-cards,  and  the  thunder  has  for  them, 
as  a  greater  electrie  spark,  a  very  sour  taste^  wbich  it 
aflerward  infuses  into  the  March  beer.' 

*  Schoppe  says  scheuen  (diamonds),  but  taub  means  both  havti  and 
^adei  (in  cards),  and  therefore  a  liberty  has  been  taken.— Ts. 
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"  *  Do  you  mean  any  allusion  ? '  he  asked.  *  Assuredly !  * 
Said  L  *  But  further,  Librarian,  suppose  we  too  were  so 
lucky  as  to  tum  on  our  heels,  and,  with  one  whirl  of  a 
breath,  to  blow  over  all  fools,  as  if  they  were  infected 
with  an  arsenical  fume,  and  lay  them  dead  as  a  mouse : 
I  cannot  see,  for  all  that,  where  the  blessing  is  Coming 
out,  becanse,  besides  that  we  are  still  Standing  before  each 
other,  and  have  to  breathe  on  ourselves  too,  I  see,  in  all 
oomers  round  about,  women  sitting,  who  will  hatch  the 
slain  World  anew. 

"  *  My  dear  feUow,  best  pair  of  bellows,*  füll  of  fire,*  I 
continued,  <  can  this,  however,  call  and  stamp  one  very 
Btrongly  to  be  of  the  satirical  handicrafl  ?  O  no !  This 
is  genuine  humor  with  me,  perhaps  stränge  madness,  also, 
perhaps  —  but  O,  will  not  the  rare  joke-maker,  even  in 
your  uncommon  library,  resemble  the  porcupine-man  in 
London  (the  son)  who  had  the  office  under  the  beast- 
dealer,  Brook,  of  acting  as  Cicerone  to  the  stranger 
among  the  wild  stock  and  through  the  park  of  outlandish 
beasis,  and  who  commenced  on  the  threshold  with  the 
Observation  that  he  showed  himself  as  one  of  the  species 
:inan  ?  Consider  it  coolly  and  first  of  all  I  I  still  swing 
my  satirical  horsetail  loosely  and  merrily,  and  perhaps 
against  an  occasional  horse-fly  ;  but  let  a  book  be  tied  to 
it,  as  in  Poland  they  tie  a  cradle  to  the  cow's  tail,  and  the 
beast  shall  rock  the  cradle  of  the  readers  and  give  pleas* 
nre ;  the  tail,  however,  becomes  a  slave/ 

^  *  To  such  images,'  said  the  Librarian,  *  sure  enough, 
the  cultivated  world  could  never  be  accustomed  by  any 
Babener  or  Voltaire,  and  I  now  perceive  myself  that 

♦  Püsterich  or  Püster,  the  well-known  old  German  idol,  fall  of 
holes,  flames,  and  water. 


TITAS. 

SPi^  me  >  our  depßrtmeEit.*  '  O»  most  tru€  I '  replied 
►we  parled  on  very  gqod  temm. 
t  to  (ake  thingÄ  Feriously^  brother,  what  is  there 
ijow  left  for  a  man  (in  the  sbap«  of  prospccts  oa  well  a3 
iif  wiiibes)  to  whom  the  age  b  so  over-salted  and  so  bitter 
aiid  brinj  u  it  h  to  me^  and  !o  whom  life  ia  made  so  hy 
living  meii,  —  wbo  iB  aiinojred  to  death  witb  the  utii?eräal 
iasipid  bypocrisEj  and  the  gUstening  poUsh  of  the  most 
liols^iioui  ffood,  —  and  tlie  horrible  commonness  of  tb« 
Oerman  llfc-tlicatre,  and  tlie  still  greater  oomnionnesfi  of 
the  OertOin  ibeatre-life»  —  and  the  Pontine  marsbes  of 
infamoui  ftnd  imnioral  Kot^ebucan  weakllness,  whlch  no 
Hol j  Fatber  can  draiii  and  makc  into  sound  land,  —  and 
ibe  öHirdcird  pride,  together  widi  tbe  Uving  vanitj,  that 
stalk  aboutt  so  that  I,  only  for  Ihe  eake  of  drawlng 
breaib,  cati  betake  myself  for  wbole  hoors  to  tbe  plajs  of 
cbihlrcn  ai\d  of  cattle^  because  there  I  am  assured,  at 
least,  that  neither  of  them  are  coquetting  with  me,  that, 
on  the  oontrarj,  thej  have  nothing  in  mind  and  are  in 
love  with  nothing  but  their  work,  —  what  is  there  lefl,  I 
asked  at  the  top  of  this  page,  for  one  in  whose  nostrils,  as 
wa3  Said,  so  manj  sorts  of  things  stink,  and  espedallj 
this  further  particular,  that  improvement  is  hard,  bat 
deterioration  not  so  bj  anj  means,  because  even  the  best 
do  somewhat  impose  upon  the  worst,  sind  therebj  on 
themselves  too,  and  because  with  their  secret  cursings  of 
the  age,  and  trimm ing  and  truckling  to  it,  thej  dance  at 
least  for  gold  and  glory,  and  in  consideration  thereof  will- 
ingly  let  themselves  be  used  bj  the  more  steady  mass,  as 
wine-casks  are  used  for  meat-barrels,  —  what  is  there, 
friend,  I  say,  for  a  man  in  times  when,  as  now,  one 
makes  in  print,  not  block  white,  indeed,  but  yet  ffrat/,  and 
where  one,  as  good  catechists  must,  always  avoids  pre- 
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ciselj  the  question,  yes  or  no,  —  what  remains  except 
hatred  of  tjrants  and  slaves  at  once,  and  Indignation  at 
the  maltreated  no  less  than  at  the  maltreatment  ?  And 
what  shall  a  man  to  whom  the  armor  of  life  in  such  situa- 
tions  is  worked  thin  or  wom  thin,  seriously  resolve  upon  ? 
"  I,  for  my  part,  if  the  question  is  about  myself,  re- 
ßolved,  half  in  joke,  upon  inserting  a  fine-spun,  lucid 
demand  in  the  Imperial  Advertiser,  which  you  perhaps 
have  already  read  in  Borne,  without  even  guessing  the 
author. 

"*T0    ALL    WHOM   IT   MAY   CONCERN. 

"*It  may  well  be  taken  for  granted,  that  a  sound 
understanding  and  reasan  (mens  sana  in  c.  s.),  next  to 
a  dear  conscience,  holds  among  the  prizeworthy  goods 
of  life  the  highest  place,  —  a  proposition  which  I  venture 
tp  assume  as  an  axiom  with  the  readers  of  this  paper. 
As  to  what  may  further  be  said  on  the  subject,  as  well 
by  as  against  Kantners,  (so  Campe  writes  it,  and  much 
more  correctly,  instead  of  Kanttans,)  it  does  not  certain- 
ly  belong  to  an  entirelj  poptdar  paper  for  the  people  like 
this  present.  The  undersigned  is  now  in  the  sorrg  case 
that  he  is  obliged  here  to  consult  the  physicians  of  Grer- 
many  and  foreign  parts.  Have  sympathy  for  sufiering ; 
send  in  your  answers ;  say  when  he  is  to  be  (out  with  it 
before  all  Grermany  I  1)  completely  insane,  for  as  to  the 
beginning  thereof  the  fact  has  already  answered. 

" '  The  when,  but  not  the  wliether,  it  now  lies  with  and 
upon  noble  philanthropists  to  answer.  Here  are  my  rea- 
sons,  Germans !  Leaving  out  of  sight  that  many  a  rea- 
son  might  be  deduced  from  the  very  publication  of  this 
request,  —  which,  to  be  sure,  decides  little,  —  the  follow- 
ing  items  are  noticeable  and  sure  :  —  1.  The  motley  style 
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ef  tfac  Riitlmr  JL^elfj  which  is  to  he  known  leta  from  tliis 
JAijsertion  (c^ropot^ed  at  very  cofisiderable  intervals)  than 
fropi  f  he  jiiniilanrj  between  hU  &tvle  aod  tbal  of  a  veiy  ^ 
farorltc  #nd  tasii?less  writer,*  wliich,  deooting  a  gay  ^xn- 
bttmtirfi  of  the  moat  wild  acd  ati^tige  i[iiaguA.m  tbe  head« 
bclokeo*  Ali  approactibg  rraö^  m  Joes  a  motley  play  of 
co\or&  lipon  glast* ;  %  Tbe  prediction  of  a  seamp,t  of 
wbtch  he  ta  alimya  tliinking,  —  a  ciroümstancß  which 
must  Imve  bad  dfectii ;  3.  Hiä  love  and  Bhidy  of  Swift, 
wlio^  madness  b  wo  oovelty  lo  tbe  leariied  ;  4.  His  com- 
plete  1öä3  of  memory  j  5,  Hl»  frequent  bad  trick  of  con- 
^ading  tbings  dreamed  of  witli  ihings  reallj  expe- 
rieDoL^,  and  tnc9  versa  ;  6-  IJis  roLsfortuüL^  not  to  know 
what  htö  writes  tili  Jie  has  read  h  over  afterward,  because 
he  now  leavea  out  sometUng  bearing  npon  lii&  subject, 
or  agaio  put»  in  ^metbing  tUat  has  not  hing  to  do  wiih 
xl,  as  ihe  cros^ed  and  blotted  manuaeript  unfbrtimattly 
best  proves ;  7.  His  whole  previoiis  life,  all  bis  thinking 
and  jokiDg,  tbe  details  under  wbich  head  it  would  be 
tedkms  here  to  spedfy;  and,  8.  His  most  onreasonable 
dreams.  Now  the  questkm  is,  when^  in  such  cireum- 
stanoes  (that  is  to  saj,  if  no  fevers,  or  cases  of  love 
intenrene),  complete  distraction  {idea  fiaoa^  rtiania^  rap' 
tui)  comes  on.  With  Swift  it  feil  very  late,  in  old  age, 
wben  he  might  already,  besides,  have  been  natnrally  half 
foolish,  and  only  showed  it  more  aflerward.  When  one 
considers  that  Professor  Bosch  once  reckoned  that  his 
weakness  of  sight  might  very  well  grow  upon  him  from 
year  to  year  without  any  serious  conseqaence,  beeause 
the  period  of  complete  blindness  feil  quite  out  beyond  the 

•  Of  conrse,  Jean  Paul  himself,  a  great  friend  of  Schoppens.  —  Tb. 
t  The  Baldhend  who  prophesied  that  he  would  go  mad  in  fourteen 
months. 
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end  of  his  whole  life,  merelj  upon  his  grave,  so  mnst  I 
assume  that  my  infirmity  might  swell  so  gradually,  that  I 
should  have  no  occasion  for  any  other  petites  maisang 
than  the  coffin  itself ;  so  that  I  might,  in  the  mean  time, 
have  married  and  held  an  office  as  well  as  anj  other 
honest  man. 

^ '  My  object  in  this  communication  is  simply  to  bring 
myself  into  correspondence  on  the  subject  with  some 
philanthrc^ist  or  other  (he  must  be,  however,  a  philosoph- 
ical  physician  !).  My  address  may  be  had  at  the  office 
of  the  Imperial  Advertiser.  I  make  myself,  perhaps, 
more  dearly  known,  bodily  and  civilly,  in  this  very  paper, 
in  the  column  where  I  inqaire  afler  a  wife. 

"'Pestitz,  February.     S s,  L— — d,  L ^p, 

G 1,S e/* 

^  Albano,  thou  knowest  ander  what  bush  my  serious 
meaning  lies  hid.  The  Advertiser  of  the  Empire  and  of 
Schoppe  has  eight  reasons  for  the  thing,  which  are  not 
only  my  serious  meaning,  but  my  fan.  Since  the  Bald- 
head  announced  to  me  the  rising  of  my  mad-dog-star  afler 
a  year,  I  have  always  seen  the  aurora  of  this  fixed  star 
bef<Kre  me,  and  seen  myself  thereapon  blind  and  cowardly 
at  last;  I  must  speak  it  out.  O  I  had  in  January, 
brother,  eight  frightful  dreams,  one  after  another,  accord- 
ing  to  the  number  of  reasons  assigned  in  the  Advertiser, 
and  themselves  appertaining  to  the  eighth,  —  dreams 
wherein  a  Wild  Huntäman  of  the  brain  went  hunting 
through  the  mind,  and  a  stream  füll  of  worlds,  füll  of  faces, 
and  mountains  and  hands,  billowed  along,  bearing  all 
before  it  I  will  not  distress  thee  with  the  detaijs,— 
Dante  andliis  head  were  heaven  to  it. 

*  These  blanks  will  fill  themselves  ont  in  the  seqnel. — Tb. 


*  *n  1  grew  sullen  about  thtj  matter  of  eowardice, 
luifl  Biütl  to  mjself,  *  IIa*!  thou  hitherto  lived  so  bog,  and 
rn^ily  fliiJig  overboani  the  Hellest  cargoes^  even  tliia  world 
and  thti  nejtt,  and  dive^fed  thys^elf  m>  dean  of  everjtlimgj 
fsven  of  glotT-  and  of  books  and  of  hearta,  aod  kept 
xioüiing  biit  tbj^lf,  in  order  to  stand  up  tljerewilh  free 
ftnd  naked  and  cold  oo  Üie  baJl  of  earth  Wfore  the  fa€€  of 
the  flUQf  and  now  must  thou  nnexpeetedly  cringe  before 
the  mere  crazy  fixed  thou^ht  of  a  crazy  fijted  idea,  which 
any  stroke  of  a  feverish  pul^e,  any  blow  of  a  ß&t,  any 
grain  of  poison  maj  stamp  into  thy  bead,  and  thna  inust 
tbon  throw  away  at  once  thy  old,  godlike  freedom  ?  — 
8cboppe,  I  know  not  at  all  whiit  I  am  to  tbink  of  thee  1 
Whoso  still  fears  anything  in  the  universe,  and  thougb  it 
were  bell  ilM?lfj  he  is  still  a  skve  I  * 

**  Then  tbe  man  plucked  up  bis  raanhood  and  äaidj  *  I 
will  bave  what  I  feared  * ;  and  S€hoppe  stepped  up  nearer 
to  the  broad,  high  cloud,  and  lo !  it  was  only  (one  would 
gladly  have  put  one's  seif  to  bed  on  the  spot)  the  longest 
dream  of  the  last,  long  sleep,  no  more,  —  what  they  call 
madness.  Now  if  one  should  go  for  some  time  into  a 
mad-house,  for  example,  by  way  of  joke,  then  might  one 
have  the  dream,  if  all  other  things  were  as  well  suited  to 
keep  the  matter  in  countenance,  as  in  the  case  of  many  a 
one  already.  And  now,  thereinto  will  I  gradually  sink, — 
into  the  dream,  where  the  point  of  the  dagger  is  broken 
off  against  the  future,  and  the  rust  rubbed  off  against  the 
past,  —  where  man,  undisturbed  and  alone,  is  the  reigning 
House  in  the  shadow-realm  and  Barataria-island  of  bis 
ideas,  and  the  John  Lackland,  and,  Hke  a  philosopher, 
makes  everything  that  he  thinks^  —  where  he  also  draws 
bis  body  out  of  the  waves  and  surges  of  tfie  external 
World,  and  cold  and  heat  and  hunger  and  weak  nerves 
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and  consumption  and  dropsy  and  poverty  assa'il  him  no 
more,  and  no  fear,  no  sin,  no  error  can  come  near  the 
mind  in  the  mad-hoose  where  the  three  hundred  and  sixty- 
five  dreams  of  the  nights  in  the  year  weave  themselves 
together  into  a  Single  one,  the  flying  clouds  into  one  great 
evening  red. 

^  Bat  here  lurks  something  bad  !  Man  mast  be  in  a 
oondition  to  pick  out  for  himself  and  appropriate  with 
understanding  his  dream,  his  good  fixed  idea,  —  for  a  high 
ant-hill  of  .the  most  grim  and  bewitching  swims  and 
swarms  before  him,  —  otherwise  he  may  fare  as  ill  as  if 
he  were  still  in  his  senses.  I  must  now,  in  partieular, 
make  mj  arrangements  to  find  and  recognize  a  good- 
naturedy  favorable  fixed  conceit,  which  shall  deal  well  with 
me.  ]f  I  can  bring  it  about,  to  be,  pcirhaps,  the  first  man 
in  the  crazy  house,  or  the  second  Momus,  or  the  third 
Schlegel,  or  the  fourth  grace,  or  the  fifth  king  at  cards,  or 
the  sixth  wise  virgin,  or  the  seventh  secular  Electorate, 
or  the  eighth  Wise  Man  of  Greece,  or  the  ninth  soul  in 
the  ark,  or  the  tenth  muse,  or  the  forty-first  Academician, 
or  the  seventy-first  Translator,*  or,  in  fact,  the  universe, 
or,  in  fact,  the  universal  spirit  himself,  —  then,  certainly, 
my  fortune  is  made,  and  life's  scorpion  robbed  of  his  whole 
sting.  But  what  golden  jewel  of  a  fortune  does  not  in 
addition  thereto  still  stand  open  ?  Can  I  not  be  a  very 
higbly-favored  lover,  who  sees  the  sun  of  a  beloved  sail 
all  day  long  through  heaven,  and  looks  up  and  cries,  '  I 
8ee  only  thy  sunny  eye,  but  it  contents  me  ! '  Can  I  not 
bc  a  deceased  person,  who,  füll  of  disbelief  in  the  next 
World,  has  made  the  journey  into  it,  and  now  does  not 
know  at  all  which  way  to  turn  there  for  joy  ?  O  can  I 
not  —  for  the  shorter  dream  and  old  age  do  indeed,  of 
•  Of  the  Septuagiat  Old  Testameut -••  Tb. 


TITAS. 

Ili«  vei»  make  one  cblldisb  —  be  an  innocenf;  ehild 
n^  Üiat  pkys  artd  knows  Dothing^  tbat  Uked  all  men 
■w  its  (»sireatä^  aiid  ihat  b&i  now  a  leiu''i]rt:>p  hangiug  he- 
Alf«  lüm,  furiued  out  of  Üie  collap^lng  gaj  bubble  of  life, 
mit]  ugaiu  ä«£idä  QUt  the  drofi  ibmugb  thc  pipe,  blown  up 
mto  a  gÜmmeriDg  Üttle  world-glübe  of  colors  ? 

*^  It  la  fuU  aüdaight ;  I  mi3it  now  go  to  ebijurh,  to  hold 
»17  yeapeiHleirotioiia. 

**  Throe  w^eöks  Uten 
«  NotÄ  Beoc ! 

"  I  had  beea,  «nee  thy  departure,  in  a  manner  damna- 
bly  unlucky  untU  about  oii€  o*clock  thb  momiitg*  At  two 
oVbck  I  toök  up  ju j  resolution  ;  I  have  jus^t  (at  üve)  takeu 
thB  pen  ;  and  aC  six,  when  I  have  dinnkeu  mj^elf  fuU 
tmd  writteo  myself  empty^  I  lake  my  trarelliiig  canc,  tb© 
IKHTit  of  which,  afler  two  months,  shall  stand  sticking  m 
Üie  Pjreaees.  0  heavens!  there  [nuist  liave  been  some- 
thing  thornj  this  k>Dg  time  Standing  bj  me^  which  I  so 
l(mg  took  for  a  hedgehog,  whereas  it  is  the  best  musical 
harrel  fiill  of  pins,  oat  of  which  I  can  get  nothing  kss  (I 
tumed  it  a  few  hours  ago)  than  the  best  arrangement  of 
flute-pipes,  unadulterated  music  of  the  spheres,  and 
rotatory  mosic  for  the  bravura-airs  of  the  three  men  in  the 
furnace,  a  whole  living  Yaucanson's  wooden  flute-player, 
and  unheard-of  things  wherewith  the  maehine  blows  tili  H 
bursts  —  not  itself,  but  certain  knaves,  whereof  need  I 
particolarly  name  the  Baldhead  ? 

"  O  listen,  youth !  It  concems  thee. .  I  will  now,  for 
thy  sake,  be  what  the  world  calls  frank,  namely,  shame* 
less,  for  verily  I  had  rather  uneover  my  haunch  than  my 
heart,  and  am  less  red  when  I  do  so. 

**  There  was,  once  on  a  time,  in  cid  times,  a  young  time, 
onc  füll  of  firc«iui(l  roscs,  when  cid  Schoppe,  for  bis  part. 
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was  also  young  cnough ;  when  the  alert,  contriving  bird 
ea^lj  Dosed  out  where  the  hare  lay,  and  the  female  hare, 
too ;  when  the  man  could  still  put  himself  on  good  tei*ms 
with  the  well-known  four  quarters  of  the  world ;  or  eise, 
just  as  easily  as  a  steer,  thrust  with  his  hörn  at  every  fly ; 
when  he  (now  a  silver  pheasant  of  cool  times)  still  strode 
or  flew  up  and  do¥m  through  all  Italy  as  a  warm  gold 
pheasant,  perehed  now  on  Buanorotti's  Moses,  now  on 
the  Colosseum,  now  on  JStna,  now  on  the  dorne  of  St, 
Peter's,  and  crowed  for  joy,  flapped  his  wings,  and  soared 
toward  heaven. 

^  Ji  was  at  this  time  that  the  still  unpicked  storm-bird, 
hovering  one  day  to  and  fro  through  the  waterfalls  of 
Tivoli,  predously  blest,  saw  there  occasionally,  suddenly, 
overhead,  in  Vesta's  temple,  for  the  first  time,  nothing 
more  than  —  the  Princess  di  Lauria,  afterward,  I  con- 
jectare,  canied  off  by  a  Knight  of  the  Fleece,  as  his 
golden  fleece.  To  see  her,  —  to  transforra  one's  seif  from 
a  8t(»in-bird  into  a  cock-pigeon  to  the  chariot  of  Venus  ; 
to  tear  one's  seif  loose  from  team  and  bridle ;  to  fly  before 
that  goddess;  to  float  round  her  in  narrower  and  narrower 
drdes,  —  all  this  was  not  one  thing,  but  three  things.  I 
had  first  to  grow  and  paint  myself  up  into  a  bird  of  Para- 
dise,  in  order  to  fly  into  a  Paradise  ;  that  is  to  say,  I  had 
to  leam  painting,  in  order  to  be  permitted  her  presen'ce. 

**  When  at  length  I  had  the  portrait-pencil  and  profile- 
sdflsors  in  my  power,  and  one  moming  appeared  with 
both  bdbre  the  Princess  aud  the  old  Prince,  I  had  to 
paint  and  cot  the  Prince  himself;  his  daughter  had 
already  been  married  and  secretly  travelled  off;  for  tby 
grandfather  (unHke  others  who  prophesy  their  movements 
beforehand),  prophesies  his  only  afterward,  and  opens  his 
moath  merely  to  hear. 
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^I  aoon  cut  oat  the  man,  —  packed  np,  — went  out 
into  all  the  world.  After  nearij  three  jean  I  stood  again 
on  the  tenth  terrace  of  lada  Bella»  qnite  nnexpeelBdljy 
before  the  OoimteM  Cesanu  Heaven  and  hell  1  what « 
woman  was  thj  mother  1  She  thrsw  eveiybody  mto  bolk 
of  tko9$pIaee$  at  once ;  I  know  not  whether  die  did  Üxj 
fiUher,too.  The  writer  of  thk  stood  in  hia  kat  oraitho- 
logical  transfonnation  beibre  her,  as  sileat  pearl-oock 
(guinea-peaoock),  (tears  rnnsi  be  the  pearis),  and  got  m 
likeoess  of  her  after  a  few  weeks. 

^  She  had  two  diildren,  theo— I  dearlj  lemember  thy 
then  alreadj  sharpened  oontonr — and  'thj  sittar,  the  ao- 
called  Severina.  Thj  fiuher  was  n(f  th^  bot  his^'^waz 
Image  was,  bj  which  I  iostantlj  reoogniJM  hint  ag^teen 
jears  later  in  Bome.  Thj  sist^r,  tooj  mm  xej^eated  in 
wax ;  onlj  thoa  not.  A  was  figore,  like  thee  at  &  db- 
tance,  which  illusivelj  prefigured  thee  as  a  manysi^jB 
hcld  up  before  thee  the  brother  of  thj  father,  who  ims 
there,  too,  as  a  file-leader  of  thy  fatore,  saying,  *  Here 
thou  art,  cubed  beforehand,  and  already  foroed  ap  into  füll 
Bize,  filled  out  from  flask  into  cask/ •*— seeking  thus  tc^ 
enkindle  thee,  so  that  thou  mightest  grow  up  and  be  a 
man.  Thej  had  a  uniform  put  on  thee,  like  that  which 
the  wax  man  wore,  —  I  know  not  of  what  sort  Then 
didst  thou,  striding  around  thine  .own  micromegas,  boldlj 
call  him  out,  out  of  the  futore  into  the  preeent*  Now 
thou  knowest  what  thou  hast  become^  and  mayst  well,  and 
with  more  right,  look  down  in  thy  turn  as  proudly  upoa 
the  little  one,  as  the  little  one  formerly  looked  up  to  the 
great  one.  I  could  never  approve  in  thy  uncle  this  ma- 
chine for  Spiritual  ductility ;  besides,  I  have  for  all  wax 
puppets  such  an  abominating,  shuddering  dread. 

"  My  only  object  on  the  beautiful  island  was  to  get 
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away  from  it,  arid  from  the  fair  islander,  so  soon  as  I  had* 
painted  her.  *  Stupid  Century,'  said  I,  *  do  I  then  want 
anythiDg  more  of  thee  ? '  She  sat  to  me  gladly,  as  upon 
a  throne.  I,  half  in  tempest,  half  in  rainbow,  sketched 
her,  and  naturallj  had  to  leave  the  pictare  uncopied. 
But,  joung  man,  some  letters,  which  formed  mj  name  at 
that  time,  and  which  I  wrote  and  concealed  on  the  picture 
in  the  region  of  the  heart  under  the  water-colors,  may 
ßerve  thee  as  a  Tetragram  maton,  eleven  Dominical  letters 
and  mothers  of  the  reading  (matres  lectionis)  of  thy 
existence,  i^  case  V  reach  Spain  safely,  and  in  Valencia 
wash  away  on  the  likeness  the  coloring  from  my  letters, 
and  can  now  read  in  its  heart,  Löwenskiold,  So  was  I 
then^ijsalled  in  Danisb. 

^Then  ia^ihe  Countess  Linda  de  Romeiro,  without 
mercjy  thy  sister  Severina.  God  grant  only  that  thou 
maj^'not  haply  have  seen  and  married  her  before  the 
receipt  of  this  letter.  She  must,  according  to  what  T 
heard  yesterday,  have  set  out  for  Italy. 
^,1" ¥oY  When  I  saw  the  Cbuntess  Linda  here  for  the  first 
üme,  it  was  to  me,  in  the  market  Square  of  Pestitz,  as  if 
I  were  Standing  up  ori  the  terrace  of  Isola  Bella,  and  be- 
hoküng  the  Alps,  thy  mother,  my  youth,  hardly  three 
psees  distant  from  me  !  By  Heaven,  just  as  if  in  the  pier- 
mirror  (^  time  the  white  rosy  image  of  thy  buried  mother 
had  be^i  snatched  at  once  out  of  the  depths  of  distance, 
^  and  brought  close  to  the  glass,  and  now  hung  before  it  in 
blooming  redness,  so  stood  Linda  before  me !  For  the 
divine  resemblance  of  the  two  is  so  great  1  No  Arian 
Homoiouiion''^  whatever,  but  a  complete  Orthodox  Ho- 
mootmon  ♦  is  to  be  beüeved  here.     Thus  would  I  write 

*  Similarity  of  natare,  identity  of  being.    Terms  of  old  theological 
oontroyenj.  —  Tr. 


^^ 


U         ,  Uft44  lUou  thc  nccedsary  chuixli-liistoiy  at  hand 
1         le  undeistandiiig  of  Btieb  an  aUusion. 

.  pamted  Linda,  loo,  this  winter*     What  sbe  related 
me  of  the  charaeter  of  her  motber  was  entirely  tLe 

ft^f  as  I  tmd  been  abk  to  report  to  her  of  ihe  charaeter 
0!"  the  Prinee*®  di  Lauria. 

"Lindaus  father,  or  Herr  von  Bomeiro,  would  never 
appear,  and  still,  I  hear,  ha£  not  yet  di^appeared. 

**  I/inda's  mother  called  herself  a  Eoman  and  a  rektave 
of  the  Prmce  di  Lauria. 

"  In  Spain,  wbere  I  baTe  twice  been  and  inqnired,  I 
never  conld  find  a  repidence  of  a  lady  by  tbe  name  of 
'  Cesara* 

**  Trillion  spiders'-stmnds  of  probabilitj  spin  themselrea 
iuto  an  Ariadne's  thread  in  the  Labyrinth* 

"  A  sew,  DEiknown  sUter  b  introdueed  to  thee  in  the 
Gothic  bouse  with  veils  and  in  mirrors, 

**  And  indeed  the  Illusion  is  produced  apoQ  thee  throogh 
real  mirrors  by  the  honest  Baldhead,  —  who  wants  some- 
thing  more  to  be  a  Christ's-head  than  the  locks,  and  whom 
I  in  aatnmn  called  a  dog. 

^The  aforesaid  Baldhead,  or  head  of  Anubis,  stood, 
then,  (Heaven  and  the  Devil  best  know  why,  bat  I  be- 
lieve  the  faet,)  as  Father  of  Death  on  Isola  Bella ;  he  lay 
as  travelling  joumeyman  on  the  Prince's  grave  and  in 
every  sort  of  ambush,  to  give  thee  thy  sister  for  wife  — 
in  case  I  sufiered  it ;  bat  so  soon  as  ever  I  have  sealed 
this,  I  sally  forth  to  Spain,  break  into  Linda's  pieture 
cabinet,  look  ailer  a  certain  likeness  of  her  mother,  the 
place  and  Chamber  whereof  I  have  taken  pains  clearly  to 
ascertain ;  and  if  it  is  the  pieture  by  me,  then  all  is  right 
and  the  thunder  may  strike  into  the  midst  of  the  whole 
business. 
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"  The  Baldhead  himself  is  a  fifth  quarter  öf  a  proof,  — 
he  is  one  of  the  few  men  who,  when  hardly.of  a  spi- 
der's  thickness,  wickedly  made  water  in  their  mothers' 
womb. 

"  Perhaps  I  may  find  thy  uncle,  who  knew  me  again 
here,  he  said,  and  who  has  actually  gone  off  to  Valencia.* 

"  O  Heavens !  if  I  should  soeeeed  (but  why  not,  since 
my  tongue  remains  of  iron  and  this  leaf  comes,  in  iron, 
under  charge  of  the  honest  Wehrfritz,  whose  heart  is  an 
cid  German,  and  does  not  Germany  rightly  represent  the 
heart  in  the  virgin  Europa?)  — if,  I  write,  I  should  succeed 
in  kindling  a  fire  upon  a  cursed  mystery  of  a  straw-door, 
tearing  all  up  and  down  and  away,  blind  gates  and  sacri- 
ficial  gates,  and  a  strong  light  should  fall  in  upon  the 
brave  Linda  and  the  brave  youth,  illuminating  the  neigh- 
boring  Baldhead  (perhaps  somebody  eise),  who  even  in 
the  darkness  will  fain  make  a  slanting  thrust  with  two 
grafUng  and  slaughtering  knives  down  into  a  brother  and 
sister 

"  If  I  should  once  succeed  in  this,  that  is  to  say,  in  the 
harvest  month,  —  for  then  I  should  come  back  again  to 
Pestitz  and  have  the  likeness  in  my  pocket,  —  and  I 
should  have  boldly  avenged  myself  and  two  innocent 
beings  upon  guilty  ones  :  then-  would  I  hold  myself  fully 
at  liberty  to  seize  hold  of  my  head  and  say, '  Ä  has,  gare, 
heads  off!'  To  which,  certainly,  (since,  indeed,  the  ques- 
tion  is  not  of  any  stupid  packing  off  of  the  body  by  a 
Werther-powder,  but  only  of  the  purpose  to  lose,  upon 
occasion,  what  competent  judges  call  my  understanding,) 
my  friends  must  agree,  because  they  would  still  have  me 

•  The  nncle  had  lied  again,  for  he  had  previonsly,  as  we  have  scen, 
gone  to  Borne,  where  he  dellvered  to  the  knight  and  the  Princess  the 
letters  from  Pestitz. 
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(since  in  this  case  tbe  body  is  still  retained),  altboagb  as 
the  night-piece  of  a  man,  because  I  would  then  carrj  on 
a  rational  discourse  upon  any  subject  (onlj  let  no  one 
attack  tbe  fixed  idea !)  as  well  as  anotber  man,  and  cer- 
tainlj  sbould  not  forget  to  sprinkle  over  it,  now  and  tben, 
a  good  moral  joke  (verilj  tbe  tme  spiee),  and  becaase 
tbe  State  sbould  find  me  daj  and  nigbt  equipped  and  sad- 
dled  to  save  it,  afler  tbe  example  of  tbe  Berlin  Bedlani- 
ites,  wbo  once,  upon  a  fire  breaking  ont  in  tbe  bouse,  ex- 
tinguisbed  it  and  saved  tbe  bouse  in  tbe  best  style,  and  I 
would  come  in  at  tbe  gap  and  tbe  breaeb,  wben  tbe  daik 
intervals  of  its  otber  civil  servants  could  not  otberwise  be 
filled  up  tban  witb  our  lucid  ones. 

"  Farewell  I  I  break  oflT.  Tbe  world  smiles  upon  me 
gaylj.  In  Spain  I  sball  find  a  bit  oi  youtb  again  —  as 
in  tbis  writing. 

"  SCHOPPE. 

"  Apropos !  Has  tbe  Baldbead  nowbere  run  against 
tbee  ?  I  cannot  teil  tbee  how  I  labor  now  dailj  to  im- 
press  upon  myself  and  appropriate  beforehand  a  real  bor- 
ror  and  dread  at  the  wish  of  running  him  down  hereafter 
in  mj  madness,  in  order.tbat  afterward  the  possible  act 
may  not,  as  a  late  fruit  of  my  previous  rational,  moral 
State,  be  reckoned  over  against  me  into  the  otber. 

"  Ännihilate  this  letter  !  " 

Wben  Albano  raised  bis  fiery  eyes  from  the  letter,  he 
stood  before  Lilar  under  a  high  triumphal  arch,  and  the 
sun  went  down  in  splendor  behind  Elysium.  "  Dost  thou 
not  know  me  ? "  asked  Linda,  in  a  low  tone,  who  stood 
beside  him  in  travelling  dress,  weeping  in  bright  love  and 
bliss ;  and  Julienne  came  flying  out  and  making  a  sign 
of  caution  to  both,  from  the  entrance  thicket  of  the  flute- 
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delly  -  and  cried,  as  a  cunning  pretext :  '<  Linda,  Linda, 
hearest  thou  not  the  flutes,  then?''  And  Albano  had 
forgotten  the  painful  letter. 


123.   CYCLE. 

LIKE  a  concert  that  suddenlj  flutters  np  with  a  hon- 
dred  wings  did  the  swift  presence  of  old  love  and 
joy  break  over  the  forsaken  yoath  (so  troubled  about  his 
firiend)  in  belautiful  waves ;  and  smitten  with  delight,  he 
saw  Linda  again  as  on  Ischia ;  but  she  saw  him  again  as 
in  another  Eljsium ;  she  was  more  soflt,  tender,  ardent, 
remembering  his  past  scenes  in  this  garden.  She  would 
not  relate  nor  hear  anything  at  all  about  her  own  travel- 
ling  adventures.  Albano  buried  his  mysterj  of  Sehoppe 
in  his  mighty  but  trembling  breast ;  only  to  his  father  he 
bomed  to  disclose  it  He  was  incessantly  representing  to 
himself  the  possibihty  of  a  relationship,  and  the  facility 
with  which  Sehoppe  might  confound  the  pretended  sister 
with  the  true  one,  Julienne  ;  this  very  evening  he  meant 
to  ask  his  father. 

He  imparted  to  her  the  patemal  consent  to  their  alli- 
ance  with  great  joy,  but  not  with  the  greatest,  because 
Sdioppe's  letter  echoed  in  his  bosom.  Julienne  perceived 
that  only  a  cascade  instead  of  a  cataraet  came  out  of  him 
to-day,  and  sought  with  a  sly  pleasantry  to  draw  him  out, 
by  making  him  answer,  which  she  easily  did,  through  the 
whole  ränge  of  questions  .touching  important  personalities 
of  his  and  her  acquaintance.  She  had  some  inclination 
to  weave  and  to  paint  on  the  theatre  curtain,  or  even  to 
pierce  a  prompter's-hole  in  it.  She  began  the  questions 
at  Idoine,  —  who  shortly  after  his  arrival  had  taken  her 
departare  back  again  from  the  city,  —  and  ieft  off  with 
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them  at  Schoppe, —  inquiring  afier  the  object  of  his-jour- 
nej ;  but  Albano  had  not  seea  the  fonner,  and  as  to  the 
latter,  Schoppe,  he  said,  had  confided  it  to  him  alone.  A 
beautiful,  inflexible  marble  vein  of  finnness  ran  through 
bis  being.  Linda's  black  eye  was  an  open,  true  Grerman 
one,  and  looked  upon  him  onlj  to  love  him. 

Out  of  the  flute-dell  came  the  rest  of  the  Company,  the 
Lector  and  others ;  Juiienne  oonstrained  the  lovers  to  a 
Separation,  sajing :  **  Here  is  no  Ischia ;  without  me  yöu 
cannot  see  each  other  here  in  the  palace  at  all ;  I  will 
annoonce  it  to  thee  always  through  thy  father,  when  I 
am  here." 

When  he  stood  alone  in  Lilar  with  the  heavy  thought 
of  Schoppe  and  Linda,  and  surveyed  the  lovety  regions 
and  Bcenes  of  fair  hours,  then  it  seemed  to  him  all  at 
once  as  if,  in  the  twilight,  Elysium,  like  a  charming  face, 
distorted  itself  into  an  expression  of  scom  at  him  and 
at  life.  Little  malicious  fays  sit  on  the  little  children's 
tables,  as  if  they  were  tender  children,  and  very  much 
loved  to  see  men  and  human  pleasure;  anon  they  Start 
up  as  wild  huntresses,  and  run  through  the  blossoms ;  a 
thousand  hands  turn  up  the  garden  with  its  blossoming 
trees,  and  point  its  black,  gloomy  thicket  of  roots  like 
summits  up  into  heaven ;  Gorgon  heads  look  out  of  the 
twigs,  and  up  in  the  thunder-house  there  is  an  incessant 
weeping  and  laugliing ;  —  nothing  is  fair  and  soft  but  the 
great,  daring  Tartarus. 

However,  as  it  was  the  shortest  way  to  bis  father, 
Albano  went,  stem  and  angry,  through  the  garden,  over 
the  swan  bridge,  along  by  the  Temple  of  Dream,  by 
Chariton's  little  cot  tage,  by  the  rose  arbors,  and  over  the 
woodland  bridge,  and  soon  was  in  the  princely  palace 
with  bis  father,  who  had  just  come  back  ftom  the  sick 
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Lnigi.  With  ironical  expression  of  countenance,  hia 
father  related  to  him  how  the  patient  had  begun  to  swell 
again,  merely  because  he  feai'ed  that  bis  dead  fathei;,  who 
had  promised  to  appear  to  him  a  second  time  as  a  sign 
of  death,  would  give  the  sign  and  immediately  call  him 
away.  Then  Albano  related,  without  any  introduction, 
and  without  mention  of  Schoppe  and  of  bis  connections, 
the  hypotbesis  of  the  most  singular  relationship,  without 
putting,  out  of  respect  for  bis  father,  any  long,  searching 
questions,  or  even  more  than  the  short,  swift  one,  "Is 
Linda  my  sister?  '*  His  father  quietly  heard  him  through. 
•  Every  man,"  said  he,  angrily,  "  has  a  rainy  comer  of 
his  life,  out  of  which  foul  weather  proceeds,  and  follows 
after  him.  Mine  is  the  carrying  about  of  mysteries  with 
me.  From  whom  hast  thou  the  latest  ? "  "  On  that 
subject  saered  duty  bids  me  be  silent,"  he  replied.  "  In 
that  case,"  said  Gaspard,  "  thou  wouldst  better  have  been 
silent  altogether :  he  who  gives  up  the  smallest  part  of  a 
secret,  has  the  rest  no  longer  in  bis  power.  How  much 
dost  thou  suppose  that  I  know  of  the  matter  ?  "  "  Ah, 
wiiat  can  I  suppose  ?  "  said  Albano.  "  Didst  thou  think 
upon  my  consent  to  thy  union  with  the  Countess  ?  "  said 
Graspard,  more  angry.  "  Should  I  then  keep  silence  ?  and 
did  not  sister  Julienne  in  the  end  disentangle  herseif  from 
all  mysteries  ?  "  Here  Gaspard  looked  at  him  sharply, 
and  asked,  ^  Canst  thou  rely  upon  the  eamest  word  of  a 
man,  without  wavering,  swerving,  however  eloquently 
appearances  may  discourse  to  the  contrary  2  **  "I  can," 
said  Albano.  "The  Countess  is  not  thy  sister;  rely 
upon  my  wordl"  said  Gaspard.  "Father,  I  do  so!" 
said  Albano,  füll  of  joy ;  "  and  now  not  a  word  further 
on  the  subject." 

Bot  the  old  man,  now  more  composed,  went  on  to  say 
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that  thii  new  emr  gkve  Iub  an  ooeuioii  noir  earaesaj 
to  inuit  opon  Linda*«  oonsent  li>  a  ^eedj  nnioo,  becaoBii 
her  firther»  perlu^  himself  thejnytteiioiu  wooder^orket 
wbo  bad  hitheito  bafflad  all  attampii  at  detaction,  had 
abaolatelj  Azad,  as  the  tima  of  hk  appeaianoe^  the  wed- 
ding-d^r.  Ha  indicatad  jat  onoa  mora  to  his  mb  Ua 
denre  lo  know  the  wmj  in  wlueh  ha  had  arrived  al  tbaft 
l^poCbaBifl ;  bat  lo  no  pupoae :  holj  finoadibip  cüaU  not 
ba  deaeciated  or  deaertad,  and  hk  bwart  doaed  vBo^ßx&j 
WKmaä  hk  opoi  haart,  as  the  daik  rock  eloeea  «bool.  Um 
wigui  crjsiai* 

So  ha  partadywarm  and  Ivqppyyftomhkaiknf&dieR 
In  the  luucd  hoor  of  the  leftteiHreadingy  ha  had  ontf  d&n^ 
an  artifiok],  rockj  legbn  of  Üfe^  and  there  laj  the  gaf 
(ttdena  agaiOy  rtretching  awaj  ewm  to  the  hoBUK» ;  jel^ 
after  aD,  the  vain,  pamfol  emr^of  hk  ScbopfM^  and  tba 
thoagfat  of  that  qurit  80  desolated  bj  love  and  hatred, 
which,  even  in  the  tone  of  the  letter,  seemed  to  bow  itself 
down,  and  the  piospect  of  his  madnesa,  passed  like  a  dia* 
tant  funeral  chime  dolefullj  through  his  üjr  landscape, 
and  the  happy  heart  grew  füll  and  stilL 

124.   CTCLE. 

SOON  after  thia,  Albaners  kind  sister  again  let  a  Hes- 
perian  hoor  strike  and  plaj  on  the  musical  clock  of 
his  happiness,  whose  keeper  ehe  was,  —  an  hour  with 
which  his  wbole  life,  up  and  down,  soanded  in  unison, 
and  deared  awaj,  and  in  which,  as  in  Switzerland,  when 
a  doud  opens,  all  at  once  keights,  glaciers,  moontain« 
peaks,  now  lock  out  from  the  skj.  He  saw  bis  Linda 
again,  but  in  new  light,  glowing,  but  like  a  rose  before  the 
bhishing  evening  red.    Her  love  was  a  soflt,  still  flame. 
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Bot  a  leaping  of  eccentric,  stinging  sparks.  He  conduded 
that  his  father,  who  was  a  man  of  bis  word,  had  alreadj 
made  his  request  to  her  for  a  priestly  union,  and  even  got 
her  consent  Julienne  told  him  she  wished  to  speak  with 
him  the  next  evening,  at  six  o'clock,  in  his  father's  Cham- 
ber ;  that  made  him  still  more  sure  and  glad.  "With  new 
and  still  more  tenderly  adoring  emotions,  he  parted  with 
Linda :  the  goddess  had  become  a  saint 

When  he  came  the  next  day  into  the  patemal  apart- 
ment,  he  found  no  one  there  but  Julienne.  She  gave  him 
a  slight  and  almost  imperceptible  kiss,  in  order  to  be 
^eedil^  ready  with  her  inteUigence,  since  her  absence 
was  limited  to  so  manj  minutes  as  the  Frincess  needed 
to  go  from  the  sick-bed  of  her  husband  to  tbe  apartmei^ 
of  the  Princesse.  "  She  will  not  marry  thee,"  she  began^ 
fioflly,  ^  notwithstanding  that  thy  father  expressed  himself 
po  strongly  and  finely  to  her,  at  the  first  reception  after 
the  joamey,  upon  the  new  good  fortune  of  his  son^  for 
which  he  had  now  nothing  more  to  desire,  he  said,  than 
)the  seal  dP  perpetpity.  It  was  still  more  finely  silvered 
and  gilded ;  I  have  forgotten  the  precise  words.  There- 
upon  she  replied  iil^her  speech,  which  I  never  can  retain, 
that  her  will  and  thine  were  the  real  seal ;  every  other 
seal  of  policy  imposed  chains  and  slavery  upon  the  £äir- 
est  life." 

Deeply  was  Albano  hurt  by  an  open  refusal,  which 
bitherto,  Coming  upon  him  as  a  silent  one  and  as  philos- 
ophy,  had  fioated  about  untouched,  as  a  mere  unsubstan- 
tial  shadow.  "  That  was  not  right ;  she  might  say  a  good 
while  hencej  but  not  never"  said  he,  sensitively.  "  Mod- 
eration, friend!"  said  Julienne;  "thereupon  thy  father 
reminded  her,  in  a  friendly  manner,  of  the  conditional 
appearance  of  her  own,  by  saying  that  he  could  not  but 
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wish  rerj  much  to  transfer  her  fortiines  out  of  his  own 
hands  into  nearer  ones.  No  arbitraiy  condition  could 
compel  or  annihilate  a  will,  she  said.  Thy  father  went 
on  calmlj,  and  added,  he  had  sketched,  in  that  case,  the 
fairest  plan  of  life  for  you  two ;  bat,  in  the  other  case,  his 
approval  of  their  love  stood  open  onlj  as  long  as  his  staj 
here,  which  would  end  at  his  friend's  death.  Then  he 
went  C00II7  and  composedlj  out,  as  men  are  wont  to  do 
when  they  have  provoked  us  to  a  real  rage.'* 

"  Hesperia,  Hesperia !  "  cried  Albano,  angrily.  "  Bat 
did  Linda  really  repeat  her  no  ?  "  "  O,  too  true  !  But, 
brother  ?  "  asked  Julienne,  with  astonishment  ^  Suffer 
me,"  he  replied  ;  "  for  is  it  not  unrigbteous,  this  meddling 
of  parents  with  the  fairest,  tenderest  strings,  whose  Vibra- 
tion and  melodj  thej  at  once  kill,  in  order  to  call  forth 
from  them  a  new  tune  ?  Is  it  not,  then,  sinful  to  degrade 
divine  gifts  into  state-revenues  and  matcb-moneys,  —  yes, 
match*-moneys  indeed  ?  Good  Linda,  now  we  stand 
again  on  the  ground,  where  they  set  up  the  flowers  of 
love  for  sale  as  hay,  and  where  there  are  no  other  trees 
in  paradise  than  boundary-trees.  No,  thou  free  being! 
never  through  me  shalt  thou  cease  to  be  so  ! " 

Julienne  stepped  back  some  paces,  and  said,  "  I  will 
only  laugh  at  thee,'*  which  she  did,  and  then  added,  in 
earnest,  "  She,  then,  —  is  that  thy  will  ?  —  shall  appoint 
thee  the  day  when  the  cid  father  is  to  become  visible  ?  " 
"  That  does  not  follow  by  any  means,"  said  he.  She 
calmly  remarked,  that  an  excited  person  always  com- 
plained  of  the  heat  of  another,-  and  that  Albano,  in  his 
very  calmness,  insisted  too  sternly  upon  his  own  and 
others*  rights ;  that  such  people  went  on  to  demand,  in 

*  The  German  word  partie  means  a  match  in  matrimony  or  in 
Cards.  —  Tb. 
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passion,  soraething  beyond  the  right,  as  a  pin,  which  fits 
too  nicelj  into  the  clock,  wh^n  warmed  stops  it  hj  its 
size.  Then  she  begged  him  affectionately  just  to  leave 
the  disentangling  of  the  "  whole  snarl "  to  her  fingers,  and 
to  remain  mild  and  still,  lest  yet  more  people  —  perhaps, 
in  fact,  her  heUe-sceur  —  might  interfere  with  their  union. 
Albano  took  it  in  friendship,  bat  begged  her  eamestly 
only  not  to  make  any  plans,  because  he  should  be  too 
honorable  toward  Linda  for  that,  and  should  immediately 
teil  her  the  whole  word  of  the  charade. 

She  disclosed  to  him  that  she  had  made  no  other  plan 
whatever  than  a  plan  for  a  happy  day  to-morrow,  namely, 
to  yisit  with  Linda  the  Frincess  Idoine  in  Arcadia,  to 
whom  she  owed  still  greater  things  beside  a  visit,  partic- 
ularly  half  of  her  heart.  "  Thou  wilt  ride  accidentally 
afler  us,  and  find  us  in  the  midst  of  pastoral  life/'  she 
added,  "and  surprise  thy  Linda."  He  said  very  deci- 
dedly,  "  No,"  both  out  of  a  shrinking  from  Idoine's  re- 
semblance  to  Liana,  —  although  he  only  knew  that  Liana 
had  personated  her  in  the  Dream  Temple,  and  not,  also, 
that  Idoine  had  counterfeited  her  beforchis  sick-bed, — 
and  because  he  disliked  to  come  into  the  presence  of  the 
Minister's  lady,  from  a  dread  as  well  of  bitter  as  of  sweet 
recollections,  of  both  which,  in  such  a  case,  Eoquairol 
would  have  brought  up  the  rear.  Julienne  mischievously 
objected :  "  Only  have  no  fear  for  the  Princesse ;  she 
was  obliged,  in  order  only  to  rid  herseif  of  the  detested 
bridegroom,  to  engage  with  an  oath  to  all  her  friends 
never  to  choose  one  below  her  rank,  —  and  that  she  will 
keep,  even  with  thee."  He  answered  the  joke  merely 
with  the  serious  repetition  of  his  no.  Well,  then  she 
should  insist  upon  it,  she  replied,  that  he  should  at  least 
come  to  meet  them  half-way,  and  await*  them  in  the 
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bled  QU  aoooont  4jf  the  ioccoasei  fflneesiof  her  «iek  Inarfkh 
<er,  cheered  berself  bj  her  reliaace  apon  a  plan  which,  in 
spite  of  her  aasuranee,  she  had  ^etehed  for  the  good 
fortone  of  the  well  one,  and  which  ehe  was  io  cany  entt 
in  Aroadia,  She,  unlike  others  who  hide  their  heaäs 
behhid  the  dark,  mouming-ian  ef  sorrow  and  senslbü- 
itjy  oflener  hid  her  head,  with  ks  designs,  behind  the  gay 
dreas-fan  of  smiles,  which  tnmed  io  the  spectators  the 
painted  aide ;  amidst  laughing  and  weeping  she  porsaed 
and  pondered  them.  Tbus  she  had  xnade  the  request  to 
Albano  to  join  in  the  visit  to  Idoine  onlj  for  ^bow,  and  in 
the  certaintj  that  he  would  refuse,  or  in  <iase  he  shöuld 
not,  that  tlien  Idoine  would ;  for  she  knew,  from  Idoine's 
Visits  in  the  previous  winter,  that  she  had  frequentlj 
thought  in  conversations  of  the  fair  fever-patient  who  had 
been  restored  by  her,  and  that  she  had  just  fled  before 
bis  ^rrival,  in  order  not  to  overshadow  bis  bright,  loving 
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present,  which  had  become  known  to  her  in  the  easiest 
manner  through  the  Frincess,  bj  coming  upon  him  like  a 
doud  out  of  the  past  füll  of  melancholy  resemblances. 
Jalienne  had  even  ascertained  that  the  Frincess  had 
vadnlj  wished  to  keep  and  reserve  the  Frincesse  longer, 
in  Order,  perhaps,  hj  means  of  her,.to  remind,  terrify, 
change,  or  ponish  the  youth.  Julienne's  love  for  the 
Princesse  would  perhaps  have  been  made  as  wann  by 
that  tender  flight  from  Albano,  as  her  love  towards  Linda 
was,  had  not  this  very  love  stood  between ;  at  least,  this 
beautiful  flight  had  given  her  an  unlimited  confidence 
—  which  is  exactly  the  true  and  only  kind  —  in  the 
Princesse. 

The  day  of  the  joumey  was  a  beautiful  harvest  mom- 
ing,  füll  of  thickly-peopled  comfields,  füll  of  coolness  and 
dew  and  zest  Linda  expressed  a  childlike  joy  in  Idoine, 
and  gave  the  reasons  in  a  glad  tone.  ''  First,  because  she 
saved  thy  brother's  life,  —  and  because  she  knew,  after 
all,  what  she  wanted,  and  insisted  upon  it  with  spirit,  and 
did  not,  like  other  Frincesses,  transform  herseif  into  a 
yictim  to  the  Throne,  —  and  because  she  is  the  most 
Gennan  Frenchwomali  that  I  know  except  Madame 
Necker.  Yes,  in  my  eyes  she  belongs  strictly,  with  all 
her  fair  youth,  among  old  ladies,  and  these  I  have  always 
sought  out,  for  there  is  at  least  something  to  be  learned 
from  them.  She  loves  thee  exceedingly,  me,  I  believe, 
less.  To  one  who  is  such  a  charming  medium  between 
the  nun  and  the  married  woman,  I  seem  too  worldly, 
though  it  is  not  the  ctise." 

The  two  companions  anived  early  in  the  beautiful, 
enchanted  village  in  the  aftemoon  before  dinner,  just  as 
the  neat  children  were  already  banding  together  to  go  to 
gileaning,  and  the  wagons  were  already  going  out  to  meet 
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lofthedidms.  Idoine's  teoüier,  tbe  fblnie 
FHnoe  oT  Holmffie8% — d»  Dwuf  of  TliraB» 
-^loobd  oQl  of  the  wmdoir,  «od  JoBemie  almoi^  x^qprat> 
ted  tftejooniej.  Idcmie  flew^lo  mebt  l«r,  and  ekui^ 
Imt  betrtify  to  her  breast  Ifhea  JoBeiiiie  faril  befim 
tnd  Qpoa  her  fiice  tiiat  great  Uae  ejB  «nd  ererf  fnott- 
flgored  feature  of  the  Kimi  wUdi  enoe  her  farirtli^  had 
aohEttfbnjaadpafaifiin^lovedy  die  fioidbd  hani^  Am 
Aat  flhe  lüid  beeome  h^  rialer,  to  xeedre^  as  y»  tepe^ 
aentaüre^  the  Jore  of  ihe  represeniaAiTe.of  lataatu  üid 
die  niittt  iieed%  as  die  had  dooe  ereiy  time  sinoe  üübA 
deadi  at  the  Ural  reoeptioii»  weep  heurlH^. 

Uida  was  reoei^ed  Ij  tibe  Princess  wiüi  siicii  a  deq^ 
tendemess  that  Jalienne  woodoed,  dnoe  tiie  two  g«iier> 
ally  liTed  in  an  altematum  of  eoUneas  and  love.  •  Than 
slood  ihe  Ifinistei's  ladj,  Fröolqry  w  old  with  inoanais^ 
so  cold,  still|  and  courteous,  so  cold  towards  the  occasion 
and  the  Company  (ezcept  the  fac-simile  of  her  danghter), 
particularly  towards  Linda,  whose  bold,  decided,  philo- 
sophical  tone  seemed  to  her  tmwomanlj,  and  like  a  tram- 
pet on  two  female  Ups. 

The  fatare  hereditary  Prince  of  Hohenfliess  fortonatelj 
withärew  himself  soon  from  so  inconvenient  a  place, 
where  he  navigated  a  shipwreck  plank  instead  of  a 
gondola.  Afler  inquiring  of  Julienne  with  interest  abont 
the  State  of  her  brother,  bis  present  predecessor,  and 
reminding  her  and  Lmda  of  her  and  bis  Italian  tour,  he 
became  so  fretful  and  out  of  tune  at  Julienne's  frigidity, 
and  at  the  moral  discourses  of  tbe  women,  ai?d  at  a  cer- 
tain  oppressiveness  premonitory  of  a  moral  tempest,-— 
wbich  sensualists  experience  in  tbe  presence  of  women, 
where  everytbing  rüde,  selfisbness,  arrogance,  sereams 
like  discord,  —  and  at  tbe  generaJ,  plaguy  bypocrisy,  — 
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which  he  could  not  but  immediately  take  it  all  to  be,  — 
that  he  was  glad  to  break  away,  and  relieve  this  pastoral 
life  of  the  only  wolf  who  had  crept  into  it.  Voluptuaries 
can  never  hold  out  long  among  mmiy  noble  women,  tor- 
mented  as  they  are  by  their  inany-sided,  sharp  observa- 
.  tions,  although  they  can  more  easily  with  one,  because 
they  hope  to  ensnare  her.  What  made  him  feel  worst  of 
all  was,  that  he  was  compelled  to  pronounce  them  all 
hypocrites.  He  found  no  good  women,  because  he  had 
faith  in  none  ;  since  we  must  believe  in  them  in  order  to- 
see  them  where  they  are,  just  as  one  must  exercise  j?^irtue 
in  Order  to  be  acquainted  with  it,  though  not  the  reverse. 
With  him  a  black  cloud  seemed  to  draw  off  out  of  this 
Eden  and  ether.  The  Minister's  lady  received  a  card 
from  her  son  Eoquairol,  who  had  just  arrived,  and  she 
went  too,  to  the  joy  of  Julienne,  who  found  in  her  a  little 
obstacle  to  her  plan  of  conversion  for  Linda,  because  the 
latter  looked  upon  the  Minister's  lady  as  a  one-sided, 
narrow,  anxious,  unyielding  nature.  Idoine  begged  the 
two  maidens  to  travel  over  her  little  kingdom  with  her. 
They  went  down  into  the  clean,  wide  village.  On  the 
Bteps  they  were  met  by  cheerful,  obliging  faces.  From 
the  distant  apartments  of  the  palace  was  heard  now  sing- 
ing,  now  blowing  of  wind  Instruments.  As  on  the  bird 
the  shining  feathers  slide  swiflly  and  smoothly  under 
each  other  and  out  again,  so  did  all  occupations  move 
around  Idoine ;  her  economical  machine  was  no  clumsy, 
jarring  steeple-clock,  but  a  musical  picture-watch,  which 
conceals  the  hours  behind  tones,  the  wheels  behind 
images. 

In  a  meadow-garden  the  youngest  children  were  play- 
ing  wildly  with  each  other,  Moravian  and  Dutch  neat- 
ness  had  scoured  and  painted  the  village  to  a  sleek,  bright 
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bnBj'tbap,  New  mod  üaaj  haag  the  badcet  ovw  Ae 
wdli  onder  the  lindflii-foCiiiidft  of  the  inOagt^bibi 
floor  was  swept  dean;  eTwywheBe  wäre  aeei 
whok^  fidr  dotfaasi  ani  happj  ejet  $  and  Idoine  ahowad, 
imdar  the  «niuQdgaTalj,  an  caiMit  «iieaniiig  im  tiia  looka 
with  whioli  she  inspecled  her  Aioadif^flower  after  flower. 

Sheledher  Meods  o?ar  the  TarioiiB  Sondaf  dandiig^ 
plaoea  of  the  diflbrenl  ages,  aloog  befere  the  honse  of  fSbA 
Steward, — wherein  tibe  Ifimstai^s  bdj  resided,  ind  now, 
to  JnlioDiie's  fear,  her  aon  was,  —  to  the  hrigfa^  plan 
daxfjtL  SooQ  came  the  panon  and  Steward,  ftr  whoai 
her  passiog  bj  had  been  a  hiati  fidlowing  her  mto  the 
ehnich,  and  reeeired  oommisHinmi  fiom'  her*  Both  wen 
fiur  jooog  men,  with  open  hrow  and  a  fitde  yootfaffal 
pride.  When  the  partj  were  oat  of  the  duuch,  ehe  and 
throogh  these  yonng  men  ahe^mled  otop  fhe  ]^aee^  and 
ihem  she  goided  gentlj;  that  onlj  yonng  pecpfe  wera 
farnished  with  hatred  and  spirit  against  conventionalism, 
and  with  enthusiasm  and  faith.  She  added,  jocoselj,  9he 
governed  nothing  but  a  sohool  of  girls,  upon  which  she 
laid  more  stress  than  upon  the  other,  because  education 
was  the  formation  of  habits  and  manners,  and  these  a  girl 
needed  more  than  a  boj,  whom  the  world,  afler  all,  woold 
not  allow  to  have  anj ;  and  she  had,  she  said,  some  indi- 
nation  to  be  a  /a  Bonne,  because  she  had,  even  when  a 
girl,  often  been  obliged  to  be  one  with  her  sisters. 

Thereupon  she  introduced  the  two  to  several  houses ; 
everTwhere  thej  found  well-whitened,  neatly-ordered 
apartments,  flowers  and  vine-dusters  over  the  Windows, 
fair  women  and  children,  and  now  a  flute,  now  a  violin, 
and  Dowhere  a  spinning  child.  In  all  she  had  charges  to 
give,  and  what  seemed  a  mere  walk  was  also  business. 
She  showed  a  sharp  insight  through  people,  and  their  per- 
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Terted,  crooked  ways,  and  a  talent  for  business,  which 
fKMsessed  and  united  at  once  the  universal  and  the  partic- 
ular.  "  I  sliould  be  glad,  of  course,"  said  she,  "  to  have 
onlj  pleasures  and  amnsements  about  me ;  but  without 
Jabor  and  serlousness  the  best  good  of  the  world  dies :  not 
80  much  as  a  real  play  is  possible  without  real  eamesl- 
ness."  Linda  commended  her  for  training  all  to  music,  — 
that  real  moonlight  in  every  gloomy  night  of  üfe.  "  With- 
out poesy  and  art,"  she  added,  "  the  spMt  grows  mossy 
and  wooden  in  this  earthly  clime."  "  O  what  were  mine 
without  tones  I "  said  Idoine,  glowingly. 

Linda  inqnired  about  the  right  of  oitizenship  in  this 
pkasant  State.  <*  It  is  mostly  possessed  by  Swiss  fiunilies," 
said  Idoine,  "  with  whom  I  became  acquainted  at  hearth 
and  hcHne  cm  my  travels.  Inunediately  afler  the  French 
women  I  rank  my  Swiss."  Julienne  replied,  "You 
repeat  to  me  riddles."  She  solved  them  for  her;  and 
Linda,  who  had  been  in  France  shortly  after  her,  con- 
firmed  it,  that  there,  among  the  women  of  a  certain  higher 
tone,  to  whom  no  Grebillon  had  ever  come  up,  a  develop- 
ment  prevaüed,  unusual  in  Grermany,  of  the  most  delicate 
morality,  almost  holiness.  **  Only,"  added  Linda,  "  they 
had  in  morality,  as  in  art,  prejudices  of  fine  taste,  and 
more  delicacy  than  genius." 

They  went  out  through  the  village,  toward  the  loveliest 
evening  sun;  Alpine  horns  responded  to  each  other  on 
the  moantains,  and  in  the  vale  gay  old  men  went  to  hght 
employments.  These  Idoine  greeted  with  peculiar  love. 
"  Becanse,"  she  said,  "  there  was  nothing  more  beautiful 
than  cheerfulness  on  an  old  face;  and  among  country 
people  it  was  always  the  sign  of  a  well-regulated  and 
pious  life." 

Linda  opened  her  beart  to  the  golden  scene  before  her. 
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•adfltid:  *  How  mart  all  thia  ddight  in  a  poem  I  Bat  I 
know  not  what  I  have  to  objeet  to  the  &ct  that  it  nov 
exiato  so  in  the  real  leafitj." 

«What  has  this  same  leafi^,"  nud  Idoine,  playfiillj, 
*  taken  awaj  from  you  or dooe  to  70a  ?  I  love  it;  where 
then  are  you  to  be  found  fat  na  ezoept  in  realitj  ?  *  **  I," 
Said  Jolienne,  ^am  thinking  of  aomething  qmte  different; 
one  ia  aahamed  here,  that  one  haa  yet  done  ao  littile  witfa 
all  one*8  willing*  Frmn  willing  to  doing  1%  however,  to 
be  aore,  a  long  atep  herey^aha  aulgotned,  wMle  ahe  plaeed 
her  little  finger  on  her  keari,  and  atretched  the  finre^ger 
aa  if  Tainly  attempttng  to  apan  fiom  there  to  her  ktad» 
^  Iddne,  teD  me»  how  then  can  one  UiSnk  of  what  ia  great 
and  what  ialitOeatonee?"  ^  Bj  thinldng  of  the  great- 
eatfirat,*  aaid  ahe;  ^'when  one  koks  into  the  ann,  the 
dost  and  the  midgea  become  most  visiUe.  God  ia^  anrely, 
the  son  of  ns  alL" 

The  earthlj  sun  stood  now  looking  toward  them  far 
down  on  an  immeasurable  piain  amid  mild  roses  of 
Heaveo.  A  distant  windmill  fiung  its  anns  broadly 
throagh  the  fair  purple  glow;  on  the  mountain  decliy« 
ities  children  sang  near  the  pastared  herds,  and  their 
smaller  brothers  and  sisters  were  playing  under  their  eye ; 
the  evening  bell,  which  in  Arcadia  was  always  tolled  at 
the  farewell  of  the  son,  rocked  sun  and  earth  to  slumber 
with  its  vibrations ;  not  only  in  youthful,  but  even  in  child« 
like  beauty  lay  the  soft  little  viUage  and  its  world  round 
about  them.  No  storm,  one  said  to  one's  seif,  can  intrude 
into  this  soft  land,  no  winter  stalk  in  in  heavy  panoply  of 
ice :  here,  one  thought,  only  spring  winds  and  rosy  clouds 
come  and  go :  no  rains  fall,  except  early  rains,  and  no 
lea^es,  except  those  of  the  blossoms :  only  dust  from  the 
flowers  rises  here ;  and  the  rainbow,  —  only  forget-me-nots 
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and  May-flowers  hold  it  upon  their  little  blue  and  white 
leaves ;  the  landscape  and  life  and  all  seemed  here  to  be 
only  a  condnnous  morning  twilight,  so  fresh  and  new,  füll 
of  presentiment  and  contentment,  without  glow  er  glitter, 
and  with  a  few  stars  over  the  morning-  red. 

Children  with  wreaths  of  grain  in  their  hands  sat  on 
other  people's  wagons  füll  of  sheaves,  and  rode  proudlj  in. 

Idoine  hung  with  hearty  love,  as  if  this  evening  made 
it  all  new,  upon  the  doublß  groups.  "  Only  the  country- 
man  is  so  fortunate,"  said  she,  '^  as  to  live  on  in  all  the 
Arcadian  relations  of  his  childhood.  The  old  man  seea 
nothing  around  him  but  implements  and  labors  which  as 
a  child  he  also  saw  and  plied.  At  last  he  goes  up  into 
that  garden  over  yonder,  and  sleeps  it  out"  She  pointed 
to  the  churchyard  on  the  hill,  which  was  a  veritable  gar- 
den, with  flower-beds  and  a  wall  of  fruit-trees.  Julienne 
looked  thither  with  agitation,  —  she  saw  the  dark  curtain 
tremble  behind  which  her  sick  brother  was  soon  to  be 
bome. 

Transparent  evening  gold-dust  was  wafted  over  the 
garden ;  the  loud  day  was  muffled,  and  life  peaceful ; 
olive-branches  and  their  blossoms  sank  slowly  down  out 
of  the  quiet  heavens.  "  There  is  the  only  place,"  said 
Idoine,  "  where  man  concludes  an  eteraal  peace  with  him- 
self  and  others,  as  a  French  clergyman  so  beautifuUy  said 
to  me."  "  Such  Christian-catholic  night-thoughts,"  replied 
Linda,  "  are  as  disagreeable  to  me  as  the  clergymen  them- 
selves.  We  can  as  little  experience  an  immortality  as  an 
annihilation."  "  I  .do  not  understand  that,"  said  Julienne. 
**  Ah,  Idoine,  if  now  there  were  no  immortality,  what 
would  you  do  ?  "  "  J'aimeraisj^  said  she  to  her,  in  a low 
voice. 

Suddenly  they  heard  some  one  singing  before  them,  as 
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at  •  great  dittanoe:  «'TMte"  —  tken  after  acme 

—  «of  lifo'«"  — at  last— "pleaame."«  "«Tbafc  k  tfae 
echo  ftooi  the  eharchyazd,*  aaid  Idoine^  aad  endeaTored 
to  penoadd  tfae  partj  to  retam.  ^Ecbo  aad  mocmahiim 
aad  eharehyaid  togedier,*  ahe  eontiiiiied  plaTfidly,  ^maj 
wen  be  too  Btnng  for  female  keartBL"  At  the  aame  lime 
Ab  tooehed  her  eye»  with  a  hint  to  Jafiemie,  as  nneli  as 
to  fldtf  how  8OR7  flhe  was  that  the  ejes  of  the  Oquirteas 
could  odIj  see  throngh  a  mist  the  beantifiil  evemng 
comiog  on  afiur  q£  ^  The  '  sia^qg  Toiee  pcmiidf  a» 
familiär  to  me,"  seid  linda.  <<It's  Boqnairöl,  that'saO; 
shall  we  go  on?'*8aid  Julieime.  Bat  linda  begg^  ^ 
Irtaj,  and  Idoioe  coorteondj  agreed. 

New  did  the  echo  — the  moonlight  of  Sound -r-gim 
back  tooes  like  difges  fiom  the  fhneral  choir ;  aad  U  Wffs 
asif  the  nrnted  shades  of  the  departed  sang  them  over  in 
their  holj-week  ander  the  groand, — as  if  tfae  corpse-vdl 
stirred  on  the  white  lip,  and  out  of  the  last  hollows 
sounded  again  a  hollow  life.  The  einging  ceased ;  Alpine 
homs  began  on  the  mountiuns  ;  then  the  echo  of  the 
concert  came  over  ag^n  in  enchanting  tones,  as  if  tfae 
departed  still  plajed  behind  the  breastwork  of  the  grave- 
mound,  and  rehabilitated  themselves  in  ecfaoed  tones.t  All 
men  bear  dead  or  djing  ones  in  their  breast ;  so  did  tfae 

•  A  fioniliar  and  fayorite  German  song,  **  Freut  euch  des  Lebou.** 

—  Tb. 

t  This  passage  reminds  the  translator  of  a  beantifol  poem  of  Le- 
nan*8,  in  which  the  postilion  passing  a  grareyard  in  the  mountains  at 
night,  where  an  old  fellow-postilion  lies  boried,  blows  an  air  which 
the  dead  man  used  to  love ;  and  a  passenger  hearing  the  echo  firom  the 
moontain-chorchyard,  says:  — 

"  And  a  blast  npon  the  alr 

From  the  heights  oame  flyiiig : 
Was  the  dead  postilion  theie 
To  bis  stxainf  lepljlng  ?  " — Tb. 
N 
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three  maidens.  Tones  are  tbe  garments  of  the  past 
fluttering  back  with  a  glimmer,  and  they  excite  the  heart 
too  mach  thereby. 

Thej  wept,  and  neither  could  s&j  whether  for  sadness 
or  J07.  The  hitherto  so  moderate  Idoine  grasped  Linda's 
handy  and  laid  it  softlj  on  her  heart,  and  let  it  sink  again. 
They  tumed  round  silentlj  and  with  one  accord.  Idoine 
bald  Linda  by  the  band.  The  subterranean  waters  of 
the  echoes  of  the  dead  and  the  Alpine  homs  murmured 
jifler  them,  thongh  more  distantly.  It  did  not  escape 
Julienne  how  Idoine  continually  tumed  her  face,  merely 
in  Order  to  withdraw  it  from  Äer,  with  the  great  drops  in 
her  large  eyes,  towards  the  thickly-veiled  Linda  ;  and 
fihe  inferred  therefrom  that  Idoine  knew  and  was  ac- 
quainted  with  much,  and  respected  the  bride  of  the 
^outh  to  whom  she  had  by  her  fair  resemblance  given 
hack  a  happy  life. 

*  What  now  do  we  get  from  all  this  ? "  said  Idoine, 
by  «od  by,  and  near  the  village.  ^  We  fwesee  that  we 
«hould  be  too  tender,  and  yet  we  give  ourselves  up.  For 
ihat  wtrj  reason  men  call  us  weak.  They  prepare  them- 
flclFeB  for  their  future  by  mere  h^denings,  and  only  we 
do  St  with  mere  softening  proeesses."  ^^  What  shall  on^ 
do,  ihen,''  said  Julienne,  —  **  leap  into  rivers,  up  mountains, 
on  horseback,  and  so  on  ?  "  "  No,"  said  Idoine,  "  For  I 
«ee  U  by  my  peasant-women :  they  suffer  in  their  nerves, 
!with  «U  their  muscular  labor,  as  well  as  others.  With 
ihe  mind,  I  imagine,  we  must  all  do  and  seek  more  ;  but 
we  always  let  only  the  fingers  and  eyes  exercise  and  stir 
themselves.  The  heart  itself  knows  nothing  thereof,  and 
does  what  it  pleases  the  while :  it  dreams,  weeps,  bleeds, 
Dances.  A  little  philosophizing  would  be  of  Service  -to  us ; 
but,  as  it  is,  we  give  ourselves  up,  bound,  to  all  feelings, 
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ani  if  W6  diink,  h  is  merelj  lo  gire  tfaem  a<MHkMl 
aid." 

Tliej  Game  back  into  the  TiUage;  tt  was  fbU  of  Imsf 
eTenii^  noue.  ChOdieii  oune  daadog  to  meet  Idoine ; 
alp-hwns  sounded  in  iram  tha  hei^ts^and  from  the  hoiuea 
Hutes  and  songs.  Idoine  gare  cheerfbllj  erening  com- 
mands.  ^'Howeauljy  aftera]V0aid8he^''oatwardtIan- 
1qoillItJ  breaks  ap  the  intemaL  ▲  bo^icd  heart  is  like  a 
▼eaad  of  water  Bwnng  roand;  hold  it  stiD,  and  it  nins  orer" 

JoUenne  had  alreadj  Beveral  times,  bot  in  Tai% 
matdied  at  the  hehn  of  Ütt  honr  and  the  oonversationy 
to  cany  oat  her  plan ;  now,  when  ehe  obsenred  lindaTu 
olenoe^  emodon,  and  dreaminess,  ehe  fiincied  ahe  had 
hit  npon  the  kxig-ezpectedy  &Torable  moment  when 
8ome  words  which  Idmne  let  drop  on  the  eabject  of 
marriage  woold  find  in  Linda  a  softened  seil  for  thenr 
roots.  Bj  the  easy  tum  of  a  eulogy  which  she  pro- 
nounced  npon  Idoine  for  her  spirited  Opposition  against 
launching  into  a  hated  princelj  marriage,  and  her  gain 
of  a  perpetual  joung  life,  8he  brought  the  Goontess  to 
the  point  of  expressing  her  heretical  hatred  of  marriage, 
and  sajing  that  it  laid  the  fiower  painfullj  fastened  with 
a  Sharp  iron  ring  to  its  frame ;  that  love  wlthoat  fireedom, 
and  from  dutj,  was  nothing  but  hypocrisj  and  hatred; 
and  that  acting  according  to  moralitj,  so  called,  was  as 
much  as  if  one  should  choose  to  think  or  poetize  accord* 
ing  to  a  sjstem  of  logic  which  he  had  before  him,  and 
that  the  energy,  the  will,  the  heart  of  love,  was  something 
higher  than  morals  and  logic 

At  this  moment  came  a  note  from  the  Minister's  ladj, 
wherein  she  ezcused  her  to-day's  absence  on  the  score  of 
the  too  sad  farewell  which  her  son  had  this  evening  so 
strangely  and  as  if  forever  bid  her,     Howeyer  manj 
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silent  thoughts  this  intelligence  left  behind  in  Julienne 
and  Linda,  Idoine  was  not  drawn  by  it  out  of  the  lively 
emotion  into  which  the  previous  discourse  had  thrown 
her;  but,  with  a  noble  indignation,  which  made  out  of 
the  beautiful  maiden  a  beautiful  youth,  and  put  Minerva's 
hehnet  on  her  head,  she  made  to  her  lofty  adversary,  who 
was  less  to  be  roused  by  others'  passions  than  by  oppos- 
ing  sentiments,  this  declaration  of  war:  -Certainly  her 
aversion  to  marriage  was  chargeable  only  upon  her  other 
aversion  to  "  priests " ;  for  was  the  marriage  bond  any- 
thing  eise  than  etemal  love,  and  did  not  every  real  love 
hold  itself  for  an  etemal  one  ?  A  love  which  thinks  to 
die  at  some  time  or  other  was  already  dead,  and  that 
which  feared  to  live  forever,  feared  in  vain.  If  even 
friends  were  joined  at  the  altar,  as  is  said  to  be  some- 
where  or  other  the  case,*  they  would  at  most  only  be 
more  sacredly  attached  to  each  other  in  love.  One  might 
oomit  quite  as  many  if  not  more  unhappy  intrigues  than 
unhappy  marriages.  One  might,  indeed,  be  a  mother,  but 
not  a  father,  without  marriage,  and  the  latter  must  honor 
the  former  and  himself  by  a  decent  respect  for  morality. 
'^  I  am  a  German,"  she  concluded,  "  and  respect  the  old 
knightly  ladies,  my  ancestors,  highly.  Blessed  is  a  wo- 
man  like  Elizabeth  and  a  man  like  Götz  von  Berlich- 
ingen,  in  their  holy  wedlock."  All  at  once  she  found  her- 
seif surprised  by  her  warmth  and  her  fluency.  "  I  have 
really,"  she  added,  smiling,  "  become  a  pedantic  parson's 
widow.  This  comes  of  my  being  the  highest  authority 
in  the  village,  and  from  the  fact  that,  as  in  almost  eveiy 
oottago  a  happy  refutation  of  single  blessedness  dwells, 
I  do  not  love  to  let  other  sentiments  come  up  here." 
**  0,"  Said  Julienne,  pleasantly,  because  she  saw  Linda 
•  See  Ciutoms  of  the  Morlacks.    From  the  Italian.    1775. 
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[  weoloii:  ^ByHeaTenl  017 «je  hm  deleolBd 

O9  OBoe  die  wea  not  by  &r  ao  JMf  wd  eameel 

na  soft.    BEer  deep  enoHoA  U  bdwWn 

ber  weepiag  ei  BrnpaMt^  Toiee  iMMeese  ^ 

eaa  ber  wiil-Hke  i^aneet  el  nfl^  •-*  d^  dii 
ie  Ae  grae^  i^orioos  mooM^  wbim  tihe  hbwrieg  nee 
kndl  weq^ing»  ead  BAed  Üb  (odEiDe.lMd  to  hsetlMif  eed 
edfed  dowa  die  «out  ead  peeoe?  0^  tiuil  alte  «bedi 
beire  fo  muoii  es  Tentnied  to  ftnonMe  dflier  brfbie  Up^t 
ikad  OMi  dM  fixget  tibal  ?  * 

JaBeone  et  last  gol  die  irori;  «  Wdt  m^poee  it,  Oe^ 
ia  not  Uoiae»  however,  noUe  ead  good?*  «I  iM^ 
Boddog  ID  ai^  egaiaat  her  er  fixr  her,**  eoaireied  lÄoiit, 
^  Birt  wlieD  he  aaea  her  now,  when  he  &id8  die  mstÄf 
eoe  ODoe  moie  like  die  departed,  idim  bis  whxda  ftrael  1^ 
retiiTiia  and  triumphs  oyer  the  aeoond  •  •  •  B7*  HeaTen  1  - 
No,"  ehe  added,  proudlj  and  strongly,  "  no,  that  I  cannot 
brook ;  I  will  not  beg,  will  not  weep  nor  resign,  but  I  will 
battle  for  him.  Am  not  I,  too,  beautiful?  I  am  more 
so,  and  mj  spirit  is  more  boldlj  shaped  for  bis.  What 
can  she  give  wbich  I  cannot  offer  bim  three  times*  over  ? 
I  will  give  it  to  bim,  —  my  fortune,  my  being,  even  my 
liberty;  I  can  marry  bim  as  well  as  sbe;  I  will  •  •  . 
O  speak,  Julienne !  But  thou  art  a  cold  Gkrman,  and 
secretly  attacbed  to  ber  from  like  godliness.  O  Grod, 
Julienne !  am  I,  tben,  beautiful  ?  Assure  me  of  it,  I  pray. 
Am  I  not  at  all  like  tbe  glorified  one?  Sbould  I  not 
look  exactly  as  be  would  wisb !  Why  was  I  not  bis  first 
love,  and  bis  Liana,  and  even  dead  too  ?  Good  Julienne, 
wby  dost  thou  not  speak  ?  " 

"  Only  hl  me  speak,"  said  sbe,  althougb  not  witb  entire 
trutb.     Sbe  had  been  Struck  and  punisbed  by  Lindaus 
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home-coming  truth,  and  bj  her  own  consciousness  that 
ßhe  had  laid  out  a  plan  of  doing  awaj  Linda's  prejudices 
against  marriage,  the  veiy  supports  of  which  plan  had 
been  anticipated  and  reckoned  over  by  Linda  as  justifica- 
tions  of  jealousy,  and  that  she  had  set  a  rock  in  motion 
on  the  point  of  a  rock,  and  brought  it  to  the  point  of 
falling,  which  she  coald  now  no  longer  manage.  She  was 
confounded,  too,  yes,  angered,  by  what  she  feit  to  be  a 
ßtrange  impetuosity  of  love,  before  which  she  could  not 
at  all  speak  out  the  Job's-comfort  that  Albano  would 
always  act  according  to  the  oUigations  of  fidelity.  Beau- 
tifully  was  she  surprised  by  the  prospered  conversion  to 
a  readiness  for  marriage.  With  some  uncertainty  as  to 
the  result,  however,  on  the  part  of  Linda,  who  by  the 
moonlight  and  the  mild,  distant  mountain-music  had  only 
been  made  more  stormy,  she  continued:  "I  would  not 
wiUingly  Interrupt  thee  with  praise  of  thy  marriage  reso- 
lution;  in  all  other  particulars  thou  art  wrong.  To  be 
Bure,  she  is  now  more  serious ;  but  she  stood  at  the  death- 
bed  of  her  likeness,  and  saw  herseif  grow  pale  in  Liana ; 
that  does  much  to  chasten.  Touching  him,  had  he  seen 
thee  earlier  ..." 

"  Did  he  not  see  early  the  image  on  Logo  Maggiore^ 
but  unlike,  as  he  said  ?  " 

"I  will,  then,  confess  it  to  thee,  wild  one,"  replied 
Julienne, "  because  one  must  not  surprise  thee,  that  I  yes- 
terday  begged  him  to  join  us  in  our  visit  to  the  Princesse, 
and  that  he,  even  out  of  regard  and  dislike  to  all  resem- 
blances,  gave  me  a  downright  refusal ;  but  he  awaits  us 
to-morrow  in  the  Prince's  garden." 

Changed,  softened,  with  transfigured  eyes,  and  with 
ojiking  voice,  Linda  said,  "  Does  my  friend  love  me  so 
greatly?     But  I  love  him  exceedingly  too,  —  the  pure 
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wifl  I  m j  to  Uop  iAa  ib^ 
«äl  gH^  Cmfw  wiOi  ne.  W#  wiB  go  froM  &•  ähü^ 
sgr  JsKwnep— «boa  •&«  I  «ad  hai--lo  Td»Mfa^  .# 
iKk  BeD^or  wUtibmoerar  Im  inl^aiid  ib^4««e&ü» 
^IIiMili^dettrmoooaBdmittier  Hofir  cl^c(läe  Ae  um» 
•ad  Ute  mjn  piftf  widi  eadi  odior  1  Embnoe  we»  iqr 
Mbff«d;  faigife  thal  Uiida  bM  been  sangli^ 
&a  itam  cf  her  lieart  asttihFQd  1^^  sweel  wBepingr 
In  «ountiies  Qpon  whidi  Oe  sud  shiiifls  ««itinllf  JffM% 
li  Ae  Une  al^  dailf  inmSxmA  into  dumder«  len^aii^ 
«■i  Uack  xam,  wA  dvfy  tibe  nm  goes  down  i^^  Umi 
•ndgolifliu  t 

JaUenne  onfy  repüed,  «Betnlffiill  mw  wül  ve  ip» 
vpl" — beiog  kss  capable  tbaa  liiida  ti  swift  traari- 
tfona.  When  Übej  saw,  aboTOi  tiie  tranquSI,  Iffii^li  eon» 
tenied  Idame  again,  —  alwaja  steadfiislfy  and  8ei!eaid|r' 
acÜTe,  —  undistorbed  bj  regret  or  ezpectation,  —  wear- 
ing  only  the  harvest-wreath  of  action,  never  the  flowery 
bridal-wreath,  —  so  many  white  blossoms  at  her  feet, 
Ijing  uDgathered  for  garland  or  festoon,  —  her  pure,  radi- 
al^ sool  like  a  clear,  bright  tone,  which  bears  the  charm 
of  its  melodj  through  moist,  cloudy  air,  undisturbed  and 
unbroken,  —  then  did  she  feel  tbat  Idoine  was  connected 
with  her  by  a  more  sisterly  tie  than  Linda.  The  former 
was  to  her  an  ideal  and  a  constellation  in  her  heaven 
above  her ;  the  latter,  an  unknown  one,  which  sparkies 
far  off  and  invisible  in  a  second  hemisphere  of  the  heav- 
ens ;  bot  in  her  the  womanly  power  of  loving  on,  almost 
even  to  the  degree  of  hatred,  worked  on  more  intensely 
than  in  any  one  woman,  and  she  remained  constant  to  her 
old  fHend.  Idoine  was  one  of  those  female  souls  whicb 
resemble  the  moon  ;  pale  and  faint  must  she  stand  in  the 
magnificent  evening  sky,  which   splendor  and  bumuig 
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douds  adom,  and  not  a  single  shadow  can  she  dislodge 
on  the  earth,  and  mounts  with  invisible  rays,  but  all  other 
light  grows  pale,  and  hers  grows  out  of  the  shadow,  until 
at  last  her  supernatural  radiance  invests  the  earthly  night, 
and  t3*ansforms  it  into  a  second  world,  and  all  hearts  love 
her,  weeping,  and  the  nightingales  sing  in  her  beams. 

All  was  now  settled  and  ended.  Linda  kept  herseif 
reserved,  and  merely  from  respect  to  the  law  of  social 
propriety,  which  she  never  overstepped.  Idoine,  guess- 
ing  a  change,  softly  drew  herseif  back  out  of  her  former 
familiarity.  Early  in  the  dark  moming  they  parted,  but 
JuUenne  told  not  her  friend,  how,  when  they  left  each 
other,  she  had  seen  Idoine  turn  away  with  wet  eyes. 

126.   CYCLE. 

ALBANO  had,  during  Linda's  absence,  received 
from  Roquairol  a  request  not  to  travel  long  just 
now,  so  that  he  might  in  a  few  days  see  his  tragedy  of 
"  The  Tragedian."  Gaspard,  whom  he  found  displeased 
at  Linda's  shyness  of  marriage,  gave  him  a  singular  note 
on  a  Card  for  Linda,  containing  nothing  but  this,  from  her 
invisible  father :  — 

**I  approve  thy  love.  I  wait  for  thee  to  seal  it,  that  I 
may  at  length  embrace  my  daughter. 

«The  Futxjee  One.** 

So  many  weighty  wishes  of  others  concurring  with  his 
own,  took  away  now  from  his  tender  sense  of  honor  the 
suspicion  of  selfishness  and  importunity,  if  he  should  ask 
of  her  the  fairest  festival  of  his  life.  He  gave  his  father 
great  satisfaction  by  his  resolution  to  do  this.  Gaspard 
oommanieated  to  him  private  war  intelligence,  and  told 
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hOf  §^  far  Us  Mmk^  te  aodteii  Vtmdk» 

Mii^  ms  efw  liis  «mMl  pn^poMb    Bi  mi  fM  ü 

doiiilktibsi 

^  took  Us  jouMjy  I 
■iin  JMumifc  Itinwigh  licuHii    Bbhidvfiiiri 
i«M  to  UwMir  tiiiB  iR7  wlmi  Ii&d%  m 

hMal^ii  f fiaffci  ~  wJMm  iMi  gna  AodU  rif  i  a  Lmümiht 

«fiipl  tlie  liJi^  ftsÜTsl  bj  One  of  the  li^^best, — «ndi 
ftr  onee  two  beinip  nüght  saj  to  eadi  oHier:  Noir  üi 
lo^  eadi  ollier  fixrevan  So  blett^  «ad  with  an  aoAnW 
lov^  and  Bmmf-wanii  soulyhe  arrired  at  the  Frinbe's 
garden. 

He  alwajs,  in  his  passkmate  ptmctoality,  came  mach 
too  earlj.  No  one  was  jet  there  but  two — departtng 
ones,  Boquairol  and  the  Princess.  These  two  were  now 
so  oflen  and  so  openlj  seen  together,  that  the  appeanag 
seemed  intentionaL  Boquairol  came  courteously  to  meet 
him  and  reminded  him  of  the  received  biUet  "  This  is 
the  theatre,  dear  friend,"  said  he,  "  where  I  next  plaj ; 
most  of  the  preparations  I  have  abeady  made,  parken- 
larly  to-day,  My  excellcnt  Princess  has  granted  me 
this  spot"  ^  You  are  snrely  Coming,  too,"  said  that  lady 
in  a  friendly  manner  to  Albano.  ^  I  have  akeady  prom^ 
ised  him  as  much,"  said  Albano,  who  feit  two  ice-cellars 
blowing  upon  him  in  the  midst  of  his  spring.  Fraülein 
von  Haltermann  alone  showed  him  great  and  decided 
fioorn.   << Shall  we  go  fiigt  to  my  sister's?"  a»ked  Roquairol 
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of  thc  Piincess,  as  he  escorted  her  away.  Albano  did 
Dot  imderstand  that.  The  Princess  nodded.  They  took 
leave  of  him.  Fraülein  von  Haltertnann  seemed  to 
forget  him.  They  flew  away,  stopped  up  on  a  hill  en- 
cirded  by  the  whole  blooming  landscape,  near  a  little 
flower-garden,  and  then  rolled  along  down. 

The  Charles's-wain  with  the  beloved  maidens  came 
now  into  the  French  princely  garden.  Ardently  did 
AlbaÄo  and  Linda  press  each  other  to  their  hearts,  which 
to-day,  — just  as  if  those  hearts  had  been  a  second  time 
created  and  adomed  for  each  other  by  destiny,  —  they 
would  once  more,  with  new  hopes  and  worlds,  give  each 
other  in  exchange !  All  was  so  resplendent  around  them, 
all  new,  rare,  tranqinl ;  the  whole  world  a  garden  füll  of 
high,  fluttering  fountains,  which,  drunk  with .  splendc»:, 
flung.  their  rarnbows  through  each  other  in  the  sun.  Ju- 
Henne  drew  him  aside  to  teil  him  of  Linda's  fair  resolve ; 
bat  he  anticipated  her  with  the  intelligence  of  his.  She 
atrengthened  him  with  her  intelligence,  delighted  at  the 
Singular  playing  together  of  the  wbeels  of  fortune. 

When  Albano  and  the  bride  were  together  again,  they 
feit  a  new  wannth  of  heart ;  not  such  as  comes  from  a 
doli,  consuming  coal,  which  at  last  crumbles  into  black- 
iiess,  bat  that  of  a  higher  sun,  which  out  of  loud  flames 
makes  peaceful  rays,  and  which  surrounds  men  with  a 
warm,  mild  spring  day.  Albano  neither  delayed  nor 
introduced  the  matter,  but  gave  her  the  note  of  her 
£»ther,  and  said  during  the  reading,  with  tremblmg  voice, 
"  Thy  father  begs  with  me  and  for  me."  Linda's  tears 
gushed,  —  the  youth  trembled,  — Julienne  cried:  "Linda, 
see  how  he  loves  thee ! "  Albano  took  her  to  his  heart, 
—  Linda  stammered,  "Take,  then,  my  dear  freedom, 
and  stay  with  me."    "  Till  my  last  hour,"  said  he.    "  And 
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l»kittavt    «lalnoli^i^ilba 

«  #0  llimi  di¥lM  ouB,  ttfadc  «f  aomariwng  fiMr 

^i]lwfflbeacilf«dbjoar]0f<iidite.    ^Ti»r  Si|r 
«slfTieftP   She bqpge^— lis  wmMndp^'^dm i 

Mh  oäMrl*  Mid  Jalianii.  «^AliinQ^  ape^ 
i^Hdd  Linda»  rnrntf.  ^I  lum  mi^*  MddlKi: 
nted  liend^  offinided»  «ni  jtU,  <"!;  10%  lü 
]iiMid, — I  am  going  noir,  Jofieono.*  Nö.  pngw^  of  iil 
äüer  mdd  mdl  tlie  momided  nMidea  or  Um  asiewini 
jooth.  Anger,  with  its  spealäng-trampet  and  ear-trom- 
pet,  spoke  and  heard  everjthing  too  stronglj. 

The  Countess  went  out,  and  commanded  to  hamess  Üie 
horses.  ^  O  je  people,  and  thou  obstinate  one,"  said  Ja- 
lienne;  ^go,  I  praj,  after  her,  and  appease  her.**  Bat 
the  leaves  of  the  sensitive-plant  of  his  honor  were  now 
cmshed;  this  (to  him)  new  excitement,  this  shower  of 
Indignation  had  agitated  him;  he  asked  not  afler  her. 
^  Look  up  at  tfiat  garden,"  said  his  sister,  beside  herseif; 
**  there  hes  boried  thj  first  bride ;  O  spare  the  second  I " 
This  worked  exactlj  the  opposite  effect  to  what  she  had 
intended.  "Liana,"  swd  he,  coldlj,  "would  not  have 
been  so ;  just  go  and  attend  the  Countess ! "  **  O  ye 
men ! "  cried  she,  and  wenL 

Soon  after  he  saw  the  two  drive  awaj.  Gradually  the 
wild  horde  of  indignation  bcattered  and  vanished.  But 
he  could  not,  he  feit,  have  done  otherwise.    He  had  jour- 
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ncyed  to  meet  her  and  she  liim  with  such  new  tendemess, 
—  neither  knew  of  it  on  the  other's  part,  —  and  hence  the 
incomprehensible  contrast  enraged  both  so  exceedingly. 
He  hated,  even  in  other  men,  begging,  how  much  more  in 
■  himself,  and  never  was  he  capable  of  setting  right  a  per- 
son  who  misunderstood  him.  He  looked  now  around 
him ;  all  sparkling  fountains  of  J07  had  suddenly  sank, 
the  skies  were  desolate,  and  the  water  murmured  in  its 
depths.  He  rode  up  to  the  garden  where  Liana's  grave 
should  be.  Only  flower-beds  and  a  linden-tree  with  a  cir- 
cular  bench  did  he  see  there,  but  no  grave.  Stunned  and 
confounded,  he  looked  in  and  around  over  the  shining 
Spaces.  Obdurate,  —  tearless,  —  with  a  heart  suflfocated 
in  the  regurgitating  stream  of  love,  —  gazing  out  into  the 
Wide  future,  which  ran  between  mountains  into  crooked 
Valleys  and  hid  itself,  he  rode  gloomily  home.  Here  he 
üghted  upon  the  following  leaf  from  Schoppe,  which  the 
uncle,  hastening  on  in  advance  from  Spain,  had  lefl  for 
him. 

"It  b  all  right,  —  I  found  the  well-known  portrait, — 
I  bring  it  along  with  me  in  my  hunting-pouch,  —  I  come 
in  a  few  days  or  weeks,  —  I  have  encountered  the  Bald- 
head,  and  killed  him  dead  enough,  —  I  am  very  much  in 
my  senses.  Thy  singular  uncle  travelled  with  me  for  a 
kmg  time.  S." 


THIBTT-8SCOHD  JüBILEBi,     .  . 

117.  OTOLB. 
>A  bad  qpenl  tibe  irliol^  mimqjBtm^  it^kk 

kufeäf  wfao  aeemed  lo  her,  a»  Ii«iia  httd  ooee^ 
aeemed  ta  biiiiy  not  t»  live  in  a«iptol»  ^^ 
§n  et  love,  m  die  did» — she  had  be«i  hmg  hmliefffäliy^ 
ihe  PmioesB,  and  then  ?obbed  1^  her  of  Jolienney  whom 
she  carried  off  on  a  pleasore-drive,  and  who  coold  only 
throw  her  the  intelligence,  that  Albano  had  also  made  an 
excursion  to-day,  in  order  the  earlier  to  embrace  Schoppe, 
—  she  had  remained  qniet,  according  to  her  prineiple, ' 
that  female  pride  commands  silence,  calmness,  and  even 
oblivion,  —  when  at  evening  she  received  hj  the  blind 
maiden  from  Blumenbühl,  whom  she  had  taken  into  hev 
Service,  the  following  letter :  — 

'*  Thou  once  mine  I  Be  so  again !  I  will  still  die,  but 
onlj  for  thee,  not  for  a  people  on  the  battle-field.  For- 
give  yesterday  and  bless  to-day.  I  have  given  np  again 
my  purpose  of  an  excursion  to  meet  a  friend,  in  order  to 
throw  myself  upon  thy  heart  this  very  day  and  draw  out 
of  thy  heaven  and  fill  mine.  I  cannot  wait  until  Julienne 
comes  back;  my  heart  bums  for  thee.      To-morrow  I 
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annst  at  all  events  be  in  the  Prince's  garden,  where  Ro* 
quairol  at  last  gives  bis  Tragedian.     Come  this  evening 

—  I  implore  thee  by  our  love — at  eight  o'clock,  eiiher, 
if  it  is  clear,  into  tbe  cavem  of  Tartarus,  wbose  grave- 
digger's  finery  and  Orcus-fumiture  will  certainly  be  only 
ridiculous  to  tbee,  —  or,  if  it  is  cloudy,  to  tbe  end  of  the 
flute-delL 

"Thou  must  take  only  tby  blind  maiden  witb  tbee. 
Tbou  well  knowest  tbe  espionage  tbat  besets  ns  on  all 
sides.  I  expect  and  desire  no  answer  from  tbee,  but  at 
tbe  stroke  of  eigbt,  I  steal  tbrougb  Elysium  to  see  wbere 
Stands  tbe  goddess,  my  heaven,  my  sun,  my  bliss,  tbyselC 

*<Tht  Albano." 

As  by  a  ligbtning  beam  from  heaven,  her  wbole  being 
was  melted  into  a  soft,  blissful  glow;  for  she  believed 
wbat  the  bandwriting  said,  tbat  tbe  note  was  from  Albano, 

—  however  unexpected  so  sudden  a  conversion  appeared 
to  her  in  him ;  —  although  it  was  really  written  by  Ro- 
qnairoL  Let  us  go  back  even  to  tbe  gloomy  souroe  of 
*the  rusbing  bell-flood  which  Stretches  out  its  ice-cold  arm 
after  innocence  and  heaven. 

Boquairol  had  remained  tbrougb  the  winter,  witb  all 
the  mortifications  of  bis  ungovemable  wisbes,  tolerably 
happy  and  good ;  the  evening  star  of  love,  although  for 
him  it  rather  waned  than  waxed,  stood,  however,  not  yet 
below  the  horizon,  but  only  under  douds.  But  so  soon 
as  Linda  had  travelled  off  witb  Julienne  —  and  iudeed  as 
he  immediately  guessed  and  early  leampd  —  to  Italy ; 
then  did  a  new  storm  sweep  tbrougb  bis  life,  which  tore 
off  bis  last  blossoms  and  beclouded  bim  witb  the  long-laid 
dust ;  for  he  now,  as  he  had  himself  predicted  to  Albano, 
saw  the  net  Coming  up  stream  toward  him  and  the  Coont- 

17» 


«li^wUdidiooUtakelNyChptitODen.  lle< 
of  Us  old  pnskm  for  manj  gote  moäwKOjwhtamimtm 
xamA  agaia  hotljr  in  all  the  räm  cf  hk  ]ieart:--*]ie  ftfi 
JBlo  ezteaTaganl  ezpenae,  plsf,  ddite,  as  deqpfy  at  Is 
fwaiUycoiiUI,— Mt  laA  aaa  Bfe  i^  rtak^— tiMw  Mi 
ifim  boty  inlodie  jaws  cf  deaAi  wlio  coM  nol  bamoA- 
aldf  deatiüjr  it^ — «ad  inloxicaled  bkooelf  wHh  äia  Mi^ 
low  of  a  ac^^5e  over  Bs  nundeiad  life  mui  hopes  In  Hni 
finwnl  bowl  of  debandieiy;  a  leagoe  irludi  aeüratal^ 
aad  da^air  bara  oAan  beftre  tihis  atmdk  nith  aaidi  aÜMf 
OQ  aarA,  an  tfiaalres  of  war,  attd  i&  great  eitles. 

Qalf  ona  tfdag  äHn  hdd  tibe  Oaptaia  «pr^j^  &a  aai>' 
peetalioii  Ümt  Albaiio  woaM  keep  bis  ptesßat  cfistaiia». 
froBi  linda,  and  tben^*  tbat  die  wooM  oome  badk."  M 
ÜbSä  slaga  tba  Frineess  letoraed»  sftOI  keqpn^'fiediiailiir 
batred  of  tbe  eold  Albano,  wbose  ^chipe"  sbe  beid  btoi^ 
seif  to  be.  Boquairol  easilj  indaced  bis  father  to  bring 
him  nearer  to  her,  as  he  hoped  with  her  to  find  news 
aboat  Albano  and  everything  eise.  He  soon  became  of 
consequence  to  her  bj  the  similarity  of  bis  voiee  and.  bis 
former  friendship  for  her  foe,  and  still  more  hj  bis  rare' 
tact  of  being  to  a  woman  alwajs  exactlj  what  sbe  do- 
sired. 

As  sbe  had  alreadj  known  long  since  all  bis  earlier 
connections  and  wishes,  accordingly  so  soon  as  her  tele- 
graphs  of  Albano  had  given  her  the  intelligence  of  bis 
new  love,  she  readily  dropped  him  a  hint  on  the  subject. 
Despite  the  warm  part  which  Eoquairol  had  to  play 
foward  her,  he  was  nevertheless  furiouslj  pale  in  her 
presence,  breathless,  altemately  trembling  and  stifiening ; 
"  Is  it  so  ?  "  he  asked,  in  a  low  tone.  She  showed  him  a 
lettCÄ.  "  Princess,"  said  he,  furiously  pressing  her  band 
to  bis  lips,  **  thoa  wast  right ;  foigive  me  all  now.** 
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How  great  an  idea  he  had  had  of  Albano  he  now  for 
the  first  time  saw,  by  his  astonishment  at  what  was  the 
most  natural  thing  in  the  world.  Never  does  the  heart 
hate  more  bitterly  than  when  it  is  compelled  at  length  to 
hate,  without  respecting,  the  object  which  it  had  formerly 
been  compelled  to  respect  amidst  its  very  hatred ;  just  as, 
on  the  same  ground,  the  bad  man  is  much  more  deeply 
and  selfishly  provoked  by  another's  hypocrisy  than  the 
good  man.  Roquairol  fancied  now  Ije  had  leave  to  make 
a  real  foe  of  the  proud  friend ;  he  became,  instead  of  a 
German  min,  an  Italian  one,  füll  of  scorpions.  The  Prin- 
cess  was  the  bot  climate  which  makes  the  scorpions  for 
the  first  time  really  poisonous.  She  related  to  him  how 
Albano  had  so  long  sought  to  win  her,  and  to  decoy  her 
over  his  deep-laid  mines,  merely  in  order,  at  their  explo- 
ßion,  to  have  the  enjoyment  of  coldness  and  contempt, 
and  how  indifferently.he  had  spoken  of  the  Captain,  with- 
out condescending  so  much  as  to  hate  him. 

The  Piincess  allowed  the  Captain  to  mount  up  one  step 
after  another  on  her  throne,  tili  not  another  remained 
except  her  own  person.  She  offered  him  even  the  last 
Step  on  condition  of  avenging  her.  He  said  he  would 
avenge  her  and  himself,  for  Albano  had  sölemnly  in  Tar- 
tarus resigned  the  Countess  to  him.  Thus  did  both  seem 
to  hide  their  real  love  imder  the  mask  of  revenge ;  the 
Princess  hers  for  the  Captain,  he  his  for  Linda. 

She  brought  closer  and  closer  before  his  eye  a  plan 
which  he  did  not  discern,  however  much  she  stimulated 
him  by  the  remark  that  Albano  was  and  would  be  a  greater 
favorite  with  women  than  one  had  hitherto  thought ;  that 
even  her  excellent,  discreet  sister  Idoine,  if  one  might 
judge  by  her  silent  questions  in  letters,  and  other  signs, 
had  almost  lost  through  him  both  of  the  things  which  she  ^ 
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MIIPeMoNdtoUmbj  liilildk4iddl,~teMiiBlpiMei 
wl  Aift  he  moit  iienar  liofNi  fD  0te  or  ilf«tt  lii  in^ 
ChuiMMi  iiicMistaiit» 

JUlnt  die  M^  abwi^,  tto  fiMttMi^^ 
yoü  Itt^  lüs  TOtea^  «nl  ünb  hm  hf  ti^  to  «f^f 
«^BeaTen  «ad  hdH"  he  «sdihned,  tandiig  ükmmll^ 
«ei  and  pale,  and  looHiig  al  onee  inlo  hmrm  $M  hdB^ 
whoMdoQfBspm^opeiibeibfeÜtt.  *lb/^*lieadiei^ 
fiifakfy,  wiäMKift  haTiiig^  yet  flitihK^^  Üie  Uaek  dej^  of 
tiib  wMto-foamii^  aea.  The  Br^iee»  enibftteed  lUte 
aidenüj,  he  her  sdn  moie  9a  «Iiiapoeliefiedoii^*  «ü 
he»  *dy  ÜKNiq^t  would  eanl^  hafe  come lo me^ Ivalla 
aetnalfifelhaveiiociiiiiiiiig!*  «O  kBaTel"  öM  iM» 
Asioooaiidae  long  as  he  ni^^  veiitQie^  he  eaid  IRiei^ 
bemiM  he  knew  the  hear^  egjp^daßf  wommo^  Swi 
after,  when  they  had  been  stifl  mm  ihmk  temaids'iMi 
other,  Bald  she :  ^  If  sbe  remains  innocent  with  jau,  fhen 
you  have  offended  no  one,  and  no  one  has  lost ;  if  not, 
'  tben  either  she  was  not  so,  or  she  deserved  the  proof  tuid 
pnnishment  of  bemg  deluded.**  "  Yes,  that  is  divine,  — 
that  fita  into  the  magnificent  Tragedian,  jast  before  ihe 
end,"  Said  he,  bat  would  not  explain  himself  on  the  sub- 
ject 

Now  was  an  object  and  centre  supplied  to  the  wild  <nr- 
des  of  bis  action.  He  coldly  dissected  Albano's  love- 
letters  into  great  and  little  characters,  merely  in  order  to 
copy  them  faithfuUy ;  hence  it  was  that  Albano  once  found 
at  Rabette's  bis  handwriting  without  bis  thoughts.  fle 
inquired  of  Rabette  about  all  Albano's  lesser  relatioas.  in 
Order  to  elaborate  his  parts,  even  to  the  smallest  part^alar,' 
and  even  so  he  read  all  Italian  tourists,  in  order  to  speak 
freely  with  Linda  about  every  beautiful  spot,  where  he,  a» 
♦  Go!  fDone!)— Tr. 
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tibe  sham-Albano,  had  enjoyed  with  her  Hesperian  life. 
It  tickled  him  that  he  could  thus,  with  the  fiame  in  his 
breast,  and  with  the  cold  ice-light  in  his  head,  now  for  once 
lay  out  and  considerately  manage,  in  real  life,  all  theatri- 
cal  preparations  and  complications,  just  as  he  had  once 
done  for  the  stage. 

He  saw  Albano,  whose  haughty  treatment  he  had  expe- 
rienced,  come  from  his  journey ;  he  saw  the  blooming 
goddess  walk  in  Lilar ;  he  heard,  through  the  spies  of  the 
Princess,  of  their  engagement ;  high  heaved  his  dead  sea 
in  heavy  waves,  and  sought  to  drag  down  its  victims  from 
their  flight,  even  from  heaven.  Immediately  after  the 
tragedy  which  he  proposed  to  enact  with  Linda,  his  own 
was  to  come  in  the  Prince's  garden,  which  he  from  time 
to  time  promised  and  postponed ;  he  had  to  wait  and  spy 
long  tili  a  time  should  appear  into  which  so  many  teeth  of 
a  double  machinery  might  catch  at  once. 

At  length  the  time  appeared,  and  he  wrote  the  above- 
exhibited  letter  to  Linda.  All  was  reckoned  upon  and 
settled,  and  every  assistance  of  accident  woven  in  with  the 
plan.  His  tragedy  had  long  been  committed  to  memory 
by  his  acquaintances,  although  never  rehearsed,  because 
he,  as  he  said,  meant  to  surprise  his  fellow-players  them- 
selves  with  his  part  in  the  very  midst  of  the  play.  The 
pleasure  which  he  always  had  in  bidding  farewell,  —  be- 
cause here  the  emotion  refreshed  him  at  once  by  its  short- 
ness  and  by  its  strength,  —  he  now  gave  himself  with  as 
many  as  loved  him.  From  Babette  he  parted  with  so 
tempestuous  a  tendemöss  that  she  said  to  him,  with  alarm, 
"  Charles,  I  hope  this  does  not  signify  anything  evil  ? " 
"  All  is  evil  in  me,  just  now,"  said  he. 

Through  the  intercession  of  the  Princess  the  most  im- 
portant  spectators  were  invited  for  the  next  day  to  his 
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trugedj,  even  Gaspftrd  and  Jnlieiine,  togethar  with  fba 
oourt  The  mysterj  tooL  Even  from  the  Prinooas  bis 
part  was  oonoeadecL  Onlj  his  fiaher,  who  would  have 
been  |^  to  follow  the  coart,  he  strack  off  the  Ust  by 
pottiDg  hun  intoa  greatrage,forhekiiew  of  no  other  waj 
of  keeping  hun  back  than  bj  this  ihora-hedge.  Hb 
mother  and  Babette  he  had  conjnred  bj  their  welfiure,  bj 
his  welfare,  not  to  be  spectators  of  his  plaj. 

A  new  wind  of  fortune  had  come  to  help  bim  raise  his 
flying^nachiney  throogh  the  ungalar  brother  of  the  Saiight, 
who  heaid  with  such  joj  of  the  Iron  Mask  of  his  tragio 
mask,  that  he  came  to  bim  with  the  proposal  of  introdo- 
dng  to  bim  a  new  and  wonderfol  plajer.  ^  All  the  parts 
are  taken  up^"  said  the  poet  ^  Make  a  chonis  between 
the  actSy  and  giye  it  to  one,"  said  the  Spaniard.  Boqnairdl 
asked  after  the  player^s  name.  The  Spaniard  led  bim  to 
bis  hoteL  No  soooer  had  thej  entered,  than  a  voice 
from  witUin  lüs  Chamber  called,  in  a  guttural,  animal's 
voice,  **  Back  again  so  soon,  mj  master?  "  They  found 
within  Dothing  but  a  black  jay.  "  Post  the  bird  on  the 
stage,  let  bim  be  the  Chorus ;  let  him  repeat  in  half-song,* 
171^2:2»  voce,  on\j  two  or  three  lines;  the  efiect  will  be 
feit,"  said  the  Spaniard. 

Roquairol  was  astonished  at  the  long  recitations  of  the 
jaj.  The  Spaniard  begged  him  to  dictate  a  still  longer 
one,  that  he  might  with  his  own  ears  hear  him  drill  it  into 
the  bird.  Roquairol  gave  him,  "  In  life  dwells  deception, 
not  on  the  stage."  The  Spaniard  gave  out,  at  first,  merely 
a  Word  to  be  repeated,  then  another,  repeated  it  three 
times,  then  said,  snapping  his  fingers  by  way  of  incitement 
to  the  creature,  "  AUons  diahlesse  !  "  and  the  animal  stut- 
tered  out^  in  a  deep,  hollow  tone,  the  whole  line.  Bo- 
•  C5hant?  — Tb. 
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qnalrol  found  in  this  comic  bestial-mask  something  fright- 
fal,  and  accepted  the  proposal  to  compose  some  lines  of  a 
chorus  and  assign  them  to  the  bird,  on  one  unique  condi- 
tion,  namelj,  that  the  Spaniard  would,  the  evening  pre- 
vious,  draw  away  his  nephew  Albano  from  Pestitz,  under 
some  pretext  or  other,  and  then  appear  with  him  in  the 
Piince's  garden.  The  Spaniard  said,  "  Sir  Captain,  I 
need  no  pretext ;  I  have  a  true  reason.  I  am  to  travel 
with  him  to  meet  his  friend  Schoppe,  who  will  come 
to-morrow  evening ;  he,  too,  will  be  one  of  vour  specta- 
tors." 

Albano,  in  his  perplexed  frame  of  mind  toward  Linda, 
and  in  his  impatient  expectation  of  Schoppe,  could  not 
have  accepted  anything  so  readilj  as  a  little  plan  for  an 
excursion,  hj  which  he  might  the  earlier  have  this  beloved 
Schoppe  on  his  breast  Julienne  was  entreated  by  the 
Princess,  in  the  presence  of  the  sick  Prince,  to  accompany 
her  to  Idoine,  who  waited  for  her  half-way  at  a  frontier 
Castle,  and  to  go  back  the  next  day  into  the  Prince's  gar- 
den. She  declined.  The  sick  brother,  according  to  con- 
cert  between  him  and  the  Princess,  put  in  the  petitions 
which  had  been  requested  of  him.  The  sister  fulfilled 
thenu 

And  now  all  was  arranged  for  the  evening  on  which 
Roqaairol  was  to  see  Linda.  So  glimmer  by  night  in  the 
sheds  of  an  innocent  hamlet  the  inserted  brands  of  the 
incendiary ;  the  storm-wind  roars  around  the  weary,  sleep- 
ing  inmates ;  the  robbers  stand  on  the  mountains  in  the 
mists  of  evening,  and  look  down  in  expectation  of  the 
moment  when  the  fiery  swords  of  the  flames  shall  gleam 
out  on  all  sides  through  the  mist,  and  rob  and  murder 
with  them,  as  they  rush  down  on  the  dismayed  and  de- 
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LINDA  tead  flie  letter  mnatnerable  ttraes  over»  wept 
ftr  sweet  love,  and  ne>*er  once  thought  of— for- 
g^i^Dgii  Tfajs  bree20  of  loTt^,  \vhich  bend^  all  the  Towers 
and  breaka  iione,  f^he  had  hers^Lf  so  long  wbhed  i  and 
noWi  aü  at  cmcy  afier  ihe  foggj  dead-caloi  of  the  he  Art,  it 
came  fteah  and  liinDg,  through  the  garden  of  her  life^ 
She  eoold  hawily  wmt  for  eigbt  o'cloel-  Sbe  helped  her- 
adf  mbSi»  Ä^ty  the  lime  hj  selecting  her  dress,  which  at 
last  00il8i8t6d  of  die  vetl,  hat^  and  aU  the  tlungs  which  she 
lud  from  wtei  she  found  her  lOTer  for  tJie  first  tlme  oa 
die  idand  oT  I^chm. 

SIm  {&oed  npon  her  bcatmg  bo&om  tl*e  paradbe,  or 
cnmge-bkNnoais»  the  index  es  of  ibat  tlme  and  world,  and 
went  «t  die  appoint^d  hour,  with  ihe  blind  maiden  on  her 
arm,  down  into  the  garden.  As  well  from  batred  of  Tbj^ 
taras  as  from  compliance  witb  the  letter,  she  took  the  road 
to  the  flute-deU.  The  night  was  obscure  to  her  eye,  and 
the  blind  maiden  acted  as  her  guide. 

Overhead,  ön  the  altar-mount  of  Lllar,  like  the  evil 
spirit  on  die  battlement  of  Paradise,  stood  Roquairol, 
looking  sharply  down  into  the  garden,  to  find  Linda  and 
her  path.  His  festive-steed  had  been  fastened  down 
below  in  the  deep  thicket  to  some  foreign  shrubbery. 
Füll  of  fury  he  saw  Dian  and  Chariton  still  Walking  in 
the  garden  with  the  children,  and  up  in  the  thunder- 
house  a  little  light  He  cursed  every  disturbing  soul, 
for  he  was  determined  to  murder  this  evening,  in  case 
of  necessity,  every  stormer  of  his  heaven.  At  last  he 
saw  Linda's  tall,  red-dressed  form  move  toward  the  flute- 
deU,  go  up  to  the  threshold  of  bush-work,  and  disappeiar 
behind  it 
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He  hastened  down  the  long,  spiral  mountain,  wann  as 
a  poisoned  snake.  He  heard  behind  him  some  one 
hurrying  after  in  tlie  long  windings  of  tlie  bushes.  In 
a  fvLTj  he  drew  a  sword-cane,  which,  with  a  pocket-pistol, 
he  had  by  him.  At  last  he  saw  an  odious  form,  hke  an 
evil  spirit,  running  afler  him;  it  attacked  him.  It  was 
the  long-armed  ape  of  the  Princess.  He  run  him  through 
on  the  spot,  in  order  not  to  be  followed  by  him. 

Below,  in  the  open  garden,  he  went  slowly,  in  order 
not  to  awaken  any  suspicion.  He  stole  soflly  as  death, 
when  on  the  thunder-car  of  a  cloud  he  sails  unheard 
through  the  air  over  a  blossoming  tree,  beneath  which  a 
virgin  leans,  and  hid  the  murderous  thunder-bolt  in  bis 
breast.  He  opened  the  high  gate-shrubbery  of  the  flute- 
dell;  all  was  still  within  there  and  ^ark  ;  only  in  the 
Upper  heavens  a  singular,  roaring  storm  swept  along  and 
chased  the  herd  of  clouds,  but  on  the  earth  it  sounded 
low,  and  not  a  leaf  stirred.  "  Is  any  one  there  ?  "  asked 
the  blind  gate-keeper.  "  Good  evening,  maiden,"  said 
Boquairol,  in  order  by  the  tone  of  bis  speech  to  pass  for 
Albano. 

Deep  in  the  vale,  which  now  grew  jiarrower  and  more 
leafy,  Linda  was  singing  softly  an  old  Spanish  melody  of 
her  childhood's  time.  At  last  she  was  visible  ;  the  giant- 
snake  made  the  poisonous  spring  at  the  sweet  form,  and 
she  was  entwined  in  a  thousand-fold  embrace. 

He  hung  on  her  speechless,  breathless ;  the  cloud  of 
bis  life  broke ;  buming  tears  of  passion  and  pain  and  joy 
gushed  out;  all  the  arms  into  which  the  stream  of  bis 
love  had  hitherto  run  round  in  shallows,  rushed  together 
roaring,  and  grasped  and  bore  one  form.  "  "Weep  noj:, 
my  good  Albano ;  we  surely  love  each  other  again  for- 
evar,"  said  Linda,  and  the  tender,  beautiful  lip  gave  him 


4ü  :  «TAÄ. 


[%htr]ed  round  and  bore  bim  widi  it,  and  aroutid  the  he»d 
\m\wU  hung  lashed  thereto  the  circling  ünmes  waved  high, 
iTixim  a  dreiid  of  being  j?een,  if  hc  &honJd  look,  and  from 
[|dea^ure^  he  had  closed  his  eyea;  now  he  opened  them, — 
and  tliere,  io  aear  to  him  and  in  his  arms,  he  beheld  the 
loftj  form,  the  proud,  bloommg  eounteoance  and  the 
itnoi^l^  warm  ejm  of  love.  **Thou  heavcnly  one,"  &aid 
^e,  *'  kill  me  in  thts  hour,  that  ao  I  maj  die  in  heaven. 
Bow  can  I  wish  to  Hve  an j  longer  aller  it  ?  0  that  I 
kcould  pour  mj  eoul  into  my  tears  and  my  life  into  thine, 
tnd  ihen  be  no  roore  !" 

"  Albano,'^  eajd  she,  *'  why  art  thou  to-day  so  altered, 
so  ead,  ISO  teudcr  ?  *' 

"  Call  me  rat  her,"  £aid  he,  "  by  thy  name»  as  loTera 
j^change  names  in  Otaheite.  Ferhapa  I  have  drunk  a 
Bltle,  loo ;  but  I  truly  repent  of  yei^terday,  and  I  truly 
love  thee  anew.  Ah,  thou,  dost  thoa,  then,  also  love 
my  very  innermost  seif,  Linda  ?  " 

**  Sweet  youth,  can  I  then,  now,  choose  but  love  thee 
eternally?  I  do,  indeed,  henceforth  cleave  to  thee  and 
thou  to  me.** 

'*  Ah,  thou  dost  not  know  me.  When  does  man  know, 
then,  that  precisely  he,  this  very  I,  is  meant  and  loved  ? 
Only  forms  are  embraced,  only  the  fleshly  covering  is 
enfolded  in  the  arms;  who,  then,  clasps  a  person  to  a 
person?    Perchance  GocL^ 

"  And  I  do  thee,"  said  Linda. 

"  O  Linda,  wilt  thou  still  love  me  in  my  grave,  when 
the  chaff  of  life  is  flown  away,  —  still  love  me  in  my  hell, 
when  I  have  deceived  thee  out  of  love  to  thee  ?  Is  love, 
then,  love's  justification  ?  " 

^  I  love  thee  always,  so  long  as  thou  lovest  me.    Art 
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tbou  the  poison-fiower ;  then  am  I  the  bee,  and  die  on 
the  sweet  cup." 

The  bride  sank  on  bis  neck.  He  clasped  her  passion- 
ately,  and  grew  more  and  more  like  the  glacier,  which  by 
very  warmth  rolls  further  onward,  and  in  melting  deso- 
lates. Around  him  daneed  the  pleasures  with  heavenly 
£äces,  but  showed  him  in  their  hands  the  masks  of  furies. 

"  Thou  wilt  die  of  love ;  I  am  already  dead  from  love. 
O,  thou  knowest .  not  how  long  ago  I  loved  thee  I "  he 
answered. 

"  Glowing  heart,"  said  she,  "  think  of  this  night  when 
thou  one  day  seest  Idoine  I  *'  "  Then  shall  I  see  only  my 
risen  sister,"  said  he,  but  instantly  trembled  at  the  truth's 
having  escaped  his  lips.  "  One  sees/'  he  added,  hastily, 
*'  the  risen  Herculaneum,  but  one  dwells  overhead  in  the 
blooming  Portici.  Thou  and  I  saw  in  Baja's  gold,  under 
the  sea,  the  sunken  arches  and  gates,  and  we  sailed  on 
farther  toward  living  cities.  Is  even  Boquairol,  I  pray, 
like  me  in  so  many  things,  and  does  he  love  thee  so 
much,  and  has  he  loved  thee  so  long,  and  died  onee,  too, 
like  Liana  ?  ** 

"  But  that  creature  I  had  never  loved,  and  now  am  I 
thy  eternal  bride." 

**  Poor  fellow !  But  I  did  wrong,  however,  I  think, 
when  I  onee,  in  the  cavem  of  Tartarus,  renounced  thee, 
the  unseen,  beforehand,  out  of  love  toward  my  friend." 

"  Certainly  not.  But  how  have  we  both  fallen  upon 
the  subjeet  of  this  uncomfortable  being  ?  '*  said  she,  kiss- 
ing  him. 

"  Ohcomfartable,*  indeed,"  replied  he,  with  bitter  em- 

*  Linda  had  called  him  uriheimUch  ("  discomfortable/'  to  nse  Shake- 
8peare*8  word);  Boquairol,  playing  on  the  word,  replies,  ^^  keimlich 
(dose,  8I7)  I  shonld  rather  saj.'*  Bnt  the  conceit  seems  untranslat- 
able.  —  Tb. 


•od  Ittg^  aad  deieniuiied  now  lo  weste  Ai^  tawiri  wi 
OTirteirtnfeftitiife.  He  b«tt  litdaA  €«gta%  ^ii^^ 
dmiil  hli  m^  md  adiM  aat  «iidm«i;^liiMMiiMl 
jte  ijiiif  n  tlwwniM  ßnm  %m  hmam  mA  lAmm 
I  beUod  Idn.  «Lo^  li  tmmg  maA  d|^  «il 
aad  M^"  amH  1»i  «low  i»  amrier  «nd  Am 
ani  dMidi  ffid  ptfe  «iil  fiMmM  GUI^g«lii^w<Mdi  MiMi 
flMed  Ui  OMonui  m  tb»  iMk  eaif  in<^  Ite  idMr^ 
learniiig  firam  her  wl^  ke  ae  kifed  lier«    I  eouli  äboi.  ## 

«Si«iae  JÜltuM,  de  not  driok  ie  isjr  meiet  Iteai 
«it  Iwi  kapelnoMi  evw  thy  e/ghtew»  stocoil  IHü 
eHttKNI  Kl»?*  -I 

«'All  ti^i^  et  enoe»  Uk»  e  twpeBl  ftd  of  gtoiiitt|| 
iMel^— lad  mj  lieevea  k  knneMOB  wllii  Ig^itaiDgma 
ead  I  tibfow  oold  haOi  ttid  OM  destmedoof  efter  ün 
other ;  and  a  wann  rain  hXh  opon  the  flowers,  and  a 
still  bow  of  peace  knits  together  heaven  and  earth." 

At  this  moment  he  saw  in  heaven  the  storm-eloudsy 
like  storm-birdsy  alreadj  fljing  more  brightly  between 
the  Stars  and  near  the  angrj,  bloody  eye  of  Mars ;  the 
moon,  that  came  to  scare  and  betraj  him,  soon  threw 
upon  him  the  judging  eye  of  a  god.  In  defianee  of  fate, 
he  tore  open  for  his  violent  kisses  the  nun's  veil  and 
saintly  splendor  of  the  virgin's  bosom.  Far  off  stood 
the  beacon-tower  of  conscience  enveloped  in  thick  douds. 
Linda  wept,  trembling  and  glowing,  on  his  breast.  "  Be 
my  good  genius,  Albano,"  said  she.  "  And  thy  evil  one. 
But  call  me  only  one  Single  time  Charles,"  said  he,  fall 
of  passion.  ^'O,  be  caUed  Charles,  but  remain  my  for- 
mer Albano,  my  holy  Albano,"  said  she. 

Suddenly  the  flutes  in  the  dell  began,  which  the  pioua 
father  cäused  to  play  at  his  evening  devotions.    Like 
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tones  of  music  on  the  battle-field,  tliey  called  down  mur- 
der.  Then  did  Linda's  golden  throne  of  life  and  of  häp- 
piness  melt  away,  and  the  wliite,  bridal  garment  of  her 
innocence  was  rent  and  bumt  to  ashes. 

"  Now  am  I  tliine  until  my  death !  *'  said  she,  softlj, 
with  streams  of  tears.  "  Only  tili  mine  IJ'  said  he,  and 
wept  now  softly  with  the  weeping  flutes.  Upon  the 
golden  ball  on  the  mountain  already  glimmered  the  moon, 
which,  like  an  armed  comet,  like  a  one-eyed  giant,  pressed 
on,  to  drive  the  sinner  out  of  his  Eden.  "  Stay  tili  the 
moon  comes,  that  I  may  look  into  thy  face,"  she  begged. 
"  No,  thou  divine  one,  my  festive  steed  already  neighs ; 
the  death-torch  burns  down  into  my  band,"  said  he,  in  a 
low,  tragic  tone.  The  storm  had  passed  from  heaven 
down  to  the  earth.  She  replied,  "  The  storm  is  so  loud, 
what  saidst  thou,  love?"  He  wildly  kissed  again  her 
lips  and  her  bosom.  He  could  not  go ;  he  could  not  stay. 
"  Go  not  to-morrow,"  said  he, "  to  the  Tragedian,  I  entreat 
thee ;  the  end,  I  hear,  is  too  agitating." 

"  Besides,  I  never  like  such  things.  O,  stay,  stay 
longer ;  I  am  sure  I  shall  not  see  thee  again  to-morrow." 
He  pressed  her  to  himself,  closed  her  eyes  with  his  face. 
The  moon  had  already  reared  its  Grorgon  head  in  the 
east ;  he  would  let  go  life  when  he  let  her  go  from  his 
arms ;  and  yet  every  stammered  word  of  love  consumed 
the  Short  moment  The  storm  labored  in  the  tom  trees, 
and  the  Üute-tones  glided  away  like  butterflies,  like  inno- 
cent  children  beneath  the  great  wing.  Roquairol,  as  if 
oonfounded  by  such  a  presence,  was  near  upon  the  point 
of  saying,  look  at  me,  I  am  Roquairol ;  but  the  thought 
quickly  placed  itself  between,  she  does  not  deserve  that 
of  thee ;  no,  let  her  leam  it  for  the  first  time  in  that  hour 
when  cme  foi^ves  everything  I    Tet  once  more  he  held 


I 


faer  pusajanat^ly  da^ped   to  himself ;  a.1ready  tlic  moon^ 
l%bi  felJ  in  upon  botk  ;  he  repeated  a  thotiäand  wards  oj 
love  ftiid  teüdernessi,  thmst  her  biick,  tumed  Ewiftly  rourn^- 
ftnd  fttalke4  aWay  in  Albano^s  dre^  tlirougli  ihe  vale. 

^*Good  Qigbt,  maiden,'*  said  he  to  the  blind  girl, 
pai^stng*  Linda  sang  not  again  as  before..  Tbe  staif 
looked  down  upoQ  him ;  th^  &torm  wiad^  spake  to  him ; 
the  pleaäure^  went  along  hy  him,  bat  they  had  now  the 
maskä  of  the  furie?  on  their  faces.  An  arm  etruck  down  , 
from  bcaveiiT  an  arm  grasped  up  from  hell,  and  botli^ 
irould  seize  him,  to  tear  him  asunder,  «Well,  well," 
^d  he,  **  I  was  fortunate  indeed,  bat  I  might  have  been 
ßtill  more  so  had  I  been  her  curs41  Albano,'^  and  flung 
himself  upoo  bis  f^stiFe  horse»  and  flew  the  £ame  uighl 
to  the  Fmice's  garden. 


129.  CYCLB. 


1 


ALBANO  and  his  uncle  went  on  to  meet  the  an- 
nounced  Schoppe  from  village  to  village.  The 
unde  oontinually  pushed  back  the  hope  before  them  like 
a  horizon,  farther  and  farther,  as  they  advanced.  Once, 
at  evening,  the  Count  fancied  he  heard  Schoppe's  voice 
close  beside  hun ;  in  vam,  the  beloved  man  came  not 
yet  to  his  heart,  and  with  longing  impatience  Albano 
saw  the  cloads  in  heaven  sail  along  over  the  way  which 
bis  prcdous  one  was  taking  beneath  them  on  the  earth. 
The  uncle  told  him  a  long  story  of  a  secret  trouble  which 
oflen  weighed  down  the  Librarian,  and  of  his  liability  to 
attacks  of  madness,  which  had  some  time  ago  repelled 
him  from  him,  because  among  all  men  there  was  none  he 
dreaded  so  much  as  the  madman.  Of  Romeiro's  portraii 
he  seemed  to  know  nothing.     Albano  was  süent  with 
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▼exatioBi  for  the  Spaniard  was  one  of  those  insufferable 
men  who,  with  sleek,  steady  face,  and  with  screwed-up 
ähd  helmed  soul,  can  let  another's  contradiction  flutter 
around  them  without  any  contradiction  on  their  part, 
without  echo,  without  a  reflection  or  alteration,  and  to 
whom  another's  discoufse  is  only  a  still  dew,  the  fall  of 
which  wears  away  no  stone.  To  this  was  added  Albano's 
exasperation  agsdnst  his  new  falsehood  about  Schoppe's 
nearness,  and  against  his  own  incapacity  of  listening  for 
a  good,  long  hour  incredulously  to  what  a  liar  is  saying. 

**  Schoppe  is,  upon  my  word,  already  arrived  at  the 
Prince's  garden  by  another  route,"  said  the  Spaniard  at 
last,  in  quite  a  lively  mood,  and  advised  tuming  back,  in 
the  comfortable  enjoyment  of  that  cool,  impudent  faculty 
he  had  of  jamming  up  every  one  who  did  not  do  homage 
to  him,  between  sharp,  tedious  ice-fields. 

They  arrived  before  the  princely  garden  in  the  midst 
of  nothing  but  carriages,  out  of  which  were  alighting  the 
spectators  of  to-day's  dramatic  festivaL  Albano  found 
among  them  already  his  father,  the  Princess,  and  Julienne, 
and,  among  the  actors,  Bouverot,  his  old  exercise-master 
Falterle,  and  the  yellow-dressed  merchant's  lady  in  the 
red  shawl,  who  had  once  been  less  in  than  on  RoquairoFs 
heart,  and  finally  Roquairol  himself.  The  Captain  stepped 
up  immediately,  first  and  foremost,  to  the  well-known 
Albano,  and  said,  with  elaborate  ease,  the  play  would 
begin  soon,  only  Dian  with  his  wife  was  still  expected. 
Dian,  always  easily  moved,  most  of  all  by  an  invitation, 
could  least  of  all  resist  one  when  art  was  the  occasion ; 
through  him  Chariton  also  was  soon  gained  for  the  play, 
but  not  without  one  condition,  —  that  she  was  to  play  in 
the  piece  the  part  of  a  beloved  to  no  one  but  her  spouse. 
When  Boquairol  spoke  with  Albano,  he  found  it  hard 


j«i«lmiilpli^gn«4)loiidt' .     .'*._-/  :c..^  % 

.0^  liada  of  wboie  jübmiw  I#  Mrklcli  io^ Joi^^^ 

«Dd  at  this  moamV  in  tbe  tiinrst  «f  li¥i^.li%  jh  J^^ 
«sked  ao  question  aboat  ejes.  ^Ah,  bere  I  am,  ftfter 
alll"  Said  Linda,  and  came  to  meet  him,  interweaviag 
the  delicate  vino-tendrils  of  sdfl  glances  with  bis,  so  shj- 
I7  and  80  lovinglj;  and  tbe  evening  blush  of  basbfu]^ 
ness,  like  a  spring-redness  in  the  nigbt,  manüed  her 
beaven,  and  tbe  wbite  moon  of  innocence  stood  in  tbe 
midst  of  it  Albano  was  dissolved  witb  tbe  aielting  wind 
of  tbis  foi^veness,  reproacbed  bimself  witb  bis  sweet 
joj  at  ber  conversion,  as  if  it  were  a  selfisb  pride  in  bis 
victorj,  and  could  bardlj,  in  tbe  fair  oonfudkxi  o£  good 
fortune,  command  bis  sweet  astonisbment  and  bis  melting 
beart,  wbicb  would  fain  dlssipate  itself  before  ber  like  a 
tempest  into  evening  dew.  He  tbrew  bis  soul  into  bis 
eye,  and  gave  it  to  bis  beloved.  Before  Cbariton  be  feit 
tbat  be  must  veil  bimself.  To  Dian  and  Linda  be  said, 
as  tbej  looked  into  tbe  setting  sun,  onlj  tbe  word, 
«Iscbial" 
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"  There  lies,  dear  Anastasius,"  said  Chariton  to  Dian, 
«  m7  good  friend  Liana  buried,  and  one  knows  not  prop- 
erly  whereabouts  in  the  garden,  for  one  sees  really  nothing 
trat  flowers  and  flowers ;  however,  she  so  ordered  it." 
"  That  is  very  sad  and  fine,"  said  Dian ;  "  but  let  it  be,  — 
gone  is  gone,  Chariton  ! "  and  led  her  aside,  out  of  indul- 
gence  to  the  lovers.  Albano,  who  overlooked  nothing, 
and  overheard  everything,  showed  plainly  enough  how 
much  he  had  been  agitated  by  Chariton's  words.  Linda, 
too,  perceived  it  "  Only  speak  out  thy  sadness,"  said 
she ;  '*  I  do  truly  love  her  too."  "  I  am  tliinking  upon 
the  living,"  said  he^  collecting  himself,  and  looked  timidly, 
not  upon  the  flower-garden,  but  upon  the  sun-enchanted  * 
evening  landscape ;  "  can  one,  then,  sufficiently  forgive, 
and  think  no  evil  upon  the  earth  ?  Linda,  O  how  thou 
forgivest  me  to-day ! " 

"  Friend,"  said  she,  "  when  you  siq  you  shall  receive 
forgiveness  ;  but  until  then,  I  pray  you  be  quiet !  "  He 
looked  upon  her  significantly.  "Hast  thou  not  ab*eady 
forgiven,  and  have  not  I  too?  But'couldst  thou  have 
known  how  intimately  I  lived  with  thee  during  these  days 
on  the  way  to  my  Schoppe,  and  brought  over  the  divine 
past  into  the  future  —  ah,  can  I  then  teil  thee  all  in  this 
place  ?  "  Fortunately  she  —  like  other  women,  attending 
less  to  words  than  to  looks,  gestures,  and  actions  —  heard 
more  with  the  spiritual  than  the  bodily  ear,  and  stepped 
not  over  the  brink  of  the  abyss  which  his  words  laid  open 
80  near  her.  Thus  did  these  two  now  play,  like  children, 
near  the  cold  thunder-charged  lightning-rod,  out  of  which 
at  the  smallest  nearer  approach  must  dart  the  flashing 
scythe  of  death. 

*  The  German  Bormentrvnken  (sim-dnmken)  is  somewhat  strong  fbr 
onr  English  speech.  —  Tb. 
VOL.  II.  18 
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^Tfmmokwmidamn  with  hb  Immi  bf  Ite  lud» 

.jirfft  mi  die  anvKiUi  towwy  g^i^^  omr  iato^  liw  ^iiüal 

fUttk    Oat  of  the  ibpOs  cf  Um  pteeify  giniM  euM 
•  üMt  flntlttiog  np  tiuom^  tfie  loog  «twing  j«^»  ai^ 

ieUM  tfie  goldaii  kyjdaeiyi^    Xbe  ngni  wen  mMimf 

l— and  liid  kyfing  hmrli  beema  fiiüof  ^ 
Iht  iij»  mxlkf  1h»  tones  aosndL 
JJNnp  kj  A  goldea  emle  of  gwAsi 
^raen  ▼«007%  and  «very  Ikmw  woA»ä\Mk  ha  laOlm 
MiertiMlail  latg^rii« goU, and  beeame  Aa^enMUbiir 
tiie  eje»  tfie  craile  of  the  hearl.  Tlie  bvocs  ]oo|»d^^ 
i  otiber,  ttid  npoii  the  eardii  wUh  Jupiied  lodei;  the 

:  worid  i|i|iea»d  lo  them  onty  lä  ^  laagie  fiolnor- 
of  Iheir  hearta^  aad  tfaej  woe,  lheauelTe%  bolh»  ^mif 
floating  Images  therein. 

^  Linda,  I  will  be  more  gentle,"  said  he.  ^  I  swear  it 
bj  the  Saint  in  whose  garden  we  stand  I "  ^  Be  so,  dear 
one ;  in  Lilar  thou  wast  not  so ! "  said  she.  He  under- 
stood  it  of  his  storminess  toward  Liana.  "Buiy  this 
recollecdon  in  thy  love  ! "  said  he,  reddening.  She 
looked  upon  him  like  a  yirgin,  —  her  inner  being  had 
renudned  virginal  and  innocent,  —  as  the  peach  tums  its 
red  and  glowing  side  toward  the  sun,  but  keeps  under 
the  leaves  the  tender  white.  Her  eye  drank  £rom  his, 
his  drank  from  hers ;  the  heavens  mingled  with  her 
heaven,  the  purple  sun  glimmered  back  out  of  the  warm 
dew  of  loving  eyes.  "  O  that  I  might  now  kiss  thee ! " 
said  Albano.  "Ah,  that  thou  mightest!"  said  Linda. 
*•  So  goldenly  did  the  sun  once  go  down  into  the  sea  I " 
Said  he.  "  And  aflerward  we  gave  each  other  the  first 
kissl"  said  she.     «  We  will  see  each  other  now  mach 
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oftener,"  said  he.  "Tes,  indeed,  and  longer  hj  day;  by 
night  I,  poor  one,  have,  indeed,  no  eye.  Even  now  is 
my  eye  abeady  going  down  yonder,"  said  ehe,  as  the 
son  sank  from  sight. 

It  was  a  good,  gentle  spirit,  or  Liana's  own,  —  that 
spirit  which  conduets  man  by  the  gradual  transition  of 
twilight  over  into  night,  which  pours  soothing  t&rs  into 
sorrow  and  into  ecstasy,  and  which  suffers  not  the*  short 
path  of  love's  evening  star  to  be  overcast  with  clouds,  — 
this  spirit  it  was  which  saved  their  tongues  and  ears  from 
the  terrible  soand  which  would  at  once  have  torn  up  the 
golden  magic  circle  of  evening  into  an  all-surrounding 
blaze  of  hell. 

•*  Who  is  that  Coming  so  hastily  yonder  ?  **  said  Linda. 
**  My  foe,"  said  Albano.  Koquairol  had  missed  him,  and 
had  heard  of  Linda's  arrival ;  in  the  hell-torment  of 
anxiety,  lest  what  had  happened  the  night  before  might 
reveal  itself  before  them  this  evening,  he  hurried,  under 
the  pretext  of  going  to  get  Dian  as  a  performer  and 
Albano  as  a  hearer,  up  the  mountain.  Like  a  centaur, 
half  man,  half  wild  beast,  he  broke  in  upon  the  melodioas 
souls  and  joys  with  the  hollow,  confused  war  of  his  whole 
being.  But  hardly  had  he  perceived  in  their  looks  the 
oonsecration  of  raptare,  and  seen  that  the  black  curtain 
still  lay  fast  upon  his  murder,  when  the  grim  spirit  of 
jealousy  reared  itself  within  him.  "  She  is  now  my 
betrothed,"  he  said  to  himself ;  and  the  solar  eclipse  of 
confused  repentance  was  eclipsed  by  the  tempest  of  cha- 
grin.  Linda,  kindling  into  anger  from  an  inward  shudder 
at  his  similarity  of  voice,  sfood  before  him  like  a  dia- 
mond,  clear,  sparkling,  hard  and  cutting;  but  Albano, 
amidst  the  echoes  of  the  harmony,  stood  gently  on  the 
churchyard  of  the  sister  of  this  brother,  and  not  without 


flome  cnnfaäion.    Roqtiairol  was  hatint«^  ag^n  by  jester.  ] 
4»f*  nrnd&m  suspicion,  tbat  perliaps  Albano  and  Lind 
were  DO  longtT  innöceBL 

Angrily,  he  now  tavited  Linda  to  make  one  of  the 
epectatorf  at  hh  traged/.  **  Yoa  told  mo,"  said  she  to 
Alb^tjo,  *^  tt  eoDcladed  ao  tragicalij ;  I  am  no  fnend  of  ^ 
tliiO,"  ^  He  iä  not  at  all  acquamted  witb  it^"  ^Id  Rom^ 
qoiKimL  ''No,"  said  Albano.  Aa  tlic  serpent  looked 
down  upcn  tbe  pamdi^e  of  the  first  palr,  so  looked  he 
whb  the  pkasing  Qon.^cionsness  that  he  could  band  them 
the  apple  frora  the  tree  of  knowledge  which  should  im- 
mediately  drive  ihem  oüt  frora  tlieirs.  "  Besldt^^,"  shf 
eiibjoined»  "I  ©e€  badljr  in  the  erening,  or  not  at  alL^^S 
Boqualrol  u0v«ted  to  be  surprtäed  at  that^  joked  upon  the  ^ 
gain  which  it  would  be  to  bim  as  first  b^er  in  the  plaj» 
i{  she  onljr  heard  him»  and  begged  Dian  to  unite  in  en> 
treatmg  h*?r.  Not  inbom,  büt  acquired  coldneas,  has  at 
oommand  the  higbest  falsehood  ^  the  former  is  capable 
only  of  dissimalation,  the  latter  of  Simulation  also,  be« 
cause  it  at  once  knows  and  uses  all  ways  and  meana 
of  kindlmg  a  fire,  and  keeps  its  firm  Standing  on  sHpperj 
ice  by  the  ashes  of  former  heat.  When  Albano  himself 
at  length  advised  her  to  take  part  in  the  tragic  enjoy« 
ment,  and  grant  her  friends  of  both  sexes  below  there  the 
fiiir,  pure  enjoyment  of  her  presence,  tben  she  conaented, 
not  without  wondering  at  bis  retraction. 

She  took  Chariton  into  her  carriage.  The  men  walked 
on  ahead.  On  the  way  Koquairol  said  to  Dian,  who  had 
to  play  the  character  of  Albano  in  the  piece,  '<  So  soon 
as  I  have  said,  in  the  fourth  act,  ^  Even  spiritual  love 
goes  to  meet  sensual,  and,  afiter  all,  like  a  seafarer  on  bis 
way  eastward,  arrives  at  last  in  the  knds*  of  sundown,' 
theo  jou  fall  in."    Dian  laoghed,  and  said,  "<  I'll  fall  h». 
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In  Ttalj,  howeyer,  the  passage  begins  at  once  as  a  south- 
erly  and  westerly  one."  Albano  was  silent  for  vexation, 
and  repented  having  helped  persuade  Linda  to  this  doubt- 
ful  Festival.  The  Princess  cast  sundry  rapid  glances  of 
contempt  at  the  cheated  Linda,  and  ehe  answered  them 
with  the  like ;  distinguished  women  betray  their  sex  most 
in  hostile  contact  with  difltmguished  ones 

130.   CYCLE. 

MOST  of  the  spectators  had  in  the  beginning  come 
more  for  ihe  sake  of  the  spectators  and  perform- 
ers  than  of  the  play ;  bot  soon  they  were  attracted  by 
the  mystery  and  by  the  extraordinary  stage  itself.  The 
scene  was  laid  on  the  so-called  Island  of  Slumber  in  the 
Prince's  garden,  which  was  covered  with  a  wild,  thick 
tangle  of  flowers,  bushes,  and  high  trees.  Its  eastem 
ude  showed  an  open,  free  foreground,  on  which  the  Per- 
formance was  to  take  place,  with  a  white  Sphinx  on  an 
empty  tomb  farther  in  among  the  green.  The  wings  of 
the  soenes  were  the  dark  leafy  parts  ;  pit  and  boxes  the 
shore  opposite,  which  was  separated  from  the  Island  by  a 
lake,  about  as  broad  as  a  moderate-sized  ship.  From  two 
trees  of  the  two  opposite  shores  hung  down  like  a  lantem 
out  OTer  the  middle  of  the  lake  the  cage  of  the  jay  or 
Chorus,  suspended  there  by  way  of  bringing  her  deep, 
dull  Yoice  nearer  to  the  spectators.  ''  I  am,  to  teil  the 
truth,  curious,"  said  thje  Blnight  to  bis  son,  "to  know 
wbence  you  will  draw  the  tragical."  "  Leave  me  alone 
for  that  I  *'  said  Roquairol,  who  had  hitherto  been  Walking 
backward  and  forward  silently  and  uneasily,  with  bis  eyes 
on  the  ground ;  "  only  I  must  make  a  general  request  of 
the  oompany  to  be  pardoned  the  delay.    When  I  address 


^ÜMI  ti  te  «Hl  Ml»  I  «iii  V«lf  INBl  tBJB  flu  ipt 

«i%ir  IlMdijr  teg^  jQsl  M  düt  tertliiiigdiftl  iiiiNi^ 

j|l  leng^  Im  «iiilMal»d»1lttkftfiM  flüil  imf  ^^»(Niiif 
pifei  li  Ite  Oiarai^s  teil^«i  he  mM^  ana  fttiüt  Ü«r 
Tbn  flu  «Üher  flig^M  il^id  iiv«r  Mi  ÜW 
ADiveielottMdiid  flht  HtMi  ttia^0#|ifte 
ia  die  €aiboirarad  imtem  putB  of  flie  I^«|f 
Am  immoftal  ofwteie  fivm  Moanlfii  Den  Aii^  väii 

tö  flie Ji^»  «Bi  ciqpp^  lus  baiiAl  et  flie  attme^tei'  i#W 

«(^ea  die  .coSn»*'  flie  oraterd'  MgMS  te  VhdttüP 

arfhettOLf  —  ^<^»en  the  cofBn  in  tfae  chorchyard,  ftnd 
fihow  for  the  last  time  the  breast  of  the  corpse  and  his 
drj  ejelidy  and  then  shat  it  to  forever." 

At  this  moment  Lilia  (Chariton)  and  Carlos  (Dian) 
stepped  forth,  —  two  lovers  jet  in  the  earliest  time  of 
the  first  loYO.  No  sad  rain  of  tears  jet  swept  awaj  the 
golden  moming  dew,  thej  are  so  trae  to  each  other. 
Lilia  rejoices  with  him  that  her  brother  Hiort  is  jnst 
Coming  back  from  his  travels  to  find  his  jonthfurfriaid 
Garlos  her  etemal  one.  "  Perhaps  he,  too,  is  right  fop- 
tonate,"  said  Lilia.  "  O,  certainly  so,"  said  Carlos ;  **  he 
is  indeed  that,  and  eyer3rthing  eise."  At  times  both  were 
silent  in  happj  contemplation  of  each  other ;  then  tones 
went  np  ont  of  the  veiled  west  of  the  Island  and  bore  the 
mute  J07  into  the  ether,  and  showed  it  to  them  hovering 
and  glorified»  A  sweet  sjmpathy  difiTused  itself  among 
the  spectators  for  Dian's  and  Chariton's  Imitation  of  theif 
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own  fair  reaKty,  so  dellcate,  yet  mingled  witb  southera 
glow;  they  heard  and  saw  Greeks.  All  at  once  Lüia 
fled  behind  the  flower-bushes,  for  her  enemy,  SalerUy 
Carlos's  father,  came,  personated  by  Bouverot. 

Salera  angrily  announced  to  bis  son  the  arrival  of  bis 
bride,  Athenais,  Carlos  made  known  to  bim  now  the 
mystery  of  bis  earlier  love,  and  showed  bimself  armed 
against  a  whole  future.  Salera  cried,  witb  exasperation, 
"  Would  tbat  sbe  were  not,  as  she  is,  beautiful,  so  that  I 
might  bave  the  pleasant  duty  of  forcing  and  punishing 
thee !  But  thou  wilt  see  her,  and  obey  me,  and  yet  I 
sball  bäte  thee."  Carlos  replied,  *"  Father,  I  bave  already 
Seen  Lilia."  Salera  went  off  witb  angry  repetitions,  and 
Carlos  wished  now  still  more  ardently  for  Hiort's  retum, 
in  Order  witb  bim  mofe  easily  to  abduct  bis  sister  through 
bis  persuasion  and  attendance.     Here  closed  the  first  act 

The  brotber  of  the  Knight  called  to  the  jay,  ^^  Dia- 
hlesse  /  **  and  scraped  witb  bis  foot,  as  a  signal. 

"  Appear,  pale  man ! "  spake  the  creature ;  ^  the  clock 
yibrates  the  bour;  man  of  sorrow,  land  upon  the  still 
island!" 

Hiort  stepped  forth,  witb  bis  cheeks  painted  pale,  witb 
open  breast,  looked  npon  the  tomb,  and  said,  from  bis 
innermost  soul,  "  At  last ! "  The  music  played  a  dance. 
"  Yes,  indeed,  Island  of  slumber  thou  may'st  well  be 
called ;  our  days  end  witb  a  sleep,"  be  added.  Now 
came  bis  Carlos.  "  Hiort,  art  thou  dead  ?  "  cried  be,  in 
terror,  over  the  corpse.  "  I  am  only  pale,"  said  he.  "  O, 
bow  dost  thou  come  back  so  out  of  the  beautiful,  gay 
earth?"  said  Carlos.  "Exhausted,  Charles,  witb  still- 
bom  hopes  ;  my  present  is  disinherited  by  the  past ;  the 
foliage  of  the  sensual  is  fallen  off;  not  eVen  beautiful 
nature  do  I  longer  fancy,  and  douds  like  mountains  are 


4|f   %  mAM. 

IT  lo  Mi  Ami  r^  «ontiiwi.    Xlm^^pilp^ 

gBf^  bKQiitt  tmy  abeot  irith  n»  m  jtetr^nif  «sbcqI 
1^  etanallf  ^  «ad  wiüai,  «pod  erny  Mlir  ifkJk 
wmmL  Noadfieei  YaaaaiilcoMdlcfiee.  Ai^M« 
m»  •  fitdt  doqy  dnnußit  Mter  «b  tike  idMil  itf  4pi|| 

^  Üh^braoi^wuM.    He  MUT  8»ie  Ui  friffiiA Hü^H^ 
i^omt  of  kb  Ifc^-— hli  finita  «BQ^vUcb  te  ÜiliMP^ 
i^  TW7  on»  In  whidi  he  «ftt  jant  y^riMüiwg^  aiai||^ 
driMi«$  Ui  a6iC«tproteA4[mi^f,«vw^^ 
tdowwicdgMenl;  Ut  cdnywils  rf  vonen»  wUeb  ihi^^||| 
kte  •  M«Mtie]iioqDUwi,  fbB  of  tlie  «ttaaeled  iwffli-fliip-- 
A^  liilit  ImuI  ^erab 7  ttlen  tD  pieeet ;  Imt^ll^e^^ 
CMm,  ID  dfiuid  kb  fitenda,  to  !««&  M  iq^ 
«nUmi's  good  farlmiey  «8»  «Ten  whem  a  (otuU^te  > 
io  internst  the  preadier,*  er  in  ihe  midst  of  ike  1 
tune  to  smash  the  harpsichord,  and  in  a  fit  of  enlhusiasm 
to  Üünk  the  most  licentious  thoughts. 

^  Qnoe  I  had  still,  aüer  all,  two  distinct  and  different* 
selves,  —  one  that  promised  and  üed,  and  one  that  be- 
lieved  the  other ;  now  they  both  lie  to  each  other,  and 
neither  believes.**  Carlos  answered,  "  Homble  I  Bat 
thy  sorrow  is  verily  itself  a  help  and  a  gift."  "Ah, 
whatl"  he  replied.  "Man  condenms  less  bis  iniqoitj 
than  the  past  Situation  whereln  he  committed  it,  while,  in 
a  fi*eah  Situation,  he  finds  it  new  and  sweet  again,  and 

*  Bichter  represents  the  hero  of  one  of  his  shorter  works  as  being, 
when  a  child,  afflicted  with  such  sensitive  nerves,  that  when,  during 
the  Sanday  sermon,  some  passage  of  pecullar  eloquence  startled  the 
congregation  into  silence,  the  awful  pause  would  so  oppress  and  tempt 
him  with  the  thought,  **  Supposing  thou  shouldst  cry  out,  *  I  'm  here 
too,  BIr.  ParsonI ' "  that  he  absolutely  had  to  nm  out  of  the  chuioh. 
—  Tb. 
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loves  it  as  mach  as  ever.  What  lies  cold  jonder,  that  is 
my  Image  [pointing  to  the  Sphinx],  that  stirs  itself,  living, 
in  mj  bloody  breast.  Help  me  I  draw  out  the  rending 
monster ! " 

Albano  fired  with  rage  m  his  innermost  soul  at  the 
guiltj  repetition  of  that  tender  confessional  night  with 
him.*  "  He  is  bold  enough,**  said.  Gaspard,  in  a  whisper 
to  Albano,  ^  because,  as  I  hear,  he  is  really  to  personate 
himself ;  but  when  he  sees  himself  so,  he  is  surely  better 
than  he  sees  himself."  "  O,"  said  Albano,  "  so  I  thought 
once !  But  is,  then,  the  contemplation  of  a  bad  condition 
itself  a  good  condition  ?  Is  he  not  so  much  the  worse 
that  he  bears  this  consciousness,  and  so  much  the  weaker 
that  he  sees  an  incurable  cancer-sore  growing  upon  him  ? 
The  highest  thing  he  has,  at  all  events,  lost, — innocence." 
"  A  fleeting  cradle  virtue  I  He  has,  afler  all,  a  bright, 
bold,  reflecting  faculty,"  said  Gaspard.  "  Only  effeminate, 
sliameless,  double-meaning,  many-sided  debility  of  heart 
he  has ;  talks  of  power,  and  cannot  tear  through  the  thin- 
nest  mesh  of  pleasure,"  said  Albano. 

"  Charles,"  said  Hiort,  tenderly,  as  if  answering  him, 
*^yes,  there  is  yet  one  help.  When  on  the  ground  of  life 
one  fresh  color  afler  another  fades,  —  when  existence  is 
now  nothing,  neither  comedy  nor  tragedy,  only  a  stale 
sliow-piece,  —  still  is  there  one  heaven  open  to  man, 
which  shall  receive  him,  —  love.  Let  this  close  against 
him,  and  he  is  damned  jforever.  Carlos,  my  Carlos,  I 
could  still  be  happy,  for  I  have  seen  Athenats  ;  but  I  can 
be  still  more  unhappy  than  I  am,  for  she  loves  me  not. 
In  my  heart  lies  this  blazing,  but  continually  sharp-cutting 
diamond,  upon  which  it  bleeds  as  often  as  it  beats." 
Everywhere  now  did  Roquairol  let  Linda's  image  play  in. 

♦  See  VoL  I.  p.  828. 
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ili  «b  #iaii»  CMkM  al  «Hi  Amt  Ut  «tei 
iülMil  «pMr»  with  die  iBldi^fiii0B  tiMi*  Jkten^ 
togiidiNied  b j his ftdier 6r Mi Wiib «oft iiiH eiM^ 
■OQtt}  ImiI Im  ^1"mm1  tum,  wheD  Us  ikter  liKaappiiKil^ 

dtllof«.*    ThejapokenfAe^ktMiMm  Aiptfiif 
aH  Btkn,  whom  OuioB  calM  •  ißmäut^  wMdi  boie 

0Vtl  UMMF  nO  inif  WafH  OOVla  uOI  VD  uQXK  l^pllll«     *  CKPwQL 

ky  me»  Oittlas/' wid  BBort;«liiUt  w^ 
aet  <]iketwoirtf«MMwfflwttble«ttogBäier,inigi^^ 
«id  tovyttiddrjriip  togeüi»'*«  Thu»  did  die  Aüe 
bdngi  matauOf  imdentaiid»  Und,  dvntte  eadi  ttheri  iü 
iMd  0M^eiid,---th6ir  oomoKm  iPeffiH^  Oftrios  «wie 
eMMÜL  i«bdlioiii^SUii8t  ins  fiitli^;  Hloft»  to  pnMsf 4lll 
dbtert «od  eried, ^ Alhsl die  emplf  ecaimeopift ef  ilni^ 
wUeii  Mdiertid  iits  giveii  oat  Dothmg  hat  ik^mr  «omirdfii 
pours  out  flowers  again.  O,  the  women !  How  com- 
mon and  oommonplace  are  almost  all  men  I  But  almost 
everj  woman  is  new."  Gaspard  said,  with  a  Bmile, 
"Women  say  the  reverse  of  us  and  themselves."  The 
second  act  dosed  in  gladness  and  peace. 

*^  Diablesse  f  cried  the  Spaniard,  and  stretched  his 
right  hand  high  in  the  air. 

"  Fleeting,"  began  the  black  jaj,  amid  tones  of  music, 
"  is  man,  more  fleeting  is  his  bliss,  but  earlier  than  all  dies 
the  friend  with  his  word.** 

The  third  act  followed  immediatelj  upon  the  heels  of 
the  preceding,  and  brol^e  up,  by  the  uninterrapted  contin- 
uance  of  the  artistic  enchantment,  which  should  belong 
to  every  play  and  every  work  of  art  that  is  io  be  read, 
all  cold,  prosaic  astonishment,  even  that  which  arose  firom 
the  wonderful  speaking  of  the  jay  on  the  lake.     A  great^ 

•  A  passage  fi^>m  Albano*8  letter  to  Roquairol,  VoL  L  p.  280. 
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beautiful,  proud  lady  appeared,  —  Athenais  (personated 
by  the  merchant's  wife,  Roquairors  by-mistress),  füll  of 
hope  in  her  old  friend  Lilia,  who  called  herseif  "  the  little 
Athenais,"  and,  sweetly  dreaming  over  the  dream  of 
former  days,  Lilia  sinks  into  her  arms  with  twofold 
tears ;  Athenais  does  indeed  bear  in  her  band  three  heav- 
ens  and  three  bells.  "How  beautiful  thou  retumesti 
My  poor  brother ! "  said  Lilia  softly.  "Name  bim  not," 
Said  eiie  proudly,  "  he  can  die  for  me,  but  I  cannot  live 
'for  him."  Here  Carlos  flies  in  to  bis  Lilia,  —  stops  and 
ßtiffens  in  bis  flight,  —  collects  himself,  and  approaches 
Lilia.  She  says,  "  Count  Salera,  —  Athenais  —  "  He 
grew  pale,  she  red.  A  constraining,  painful  confusion  en- 
tangled  them  all  three ;  every  honey  drop  was  taken  from 
a  thom-hedge.  Lilia,  with  a  shudder,  is  made  more  and 
more  strpngly  aware  of  Athenais's  sudden  victory  over  her 
fortune  and  love.  Athenais  went  away.  The  two  lovers 
look  upon  eaeh  other  for  a  long  time  with  trembling. 
«  Am  I  right  ?  "  asked  Lilia.  "  Am  I  in  fault  ?  "  said  Car- 
los. "  No,"  said  she,  "  for  thou  art  a  mortal,  and,  wbat  is 
ßtill  worse,  a  man."  "  Wbat  shall  I  do,  then  ? "  replied 
Carlos.  "Thou  shalt,"  said  she,  solemnly,  "after  one  year 
go  into  a  garden  on  a  bill,  and  look  around  thee  and  seek 
me  in  the  garden,  — •  in  the  garden  —  under  the  beds,  — 
deep  below  one,  —  I  know  not  how  deep."  She  hastened 
away,  as  if  frantic,  and  sang,  "  All  over,  all  over  with 
loving  and  living ! " 

Carlos  stood  some  minutes  with  bis  wild  look  on  the 
ground,  and  said,  in  a  low,  bollow  tone,  "  God,  it  is 
thy  work!"  and  went  off,  —  met  bis  friend,  who  called 
out  impetuously  and  joyfuUy,  "She  is  berel"  but  he 
hastened  on  proudly,  and  only  called  back,  "Not  now, 
HiortI"    To  bim  came  Lilia,  weeping,  and  led  bim  on- 
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MB^lri»lai#<K  and  the  Oon^it  af  «iwl(r '»««^'«Ir 
■nd  tadr  a  worid  «iäiä  hiBk  wMch  atPoiiaB 
1a  lüT  mßh  vmnihiL/&m  m  4oiiUt  flMItf f«<f^ 
Jon  hk  taM  befim  hori  an«  «^  <"!  wi|pW|0i|b 
if  lamhiWjF-''  The pvr  ga off  oft «p^ «id^  £WiP«tP^ 
^  odM^  «Od  «aeoaato»  IdUa,  wkw  liM  te  1^^ 
•.4m  vorisi  «To%at  mfiiapd  of  mjlw«96^^lu4.(wi^iGii» 
tainlj  take  the  deepest  interest  in  bis  latest  happiness  as 
the  possessor  of  Athenais.**  So  ended  the  third  act,  wMch, 
bj  its  unjust,  all-distorting  allusions,  filled  and  fired 
Albano  witb  an  exasperated  dosire  for  tbe  end,  mereljr 
that  he  might  call  Roquairol  to  acconnt  for  this  assassin- 
like  brandishing  of  the  tra^c  dagger.  ^The  old  fei- 
low,"*  Said  Gaspard,  laughing,  Pfandes  he  is  painting 
me  too  herein ;  I  wish,  however,  he  would  take  stronger 
colors.'* 

Before  the  fourth  act  commenced,  the  Spaniard  threw 
up  bis  lefl  band,  and  the  black  jaj  spoke  immediatelj: 
'^Sin  punishes  sin,  and  the  foe  the  foe;  untamable  is 
love,  untamable  also  vengeance.  See,  now  comes  the 
man  whom  they  no  more  love,  and  brings  with  bim  bis 
wounds  and  bis  wrath."  There  stood  Hiort,  as  if  before 
bia  graye»  which  drew  down  bis  head,  —  weeping  and 
*  Pabron  in  German.  --  Tb. 
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drinkisg  enonnously,  —  soft  evening  tones  of  music  melt- 
ed  awaj  with  his  dissolving  life.  "  Ah,  so  it  is,"  cried  he, 
00t  of  a  deep,  agonized  breast,  —  '^  only  throw  them  awaj 
at  length,  the  two  last  roses  of  life :  *  too  many  bees  and 
thoms  lark  in  them ;  they  draw  thj  blood  and  give  thee 
poison  —  O,  how  I  loved !  thou  Almighty  One  on  high, 
how  I  loved  I  —  bnt  ah,  not  thee !  And  so  now  I  stand 
empty  and  poor  and  old:  nothing,  nothing  is  lefl  me, — not 
a  Single  heart,  —  no^  not  my  own:  that  is  already  gone 
down  into  the  grave.  The  wick  is  drawn  out  of  my  life, 
and  it  mns  away  in  dad^ness,  O  ye  children  of  men !  ye 
stupid  children  of  men !  why  do  ye  thien  believe  that  there 
18  ßtill  any  love  here  below  ?  Look  at  me,  I  have  none. 
An  airy  colored  ribbon  of  love,  a  rainbow,  draws  itself 
out  and  winds  itself  around  under  us  shifting  clouds,  as 
i£  it  woald  bind  the  clouds  and  bear  them.  Kidiculous  I 
it  is  itself  cloud  and  mere  falling  weather,  —  in  the  begin- 
ning  glisten  gay  drops  of  gladness,  then  dash  down  black 
drops  of  rain  1 " 

He  was  silent,  —  went  slowly  up  and  down,  —  looked 
serionsly  at  a  war-dance  and  masquerade  of  internal  spee» 
tres,  —  then  stopped.  The  shadows  of  dark  deeds  played 
through  each  other  around  him  :  suddenly  he  started  up  ; 
a  lightning-flash  of  a  thought  had  darted  into  his  heart ; 
he  ran  to  and  fro,  cried,  "  Music !  let  me  have  horrible 
music ! "  and  the  wedding  music  from  Don  Juan,  which 
had  hitherto  accompanied  him,  raised  the  murder-cry  of 
terror,  "  Divine ! "  said  he ;  and  only  Single  words,  only 
tiger  Spots,  appeared  and  vanished  on  the  monster  as  he 
passed  by.  "Devilishl  the  rose's  being,  the  blossom's 
being,  —  aye,  well  I  I  will  bury  myself  in  the  avalanche, 
and  roll  down ;  and  then  I  die  beautifully  on  my  slumber- 
ialand,"  he  conduded,  in  a  soft,  faint  vcice. 
*  Love  and  friendship. 
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«K)  liülil  iBHiro  TDO  onp  prajer  l "  cried  he,  going  tn^ 
ml  yk  mffntnAkig  bifrlcn  '*  Anj  ooe  wbicli  hinde 
8t  iqr  ij^b^  «U  Bhe.  He  k^d  b^fore  ber  the  praje 
d  lidl  vctj  night  persuadc  her  fnei^d  j^th^ 
ilal»  A»  «Bi^il^rbor  "*  of  the  Irland,  undcr  the  i 
ber  Wiigroom,  Carlos,  wbbed  to  show 
toidij  t«0  MjlHükji  about  Lilia.  *^I  have;"  he  adde 
^CMoifs  ^oieof  iH^h  it  I  ean  deolat«  tp  li^  ^7  loVmg 
lüarti  «ai  tt«ll|  ff  ibe  loves  me,  I  iri!l  call  myself  Iliortp^ 
*!•  dqr  reqiwit  rfncere?"  a^ed  the  eisten  ^  As  trud 
äl  dwl  I  will  Iw  tlBl  alive  to-morrow,''  emd  he.  ""  The 
ii  H  tMA  ftililM,  fnr  Athenais  expecta  me  even  in  tba 
r$  ed^ftllow  me  aAer  serea  minutes.''  SJi^a 
kS  Im  lookad  «fter  her,  and  said  to  liimself,  "  Ha3l( 
Ün^  iMurai  l  Fair  slumber-islaDd,  at  once 
■kwying  pljicift  fer  Ae  bridal-chamber  and  for  the  etemalj 
flleep.  O,  how  few  minotes  stand  between  me  and  hCT 
heartl" 

*^  ThoQ  art  still  here,  surelj  ?  "  said  he,  and  looked  for 
his  pistoL  ^  Now,"  cried  he,  solemnlj,  in  departing,  ^  is 
the  time  for  the  cUcaM>b$eure  deed,  then  the  bier-dotli  is 
thrown  over  it,''  and  went  swifUj  into  the  arbor. 

The  Spaniard  threw  a  twig  into  the  water,  and  the 
black  jaj  spake,  in  a  low  tone,  ^  Silent  is  bliss ;  ulent 
is  death." 

"  The  man,"  said  Gaspard,  ^  has  something  through  the 
whole  play  like  real  eamest.  I  will  not  answer  tEat  he 
does  not  shoot  himself  dead  before  us  all."  ^Lnpossible  I " 
said  Albano,  alarmed ;  ^  he  has  not  the  force  for  such  a 
reality."  Nevertheless,  he  could  not,  afler  all,  properly 
free  himself  from  the  anxious  thought  of  this  possibilitj. 

Disturbed,  impetaoos,  with  dishevelled  hair,  Hiort  came 
back,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice,  ^'  It  is  done ;  I  was  blest ; 


THE    DESEBTEB    FBOM    LIFE.  423 

HO  one  will  be  so  after  me."    "  With  that  yiellow  one,* 

wdähovr  in  the  niglit-hour,  I  will  answer  for  nothing," 

flaid^^Taspard.    Albano  reddened  with  sliame  at  the  im- 

-  .  pmmt  presumption,  and  still  more  at  Hoquairors  crime 

-^      '^llnishonoring  and  seducing,  even  in  the  play,  his  holy 

,  V  ^  Vlof  ed.    "  Music,  bat  tender  and  good ! "  he  cried,  and 

V&     ^  lit  lamatM  be  &^ed  by  the  zephyr  of  harmony,  and 

^1 '  ifffk  inoee0|gijf  *  ftlneral  draughts,"  or  wine,  —  both  to 

IjL    ^tti|4Bny""t*  ^  ^^  Knight,  who  abhorred  drinking, 

^>  ^  fMt  PilpäMAabie,  because   this  or   both  made  one 

j^  ♦  *  He  laid  himself  down  on  the  turf,  and  the  pistol  beside 
*  f  ^  '  ^ip^  and  said,  Stammering,  ^  So,  then,  I  lie  in  the  warft 
"HMes  of  my  bumt-out  life,  and  -my  cold  ashes  will  be 
added  soon."  He  put  his  double  opera-glass  dose  to  his 
eyes,  and  cast  sparkling  looks  over  at  Linda.  "  I  have 
bad  her  on  my  heart,  the  divine  beauty,  my  etemal  love, 
—  my  tulip,  which  at  evening  closes  at  length  over  the 
bee,  that  he  may  die  in  the  flower-cup.  On  the  roses  of  my 
life  I  rest  and  die ;'  I  still  look  with  bliss  on  the  sweet  one ; 
I  cannot  repent.  Only  forgive,  poor  Carlos ;  I  wipe  away 
the  crime  with  blood,  but  with  tears  of  penitence  I  can- 
not Should  that  which  time  has  washed  away  from  this 
shore  cleave  again  to  the  shore  of  etemity,  then  it  must 
fare  badly  with  me  there  :  I  can  changc  there  as  little  as 
here.** 

At  this  moment  a  cannon-shot  was  fired  in  the  city  to 
annomice  a  deserter.  He  topk  his  pistol  into  his  band. 
**  Yes,  yes,  a  shot  signifies  a  fugitive,  —  a  fugitive  out  of 
the  World,  too.  O,  when  shall  the  sharp  sickle  lift  itself 
in  the  east,  and  cut  life  in  twain  ?    I  am  so  weary ! " 

*  He  means  the  yellow-dressed  Athenais,  enacted  by  his  qaondam 
mittress,  whose  dress  was  described  in  Vol.  I.  p.  822.  —  Tb. 


He  l(K>k<Hl  lowmnl  ihe  eastcm  lieavens,  but  a  cloini.whicli" 
llreftdy  fubtljr  Uiundered,  OTercast  the  gatewny  of  tho 
toiitoti^     Hi3  imikd  bitt^riy. 

^  '^  Evea  thiA  Iitlle^  ^ast  joy  ako  destinj  begrutlg«^  ma  I 
I  tluill  §ee  tbe  moon  no  more.  Well,  I  sbatl,  p^srhaps, 
^auot  highst  Umh  il  qi*  it^  stonn-cloudf  —  onlj  inj  deae  ' 
i^*cüi1ort  Süd  saditors  of  tny  deaüi  arc  driveo  awaj  fn 
toe  bf  tbe  tmin>  Tea,  if  thou  art  out^  thea  am  I  out ! ' 
Be  poiaied  to  tbe  6ask. 

^  **  Wild,  awful  foaCÄ,  come  np  from  thc  deep !  Bring 
106  mj  bloödj  bridal  dress  l  It  is  time ;  declining  joy  cast 
bdiind  a  long,  lerigtliening  shadow.**  Alhano  and  Jultenn« 
MOgnixed  wtib  a  ^buddcr,  in  the  lirüe  cont  wluch  the 
brpught  him,  liie  blood^prinkled  onft  which  be  Imd  wom 
Ml  the  ma^-^uerade^  when,  as  a  boy,  be  had  meant  to  mur^  ^ 
ier  bimself  betöre  Linda,  "  Yon  muet  lay  it  on  my  coldfl 
breast,'*  said  be,  as  be  received  it  from  Falterle.  Tlie 
thander  rolled  nearer,  tbe  ligbtnings  became  more  glow- 
ing,  and  one  doud  afler  anotber  swelied  tbe  tempest. 
He  drank  tbe  glasses  fast  ^  Notbing  6an  now  bann  me," 
said  be;  ^'eyen  tbe  ligbtning  not  speciallj,  altbougb  I 
lie  ander  trees;  in  tbis  tube  tbere  is  a  ligbtning  tbat 
defies  all  ligbtnings,  —  a  real  ligbtning-rod."  Tbe  basten- 
ing  storm  drove  bim,  on  tbe  speetators'  accoont,  to  tbe 
conclusion,  and  be  was  ronsed  to  Indignation  at  tbe  mock- 
ery  of  Providence  over  bis  tbeatrical  preparations. 

<*  Notbing  is  more  pleasant  and  timely  tban  tbis  tem- 
pest," said  Gaspard ;  ^  bowever,  talking  and  waiting  seem 
to  gratify  bim  tolerablj."  Tbe  otber  spectators  were 
agonized  bj  the  scene,  and  yet  not  one  tore  bimself  away« 
Orders  had  been  given  to  the  fellow-performers  to  take 
the  shot  as  the  signaJ-word,  and  not  to  come  before  it 
He  said,  *^  The  deatb-snake  rattles  in  the  neighborhood ; 


DEATH    E.\DS    TWO    DRAMAS.  425 

yonder,  on  the  wave  of  the  future,  the  corpse  comes 
swimming  on."  They  perceived  that  he  spoke  at  random. 
and  extempore,  vexed  by  the  storm.  He  looked  upon  the 
pistoL  '<  A  glance  at  thee  I  So  is  the  look  at  iife  taken, 
and  again  hidden  under  the  ejelid.  A  spark,  a  singio 
spark,  and  the  theatre-curtain  blazes  up,  and  I  see  the 
spectators  stand,  spirits,  or  even  nothing  at  all,  and  the 
etemal,  heavy  clood  fiUs  the  wide  ether  of  the  world. 
So  stand  I,  then,  by  the  dead  sea  of  etemity ;  so  black, 
still,  wide,  deep  it  lies  below  me ;  one  step,  and  I  am  in 
there,  and  sink  forever.  Let  it  come !  I  swam  therein 
even  before  my  birth.  Now,  now,"  Said  he,  while  it 
sprinkled,  and  he  took  the  last  glass,  '^  the  rain  will  chill 
the  poor  wretch  already  sinking  into  the  chill  of  death, 
Play  now  something  soft  and  beautiful,  good  people ! " 

Thereupon  he  cocked  his  weapon,  stood  up,  said,  weep- 
ing,  "  Fare^cU,  beautiful  and  hard  Iife  I  Ye  two  fair 
Stars,  ye  that  still  look  down  from  above,  may  I  come 
nearer  to  you?  Thou  holy  earth,  thou  wilt  still  often 
quake,  but  no  more  shall  he  quake  with  thee  who  sleeps 
in  thy  bos(»n ;  and  ye  good,  far-off  beings  who  loved  me, 
and  ye  near  ones  whom  I  so  loved,  may  you  fare  better 
than  I,  and  condemn  me  not  too  harshly !  I  do  verily 
ponish  myself,  and  God  immediately  judges  me.  Fare- 
wcU,  my  dear,  offended,  but  very  hard  Albano,  and  thou, 
thou  even  unto  death  ardently  loved  Liana,  forgive  me, 
and  weep  fbr  me  !  Liana,  if  thou  still  livest^  then  stand 
by  thy  brother  in  the  last  hour,  and  pray  for  me  before 
God ! "  Here  he  suddenly  pointed  the  weapon  ai  his 
forehead,  fired,  and  feil  headlong ;  some  blood  flowed 
from  the  cloven  skull,  and  he  breathed  yet  once,  and  then 
no  more. 

Bouverot  flew  out,  according  to  his  part,  and  began  it : 


^EfiQ  höw»  iDj  dear  Hiort,  my  Carlos  t)et]imks 
0tlf*' ;  but  he  starfed  back  b^^fbre  tbe  corpse,  slammeriDg, 
••*  J/ai4  /  m<m  Dieu  I  il  s'esi  tue  r€  vera  /  Diable  !  ü  eM 
iüfort  /  Oh/  qui  me  payera  f  "  Linda  sank  pow erless 
[im  Julieiine*;^  bo^pm,  aad  the  latter  gtammered,  ^  O,  tbe 
liintier  aod  suieidc  1 "  Tbe  Pnnceäa  exciaitned,  indig* 
Mudy,  "  OA,  &  irai^rtf  /  **  Albano  cried,  "  Ah,  Cbarles  I 
.CbarlesI"  and  plunged  into  the  lake,  arid  swam  over, 
Itlirew  ymself  upon  tbe  sbattered  form,  and  groaned^ 
ireepingT  "O,  bad  I  known  ihml  Brother  aad  aister 
dead  I  and  I  am  ta  blani€ !  0,  bad  I  remained  unsuc- 
eessful  l  Ah,  mj  Charles,  Charles,  forgive  1  I  was  not 
tby  foe.  How  deplorablj  sLaiiered  it  lies  tbere,  —  the 
5jeat  temple  !  ^  **  Be  more  cahn,  I  praj,"  Bald  Gaäpard, 
who  had  at  last  oome  oirer  in  the  bcaU  aud  wbo  bore 
^Terj  mutUatioa  witb  an  anatomical  coldness  and  ctiri- 
o^iiy ;  "  be  had  his  regimcnt  debts  also,  and  feared  the 
investigation  which  a  new  administration  woold  bring 
about.  Now,  one  can,  afler  all,  have  respect  for  him; 
he  has  actoallj  carried  through  his  character." 

Albano  raised  himself  np  erect,  and  said,  in  the  deaf- 
ne&s  of  anguish,  ^  Who  spake  that  ?  joa,  miserable  Bon- 
Terot?  you  know  nothing  but  debtsP'  '<  Monsieur  le 
Comte  I "  Said  he,  defyingly.  "  I  said  it,"  said  Gaspard 
to  his  son.  ^  O  my  Dian  I "  cried  Albano,  and  stretched 
out  his  band  toward  him,  who,  himself  weeping,  held  his 
weeping  Chariton,  "come  thou  hither;  let  us  bandage 
him;  there  may  yet  be  help  for  it" 

The  Counsellor  of  Arts  Fraischdörfer  stepped  up  to 
the  astounded  Frmcess,  who  remained  upon  her  side  of 
the  lake,  with  the  words,  by  way  of  diverting  her  atten- 
tion, "  Viewed  on  the  side  of  art  merely,  it  were  a  ques- 
tion  whether  this  Situation  was  not  borrowed  with  effect 
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One  must,  as  in  that  wonderful  creation  of  Hamlet,  weave 
a  play  into  the  play,  and  in  that  make  the  pretended 
death  a  real  one ;  of  course  it  were  then  only  a  show  of 
show,  playing  reality  in  real  play,  and  thousand-fold,  won- 
derful reflex !  But  how  it  rains  now  ! "  Something  was 
whispered  in  the  ear  of  the  Princess  by  her  Haltermann. 
She  flimg  up  her  arms,  and  eried,  "  O,  monster !  homi- 
cidel  My  poor,  innocent  Gibb9nl  Thou  monster!'* 
She  had  heard  of  the  ape's  murder,  and  departed  incon- 
solable. 

All  at  onee  the  naked  moon  emerged  into  the  deep  blue, 
and  every  one  remarked  it ;  but  the  rain  previous  no  one 
but  Fraischdörfer  had  been  aware  of.  Albano  saw  now 
fall  clearly  the  dead  eyes  and  white,  stiff  Ups.  "  No,  they 
8tir  not,"  Said  he.  Then  it  sounded  as  if  out  of  Bo- 
quairoVs  breast  and  iron  mouth,  "  Be  still ;  I  am  judged!  '* 
And  immediately  began  the  jay,  as  concluding  chorus  of 
the  last  act,  "  The  poor  man  now  lies  fast  asleep,  and  you 
can  Cover  him  up  ! "    "^^ 

Graspard  looked  very  eamestly  at  his  brother.  "By 
heavens!"  replied  the  latter,  "it  is  written  so  in  his 
part" 

The  whole  starry  sky  deared  up.  The  Company  went 
homeward.  Albano  and  Dian,  with  Chariton,  stayed  by 
the  corpse. 


Oamwt.— Ttoi  DoBk— Ttai 


lif.  tito%*r 


HAiJSOmmif^Ul 
dheet  bfaMtf  wiäi  Ite  iraiuilkM^  If  l^»mt  MI 

ien  bj  an  anknown  band,  (m  bis  table :  -^ 

"  Sir  Count  :  You  are  bereby  informed,  tbat  on  Fri- 
day  nigbt,  when  y<m  were  gone  joumeying,  the  deceased 
Captain  R.  von  Froulay  played  your  part  with  tbe 
Countess  Bomeiro  tbrough  aü  tbe  acts,  in  tbe  flute*  •> 
delL  You  mosty  for  tbe  sake  of  rivals,  get  yourself 
anotber  voice,  and  tbe  Countess  eyes  to  use  by  nigbt,  al- 
tbougb  to  ber  it  may  not  be  altogetber  disagreeable  to  be 
often  deceived  respecting  you  in  this  manner.  Farewell, 
and  be  in  future  a  little  more  discreet ! " 

Witb  pale  face  be  stared  at  tbe  skeleton  wbicb  two 
giant  bands  fbcctbly  beld  itp  bdR)fe  bim,  drawn  out  all  at 
ODce  from  tbe  flesb  of  blooming,  youtbful  limbs.  But  tbe 
fire  of  pain  speedily  sbot  up  again  and  illumined  tbe 
wbole  eircle  of  woe.  Witb  tbe  migbt  of  agony,  witb 
bloody  arms,  must  bis  spirit  burl  back  and  fortb  ihe 
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thoughty  heavy  as  a  rock,  the  tombstonc  of  bis  life,  in 
Order  to  prove  whether  it  fitted  into  the  burial  vault ;  — 
the  dreadful  thought  feil  in  so  eompletely  with  RoquairoFs 
whole  play  and  end  and  life, —  but  not,  on  the  other  band, 
with  Linda's  character,  and  with  the  divine  moment  which 
he  had  spent  with  her  in  Liana's  last  garden,  —  and  yet 
it  did,  again,  very  much  with  her  sudden  reconciliation 
and  with  Single,  detached  words,  —  and  yet,  perhaps,  after 
ally  ihis  poisoned  letter  was  only  a  fruit  of  the  vengeance 
of  the  Princess,  of  whose  Indignation  at  RoquairoVs 
murder  of  himself  and  the  ape  Dian  had  told  him. 

So  painfully  did  he  move  himself  on  bis  wounds  to  and 
fro,  and  at  last  he  resolvcd,  this  very  evening  to  seek  out 
Linda,  wherever  she  might  be,  when  he  received  from  her 
the  following  billet : — 

"  Come  to  me,  I  pray,  this  evening,  to  Elysium ;  it  will 
certainly  be  fair.  I  give  the  invitation  now,  as  thou  didst 
lately.  Thou  shalt  lead  me  upon  the  fair  mountains,  and 
it  shall  be  enough  for  me  if  only  thou  canst  see  and 
enjoy.  Julienne  we  need  less  and  less.  Thy  father  urges 
our  Union  with  proposals  which  you  shall  this  evening  hear 
and  weigh.  Come  without  fail  I  In  my  heart  there  are 
still  Standing  so  many  sharp  tears  about  the  evil  tragedy. 
Thou  must  change  them  into  tears  of  another  kind,  my 
beloved  I 

«The  Blind  One." 

He  laughed  at  the  changing.  «Into  frozen  ones, 
ratber,"  said  he.  Hot  love  was  to  him  a  passionate  kiss 
into  bis  wound.  He  went  to  Lilar  gloomily  and  hastily, 
deeply  enveloped  in  a  red  cloak,  as  if  against  foul  wcather, 
—  blind  and  deaf  to  himself  and  the  world,  —  and  like  a 
dying  man  who  awaits  the  moment  when  he  either  shall 


\  im  waoke  aadbe  wwBiiliitrfi  etmmstmmm^  t^toA' 
i  iaio  dlnne  woridfl» 
WhM  hb  enlerad  Oie  pmbeto  dT  IJbat,«mgmamm 
i  itidtf  «s  littt^,  kUit  jaeyrfy  «liBppeMCfl  ftwt 
Htt  «ent  mkMig  doae  lij  aoae  dkfgiiiied  peopte^  mim 
•aMM^Ioteaakingagniiraw    'USt^irhio^lvMi'said 

OeoftercuiaB.*  AflMiiolookedtfHiivmT^amaoof^ 
mpte^  «ad  tiioi#l  11^  *  dMd«ril  Im  A»  wk^ 
Uta  he  kend  tiie  ieooBi  gcwe-düggcr  «^  ^  Aa^fi% 
Petor,  if  he  k  k^  ivith  dkdBdkM^  m  dMlifl%  fe^ 
npiitaUe  thin  nw j  e  aiaa»  ead  I  bdOeve  Im,  tos^  weidi 
firaift  tiiedaedy  tf  he  fwte  ea^f  tggyUaiy  bap» 


Julias  tfais  GIhboii  of  the  Friaeae^  idKmlhegr^ 
tanTiat  hen^  leaJtod  befi»e  his  aool  thet  stormj  I^oday, 
he  espied  lande,  not  &r  firom  the  Dream-templey  on  the 
arm  of  a  seeing  gentlewoman.  She  gave  him,  according 
to  her  manner  before  others,  only  a  süght  greeting,  and 
Said  to  the  woman,  "Justa,  staj  here  in  the  Dream- 
temple ;  I  am  going  to  walk  np  and  down  here." 

Bj  this  limitation  of  herseif  to  the  visual  ränge  of  the 
Dream-temple  she  exclnded  every  fair,  visible  sign  of  love, 
and  Albano  knew  alreadj  that  silent  contentment  of  hers, 
with  the  mere  presence  of  the  beloved  one,  just  as  he  did 
sometimes  the  wildness  of  her  sweet  Ups.  When  he 
tooched  her  with  trembling,  and  saw  her  again  near  him, 
then  did  this  powerful  being  come  back  to  him  with  the 
whole  divine  past.  Bat  he  deferred  not  the  infernal  ques- 
tion,  "  Linda,  who  was  with  thee  on  Friday  evening  ?  " 
"  No  one,  dearest ;  where  ?  "  replied  she.  "  In  the  flute- 
dell,"  he  stammered.  "  My  blind  meiden,"  she  answered, 
cahnly.    «  Who  ^Ise ? "  he  asked.    "  Grod!  thy  tone  dia 
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tresses  me,"  said  she.  ^'  Roquairol  killed  the  ape  that 
night.     Did  he  meet  thee  ?  " 

"  O  homble  murderer !  Me?  "  he  med ;  "  I  was  trav- 
elling  all  night  long ;  I  was  not  with  thee  in  any  flute- 
dell."  "  Speak  out,  man,"  eried  Linda,  grasping  him 
violently  with  both  hands ;  "  didst  thou  not  write  to  me 
of  having  given  up  thy  joumey,  and  then  didst  thou  not 
come  ?  "  "  No,  nothing  like  it,"  said  he ;  "  all  infernal 
lies.  The  dead  monster  Roquairol  used  my  voice,  —  thy 
eyes,  —  and  so  it  was,  —  teil  the  rest."  "  Jesu  Maria  1 " 
6Ci*eamed  she,  Struck  by  the  dashing  flood  into  which  the 
black  cloud  burst,  and  grasped  with  both  arms  through 
the  leafy  branches  of  the  wooded  avenue,  and  pressed 
them  to  her,  and  said  supplicatingly,  "  Ah,  Albano,  thou 
wast  certainly  with  me." 

**  No,  by  the  Almighty,  not  I .  Teil  the  rest,"  said  he. 

"  Fly  from  me  forever ;  I  am  his  widow ! "  said  she, 
solemnly.  "That  thou  remainest,"  said  he,  severely, 
and  called  Justa  out  of  the  temple  of  dream. 

"  So  it  must  live  on,  —  thy  pain,  my  pain :  I  see  thee 
nevermore.  I  will  say  a  farewell  to  thee.  Say  thou 
none  to  me!"  said  he.  She  was  silent,  and  he  went. 
Justa  came,  and  he  still  heard  her  prayiug  in  the  arbor : 
"Leave  me,  O  Grod,  this  eclipse  to-morrow;  spare  the 
gloomy  widow  thy  daylight ! "  The  maiden  roused  her, 
took  her  by  the  hand,  and  she  rejoiced,  when  hanging  on 
her  arm,  in  her  night-blindness. 

Albano  went  out  mto  the  night.  All  at  once  he  stood 
as  if  he  had  been  carried  up  on  a  jagged,  rocky  peak, 
below  which  dashed  a  foaming  stream.  He  tumed  back 
and  said,  "  Thou  mistakest j  evil  genius ;  I  loathe  suicide  ; 
it  is  too  easy,  and  belongs  to  ape-murderers,  —  but  there 
ig  something  better,  and  thou  shalt  attend  me." 


4}a  TITAXi 

Eb  loBt  Uaitd(— »dooli  not  lad  Utum^i»  4»^^ 
— IllMig^  lie  was  in  läMtmjfAn^tminm  wmaAwmjätmif 

Ifhott  he  nwohf  ja  th»  wiMda»te  «w:  in  «#  INUm 
fnjheq^  fod  tiie  ilmnlinr  Wiiil  wtoi  nitli  ün 
bfrfbfelini.    ▲  jt^gg^dnnlqptedk^iiirfti 


AT^Mhi  diM,  li  Bfc  Mit  hm^^miä  tm.  MA^m^ 

eolmiii%  «ad  wpidiQW  I»  it»  tti4  piMiM«tat  i 

itbadei  «ad  betimys.    Then  coom  lte.«i#iiihJMUfai^ 

and  iTjnamids  and  a  hangiag  citj  of  ihe  san  lioter  in 
heaven,  —  in  the  night-cür  a  bosj,  fljing  world  unfolds 
itself  majesticallj  between  the  stars,  and  fills  the  eye  and 
the  poor  heart,  and  the  happj  spirit,  itself  a  fire  between 
heaven  and  earth,  hovers  too,  —  for  the  space  of  a  whole 
instant ;  then  it  becomes  night  again  and  a  blank  waste, 
and  in  the  moming  tiiere  Stands  the  scafiblding  duU  and 
black." 

132.   CYCLB 

"  "¥T  TAB," — this  word  alone  gave  Albano  peaee; 
V  V  science  and  poetry  only  thrust  their  flowers 
into  bis  deep  wounds.  He  made  himself  ready  for  a 
journey  to  France.  Only  one  thing  still  delayed  bis 
breaking  up,  —  Schoppe's  non-appearance,  whom  he  with 
his  riddles  must  await  and,  if  possible,  induce  to  go  away 
with  him.    He  kept  lüiaself  in  the  woods  all  day  so  aa 
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to  avoid  his  father  and  Julienne  and  everybody.  Linda's 
unhappj  night  had  sunk  deep  into  his  breast,  and  only  he 
alone  saw  down  into  it,  no  stranger.  He  hoped  that  she 
herseif  would  keep  silent  toward  Julienne,  because  the 
latter,  according  to  the  sacred,  womanlj  rules  of  her 
Order,  knew  no  indulgence  for  this  sin.  His  first  jealous 
ebullition  had  now  given  place  to  a  painful  sympathy  for 
the  deceived  Linda,  whose  holy  temple  had  been  rifled. 
What  pained  him  insufferably  was  the  feeling  of  humilia- 
tion  with  which  the  proud  fair  one  must  now,  as  he  im- 
agined,  think  of  him,  and  which  he,  with  his  present 
bitter^  contempt  of  Roquairol,  entertained  so  much  the 
more  strongly.  "Never,  never,  though  she  were  my 
sister,  can  we  see  each  other  more ;  I  can  well  see  her 
bleeding  before  me,  but  not  bowed  down,"  he  said  to  him- 
self.  Sometimes  there  came  over  him  a  cold  fury  against 
a  destiny,  which  always  swept  with  a  sudden  whirlwind 
through  his  embraces,  and  forced  all  asunder,  —  then  an 
Indignation  against  Linda,  wlio  had  not  acted  hke  a 
Liana,  and  who  was  herseif  partly  guilty  of  the  error  of 
the  Substitution  by  her  principle  of  forgiving  love  every- 
thing,  —  then  again  deep  sympathy,  since  she  could  not 
have  confounded  persons  without  any  spiritual  resem- 
blances,  as  the  secret  tribunal  of  conscience  told  him,  and 
since  she  now  alone  was  atoning  for  it,  that  she  was  will- 
ing  to  sacrifice  herseif  to  him,  even  to  him. 

Inexpressibly  did  he  hate  the  dead  seducer,  because 
by  his  act  his  death  had  become  only  a  cowardly  flight. 
The  poor  deserter,  whose  escape  had  been  reported  dur- 
ing  the  tragedy,  he  saw  led  along  as  a  prisoner  before 
him  ;  but  his  captain  had  escaped  the  band  of  vengeance 
forever.  After  some  days  papers  of  the  dead  were  put 
into  his  hands ;  but,  füll  of  abhorrence,  he  could  not  look 

TOL.  II.  19  BB 
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^4hM  addilioiiil  stos*    BoqpMQKA  liadf  ifter  Ükb  plommt 
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porjncm,  «ad  «ppointed  K*0*  phes  wd  Ume  Jtl  th^  ^«90% 
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Onoe  aft  eFening  lie  was  0tm  staadiDg  aft  tbt  Ibol^iif 
swoodj  tiiH»  whfln  he  eqfaed  OF^liead  «  liall  ata&  ogl 
«(  tiie  diidceti  the  weif  saw  him,  qpfM«  doniiHpfi  hhn^ 
and  changed  into  Schoppens  wolf-dqg,  Soon  hk  friend 
himsel^  with  an  old  man,  stepped  out  from  the  trees 
above,  daw  him,  hurriedlj  gave  the  man  monej,  and  came 
down  to  him  slower  than  he  went  up  to  him.  **  Ah,  a 
good  evening,  Albano,"  said  Schoppe,  with  the  old  cold- 
ness  with  which  he  spoke,  when  he  did  not  write,  and 
smiled  at  the  same  time  with  so  manj  lines  and  wrinkles 
that  he  appeared  to  Albano  altogether  stränge.  Albano 
pressed  him  tightly  to  his  heart,  and  transformed  the  hot 
words  which  his  Mend  did  not  love  into  hot  tears.  It 
was  an  old  star  out  of  the  spring  moming  when  his 
liana  still  lived  and  loved ;  it  had  gone  down  before  him 
on  a  grave  in  that  night  of  his  joumej ;  now  it  rose,  and 
Albano  was  again  unhappy. 

Schoppe  surveyed  with  visible  complacencj  Albano's 
ripened  form,  and  drew  asunder,  as  it  were,  the  young 
man's  shining  wings.    "  Thou  hast,"  said  he,  «  spread  out 
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and  colored  thyself  right  well,  —  hast  May  and  August 
on  one  bough,  like  an  orange-tree."  Albano  took  no 
pkasure  in  this.  "  Only  relate  to  me  thy  life,  my 
brother,"  said  be.  "Thou  sbouldst  teil  tbine  first,  me- 
tbinks;  I  am  tired  even  to  stupidity,"  said  Scboppe, 
seating  bimself  and  unbuckling  bis  bunting-poucb. 
^  Hereafler,"  replied  Albano,  ^wbat  tbou  bast  occasion 
fori  will  teil  tbee.  I  got  tby  letters,  —  I  reaDy  loved 
tbe  well-known  one,  —  a  misfortune  divided  us,  —  I  am 
innocent  and  sbe  is  great;  —  O  God,  be  satisfied  witb 
tbis  for  to-day!"  Never  could  be  eomplain  of  misför- 
tunes  to  bis  friends ;  still  less  now  expose  tbe  misery  of 
a  beloved.  "  And  still  longer,"  replied  Scboppe ;  "  only 
say,  does  it  add  new  misery  if  I  bring  witb  me  from 
Spain  and  proceed  to  unpack  proofs  of  your  being  related 
as  brotber  and  sister  ?  **  "  No,"  said  Albano,  "  I  need 
tremble  at  no  past"  "  Tbou  art  still  going  to  France  ?  ** 
asked  Scboppe.  **  To-morrow,  if  tbou  wilt  go  too^"  re- 
plied Albano. 

^  By  all  means,  as  tby  regiment  cbaplaincy.  Not  for 
want  of  tbe  spirit  of  art,  as  tbou  writest  from  Bome,  but 
firom  a  superfluity  of  it,  tbou  goest  among  soldiers.  I 
sbould  see  it  witb  pleasure,  if  tbou  wert  to  consider  tbat 
even  Dante,  Caesar,  Cervantes,  Horace,  served  before 
tbey  wroto  so  precioüsly,  —  only  students  invert  it,  and. 
compose  sometbing  sbort  and  sweet,  and  take  up  service 
afierward.  To  come  to  my  travels,  —  it  costs  me  mucb, 
namely,  time,  merely  to  teil  tbee  tbat  I  caugbt  tby  absurd 
uncle  witb  a  carriage  füll  of  baggage  in  tbe  little  nest  of 
Ondresj  a  post  and  a  balf  from  Bayonne.  I  owned  to 
bim  I  was  going  to  Valencia  to  dissect  tbe  silk-stocking- 
weavers'  looms  in  tbat  place,  to  enjoy,  at  tbe  same  time, 
my  drop  of  ice  and  a  waistcoat-pocket  füll  of  Valencia 
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irinbleness.  Bnt  forttmately  thy  uncle  came.  The  pie^ 
tore-galleiy  door  was  thrown  open.  I  set  myself  td 
copying  a  stapid  kitchen-piece,  and  looked  everywhere 
after  mj  Island  portrait  But  nothing  was  to  be  seen." 
(Here  he  drew  a  wooden  case  out  of  his  hunting-bag,  and 
laid  it  before  him  and  went  on.)  ^  Until  at  last  I  saw  it^ 
— a  pictore  leaned  on  the  floor  against  the  wall,  tum- 
ing  toward  me  its  back-  and  wintrj-side,  —  it  was  thö 
.ehild  of  mj  pencil,  and  I  was  tooched  hj  the  neglect  it 
had  suffered, — inwardlj  vexed,  but  outwardly  calm,  I 
put  it  hjy — and  snapped  off  short  in  the  kitchen-piece  in 
the  middle  of  a  half-finished  pole-cat  Look  at  the  lik'e- 
ness!" 

*  S#  mach  prize-monej  does  every  professor  get.for  every  best 
grammar  and  every  best  compend  ;  ßo  for  every  dissertation  fifty 
dacats,  &e.  —  Tydue's  Stqiplement  to  Bourgoing's  Tranth,  Vol.  II. 

t  One  rach,  e.  g.  desired  to  see  the  king;  he  appeared  on  the  bal- 
oony,  and  ttayed  tili  she  was  satisfied. 
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He  took  off  the  box-cover,  and  Linda  beamed  upon 
bis  friend  wifh  a  stream  of  mind  and  charms,  only  dressed 
in  older  fashion.  Albano  could  scarcelj  stammer  fbr 
emotion.  "  Tliat  were  my  father's  spouse  and  my  dear 
mother  ?  And  thou  knowest  assuredly  that  this  pictnre 
bere  is  tbe  one  you  made  of  ber  on  Isola  Bella  ?  " 

^I  '11  just  make  it  manifest,"  said  be,  and  scoured  away 
at  a  rose  in  tbe  picture  about  tbe  region  of  tbc  beart 
My  then  Papbos-name  Loewenskiould  lies  suh  rosa  and 
will  be  immediately  fortbcoming.  Had  I  already  scraped 
it  open  on  tbe  road,  tben  you  would  bave  believed  I  bad 
on  tbe  road  for  tbe  first  written  myself  in."  As  from  a 
gbostly  writing  band  Albano  started  back  sbuddering, 
wben  actually  an  L  and  an  Ö  came  fortb  from  under  tbe 
rose :  "  I  sball  clear  away  no  furtber  now,"  said  Scboppe, 
**  tbe  rest  I  keep  for  ber."  Albano  now  poured  out  bis 
beart  before  bis  bonest  beart's-friend ;  to  bim  be  could 
8ay  and  object  that  Julienne  was  bis  sister,  —  ^^  against 
wbicb  I  bave  notbing  at  all  to  say,"  said  Scboppe,  —  and 
tbat  Gaspard  bad  approved  an  intended  marriage  between 
bim  and  Linda.  '<  Tbere  is  no  getting  away  from  ity"be 
added;  ^'if  sbe  is  bis  daugbter,  tben  I  am  not  bis  son,  —  I 
cannot  possibly  make  bis  sacred  word  of  bonor  a  lie  — 
and,  Grod  I  into  wbat  a  monstrous  pit  and  pool  of  crime 
must  one  tben  look  down ! "  ^'  Toucbing  tbe  word  and 
the  pool,"  said  Schoppe,  quite  coldly,  '^  tbere  are  specious 
proofs  to  be  adduced  (althougb,  to  be  sure,  I  bave  before 
this  spoken  superfluously  on  tbe  subject  witb  tby  fittber, 
and  witb  tbe  Countess),  tbat  the  Baldhead,  wbo,  as  be 
oonfessed  to  me,  has  been  tby  fatber's  mass-assistant, 
groomsman,  and  bear-leader,  was  not  a  man  of  tbe  &esb- 
est  morals,  but  tbat  be  —  althougb  otherwise  upright  in 
many  saddles  except  tbe  moral  —  bad  bis  bours  and  cen- 
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f»i7  hound  ibere  U  n  calendar-saiiit  and  fafher  of  tbe 
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AlbaiQQ  could  not  dlsguüe  &ora  bim  hm  borror  at  (b^^ 

.  deed«      **  I  cannot  repe»t  tt  i  listen  "  said  Scboppc,  and 

'  gavc  tbb  accouat ;    "  EveD  in  Valencia  thj  uncle  told  me 

Ümt  he  had  met  in  Madrid  such  and  such  a  fellow, — ex- 

»ctlj  like  ihe  Baldbead,  —  who  carried  round  for  sbow 

a  wax-6gur&<^binet  of  nothing  but  crazy  creatures  ;  of- 

ten  tbe  whole  cal>mot  would  i^peak^  and  be  himself  would 

lit  therein  too,  and  help  diäcourse ;  ihj  supeT^titious  uncla 

procured  and  lent  him  spirits,  too,  and  mado  evil  and 

frightful  tliin^s  out  of  it  all«  .  ^ 

'dnoe  in  a  JVmAi^  I  heard  in  a  flkepiog  iftaadber 
near  mine  all  sorts  of  voices  manniiTiDg  tbnmgb  eaob 
otber  and  sajing,  ^  Scboppe  also  is  Coming  to  us.'  I  rose ; 
tbe  Strange  cbamber  was  shut  I  listen  and  hear  it  again, 
tbe  devilisb  crj,  ^Scboppe  comes  in  also.'  Mj  room 
bad  a  baloonj  ont  of  wbicb  I  could,  tbrougb  tbe  neigb- 
boring  window,  see  bj  tbe  moonligbt  into  tbe  noisy  cbam- 
ber. In  borrible,  frizzled  sbapes  sat  a  mass  of  wax 
tberein  and  spake,  tbe  waxen  baldbead  in  tbe  midst ;  bat 
I  soagbt  tbe  living  one.  Tbe  was  beasts  exebange  with 
<me  anotber  tbeir  fixed  ideas  and  slip  me  in  among  tbem : 
^Tbere  is  our  bononuy  fellow-member  peeping  in/  said 
tbe  wax  baldbead.  Bj  Heavenl  I  must  be  short,  mj 
blood  boils  and  bums  again  tbroogb  mj  beart  I  grow 
furious,  take  mj  weapon,  and  petition  God  for  a  peaceable, 
forbearing  disposition.  Unfortnnatelj  I  observe,  in  a 
back  comer  not  ligbted  bj  tbe  moon,  near  a  &tber  of 
*  A  Spanish  ixm. 
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deatkand  a  pregnant  woman  of  wax,  a  black  cloak  which 
stirs,  and  out  of  which  peeps  the  living  tone-leader,  the 
Baldhead.  *  Black  master  of  ventriloquism/  cried  I, '  hold 
thj  tongue  for  God's  sake ;  I  see  thee  behind  there  and 
fii-e  m.*     I  took  it  for  ventriloquism. 

"  Now  for  the  first  time  the  crazy-house  properly  be- 
gan ;  I  heard  it  laugh,  —  call  me  in  and  dub  me  a  com- 
rade  and  member  of  the  club.  *  PrcBses^  said  I,  *  I  am 
notoriouslj  a  man,  and  see  thee  quite  distinctly.'  It 
availed  nothing ;  the  waxen  baldhead  so  much  the  more 
replied,  *  Yes,  there  sits  brother  Schoppe  already/  and  I 
actuallj  saw  myself  also  embossed  and  modelled  on  the 
spot.  *  He  is  to  be  liad  here  also/  cried  I,  grimly,  and 
fired  away  at  the  master  of  the  lodge,  who  tmnbled  bleed- 
ing  to  the  floor. 

"  I  made  off  with  myself  in  the  same  hour.  As  to  the 
uncle,  I  came  across  his  track  aflterward  for  a  short  time. 
He  dreads  madmen,  and  would  not  have  me  long  with 
him,  for  fear  I  myself  should  strike  up  a  bargain  with  the 
aforesaid  set.  He  asked  !ne  whether  the  director  of  the 
wax-figure  travelling  madhouse  had  encountered  me.  I 
could  not  place  much  confidence  in  him ;  I  have  the  secret 
alone." 

**  Thou  art  a  wild,  true  man,"  said  Albano,  with  such 
an  intense  desire  to  embrace  him ;  ^  thou  dost  much  for 
others,  and  art,  after  all,  much  for  thyself.  I  can  now 
leave  thee  no  more.  My  fbrmer  life-island,  with  all  its 
flowers,  lies  deep  under  water,  and  I  must  cast  mjrself 
into  the  infinite  sea  of  the  world.  Give  me  thy  band, 
and  swim  with  me.     We  travel  to-morrow  to  France." 

"To-morrow?"  said  Schoppe.  "Well,  yesi  then  I 
go  this  evening  to  the  Countess,  and  then  to  Don  Cesara." 
**  Teil  her,"  begged  Albano,  "  that  I  would  not  visit  her 


ewQ  »  a  brother,  if  I  ir^re  mch,  not  fmm  coldn^e,  but 
b(!«ejia<^ci  I  revere  Ikt  ajeal  ipirit  j  «ly  that  to  her,  and 
Go«l  help  fbce!"  Albuno  wÄs  aboüt  to  f*ö,  aod  leave  liim 
to  Wftiidf  r  alone  iato  tb«  rseigViboring  Irilar.  **  No,  ac- 
companjf  mr,  my  ra ästen"  ^iJ  Sehoppe,  vebementlj ;  "  I 
bavo  diwbarged  ihe  oUl  cburl  övcp  fberc  in  the  wcMada  hj 
fair  pajmient  of  escort-raoney,  and  »bould  now  be  olone 
vü-a^vi9  dt  moL'"  "  I  do  not  undcrstand  thee^'*  eaid  Al- 
baoo ;  "  wbat  art  thou  afraid  of  ^  "  **  Albano/'  said  be,  iq 
a  low  and  impoiiant  tone,  and  his  generallj  direct  looks 
gbuieed  sbyljr  sidewise,  and  innumemble  great  wrinkles  en- 
eircled  bis  amUing  moutb,  "fh©  *  '  migbt  come  ;  jes,  yesi** 
Wonderiog,  and  a^king  who  tbat  migbt  bej  Albaoo 
looked  irito  hia  üxce,  "  Plague  take  it  1  **  said  Scboppe  i 
**  I  appreliend  you  füll  well  j  jou  hold  me  to  be  not  one 
tightb  &3  rational  as  your^lf,  bat  mad,  Wolf^  come  up  l 
Thou^  ben,^t,  wii<t  frequcnlly,  on  lonely  roads  and  lanes, 
my  exorcist  and  devil-cateher,  against  the  *I/  Sir,  he 
wbo  has  read  Fichte,  and  his  yicar-general  and  braun 
Bervant  Schelling,  out  of  spoit  as  oflen  as  I,  will  make 
serious  work  enough  out  of  it  at  last.  The  thing  called 
*  I '  presupposes  itself,  and  the  person  called  *  1/  together 
with  that  remainder  wbich  most  call  the  world.  When 
philosophers  deduce  anything  —  for  example,  an  idea  or 
themselves  —  out  of  themselves,  so  do  they  also  deduce 
whatever  eise  there  is  about  them  —  the  remaining  uni- 
Terse  —  in  the  same  manncr.  They  are  exactly  that 
drunken  churl  who  made  water  into  a  fountain,  and  stood 
there  all  night  before  it,  because  he  heard  no  cessation, 
and  of  course  set  down  all  the  subsequent  continuing 
sound  to  his  own  account.  The  *I'  conceives  itself ;  it  is 
therefore  ob-subject,  and  at  the  same  time  the  residing« 
plaoe  of  both.     Gradzooks  I  there  is  an  empiric  and  a 
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pure  *  L*  The  last  phrase  which  the  crazy  Swift,  accord- 
ing  to  Sheridan  and  Oxford,  uttered,  shortlj  before  his 
death,  was,  *  I  am  I.'     Philosophical  enough  I  '* 

"  And  what  .feai'ful  conclusion  dost  thou  draw  from  it 
all?"  Said  Albano,  with  the  deepest  sorrow.  "I  can 
bear  anything  and  everything,"  said  Schoppe,  ^  only  not 
the  me,  —  the  pure,  intellectual  me,  —  the  god  of  gods. 
How  often  have  I  not  alreadj  changcd  mj  name,  like  my 
namesake  and  cousin  in  renown,  Sctoppius,  or  Schoppe, 
and  become  every  year  another  person  I  but  still  the  pure 
*  I  •  perceptibly  runs  after  me  and  besets  me.  One  sees 
this  best  on  journeys,  when  one  looks  at  one's  legs,  and 
sees  them  stride  along,  and  then  asks,  Who  in  the  world  is 
that  marching  along  so  with  me  down  below  there  ?  I  teil 
you  he  is  eternally  talking  with  me ;  if  he  were  onee  to 
Start  up  in  bodily  presence  before  me,  I  should  not  be  the 
last  to  grow  weak  and  deadly  pale.  To  be  sure,  no  dog 
has  oecasion  to  use  tooth-powder ;  but  children  one  should 
paint  up,  it  Stands  to  reason  and  propriety.  For  my  part, 
I  have  observed  the  age  so  so,  and  smile,  because  I  say 
nothing.  Men,  like  napkins,  are  broken  up  into  the  finest 
and  greatest  variety  of  forms,  —  into  night-caps,  pyra- 
mids,  cross-bills  —  zounds,  Albano !  into  what  shape  are 
they  not  folded?  But  the  eonsequence,  brother,  —  O 
heavens,  the  eonsequence !  I  say  nothing :  curse  it,  I 
am  still  as  a  mouse,  —  few  as  much  so ;  but  times  may 
come  when  a  gentleman  shall  haply  remark,  Men.  and 
music-notes,  music-notes  and  men ;  short  and  sweet  and 
piain,  with  both  it  is  now  heads  up,  now  tails,  —  that  is 
to  say,  when  it  has  to  go  quick.  These  are  similes, 
I  am  well  aware,  best  friend ;  but  the  bakers  announce 
a  Black  batch  by  a  stony  or  clayey  one  in  the  shop, 
whereas  men  announce  their  hardest  things,  among  which 
19* 
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travelled  oSl  ^  Has  Schoppe  driven  both  awaj  bj  the 
trath  ?  **  he  asked  himself,  forsaken  and  alone.  In  yain 
did  he  trj  to  track  Schoppe  for  several  dajs  afler ;  not 
once  had  he  been  seen.  ^  Thou,  too,  dear  Schoppe  I  ** 
8aid  he,  and  shuddered  at  the  barbarity  of  fate  toward 
himself.  As  he  thos  sorveyed  himself,  and  looked  out 
over  the  still,  dark  waste  of  bis  life,  all  at  once  it  seemed 
to  him  as  if  bis  life  suddenlj  lighted  up,  and  a  sun-glance 
feil  upon  the  whole  liquid  miiror  of  the  dark  time  which 
had  elapsed.  A  voice  spake  within  him:  ^What  has 
there  been  then  ?  Men,  dreams,  blue  days,  black  nights, 
have  flown  hither  without  me,  without  me  flown  awaj 
again,  like  the  flitting  summer,  which  the  band  of  man 
can  neither  weave  nor  hold  fast  What  is  there  left  ?  A 
Wide  woe  over  the  whole  heart ;  but  the  heart,  too,  re- 
mains,  —  emptj,  of  course,  but  firm,  sound,  bot    Loved 
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ones  are  lost,  not  love  itself ;  the  blossoms  are  fallen,  not 
the  branches.  Verily,  I  still  wish ;  I  still  will ;  the  past 
has  not  stolen  from  me  the  future.  Arms  I  still  have  to 
embrace  withal,  and  a  band  to  lay  upon  the  sword,  and 
an  eye  to  survey  the  world.  But  what  has  gone  down 
will  come  again,  and  flee  again,  and  only  that  will  remain 
true  to  thee  which  is  forsaken,  —  thyself  alone.  Freedom 
is  the  glad  etemity ;  calamity  is  for  the  slave  the  break- 
ing  out  of  a  fire  in  the  prison.  No ;  I  will  he^  not  have. 
What !  can  the  holy  storm  of  tones  only  stir  a  particle  of 
dust,  while  the  rüde,  agitated  air  displaces  mountains  of 
ashes?  Only  where  like  tones  and  strings  and  hearts 
dwell,  there  do  they  move  softly  and  invisibly.  Only 
sound  on,  then,  sacred  string-music  of  the  heart,  but  wish 
not  to  change  anything  in  the  rough,  hard  world,  which 
owns  and  obeys  only  the  winds,  not  tones." 

At  this  moment,  he  was  found  by  the  Lector  Augusti, 
who  brought,  by  word  of  mouth,  instant  entreaties  from 
the  Princesse  Julienne  to  go  with  him  to  Gaspard's  Cham- 
ber, where  she  had  the  weightiest  words  to  say  to  him 
about  Schoppe.  He  complied  readily ;  he  expected,  first 
and  chiefly,  to  find  with  her  a  key  to  his  Schoppe's  cov- 
ered  fate ;  he  saw,  too,  from  the  bold  choice  of  a  mes 
senger,  how  important  to  his  poor  sister  his  appearance 
must  be. 

In  Gaspard's  apartment  Augusti  suddenly  lefl  him  to 
announce  him,  and  —  leave  bim  alone.  Through  his  life 
roUed  now  a  slow  thunder ;  whether  it  came  from  heaven, 
from  a  stream,  or  only  from  a  mill,  as  yet  he  knew  not. 
Julienne  burst  in,  weeping,  unable  to  speak  for  the  yiolent 
beating  of  her  heart.  "Thou  art  going  away?"  asked 
she.  "  Yes  I "  said  he,  and  besought  her  to  be  less  pas- 
donate ;  for  he  knew  how  easily  another's  impetuosity  set 


Idm  on  ün!»,  aa  he  conld  »ot  CTen  play  cli€ss  or  fence,  for 
Hny  tengtli  of  time,  wJJlioiit  becoming  Äiigry,  She  en- 
Ircated  Lim  still  jnoi'o  posiionatcly  onlj  to  staj  tili  Gas- 
piini  c»tüe  Iwick.  '*  Is  bc  cocaing  back  ?  "  asked  Älbaoo» 
**  JJow  ülberwige  ?  But  not  Ihe  UQWortby  bride,*'  smd 
j  aiie*  "  Juberme/*  replied  he,  seriousljj  *"  0,  be  not  as 
l^ard  it^inst  ber  m  fa(e  bas  becn,  aiid  lel:  me  be  silent  I  ** 
"  I  bäte  now  aU  nien,  and  iheCj  too/*  said  gbe.  *'  That 
comeB  of  jour  j)oetical  soak,  O,  wbat  honest  bride 
WDuld  bave  let  herseif  so  casilj  be  blmded  bj  such  a 
Süieide?  Wbo?  But  I  ge6  thou  dost  not  kuow  alL*^ 
**  But  b  it  of  aiiy  use  ?  "  be  a^ked*  ^ 

Surpnsed  at  tbis  question^  she  began  without  reply  tbe 
narration  ;  — 

Oa  tbe  day  when  Älbano  foand  Schoppe^  Julienne 
would  fain  visit  agam  her  friend  Linda  whom  she  had  not 
fei^-'M  *;in'^"^  t]v>  fn-^Tiin»j  of  the  tragedy.  All  apart mf^nts 
in  Lilar  were  dosely  curtained  against  dajlight  Juli- 
enne found  her  silting  in  darkness,  with  downeast,  half- 
open  eyelidsy  outwardly  verj  tranquil,  only  at  long  inter- 
vals  a  little  tear  stole  out  from  her  eyes.  The  sweeping 
stream  went  high  over  the  wheels  of  her  life  and  they 
stood  far  under  it  and  stilL  ^  Is  it  thou,  Julienne  ?  "  she 
Said,  softly.  **  Pardon  the  darkness ;  night  is  green  now, 
to  my  eyes.  It  pains  me  to  see  anything."  The  bridal 
torch  of  her  existence  was  quenched ;  she  wished  now 
night  for  night. 

Julienne  put  anxious  questions  of  astonishment ;  she 
gave  no  answer  to  them.  "  Is  there  any  trouble  between 
thee  and  my  brother?"  asked  Julienne,  in  whom  relation- 
ship  always  created  a  warmer  concem  than  friendship. 
"  Only  wait  for  the  Knight,"  answered  she ;  "  I  have  sent 
an  entreaty  to  him  to  come  hither." 
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Jast  at  that  moment  he  entered.  She  begged  him  to 
accommodate  himself  to  this  short  night.  After  some 
BÜence,  she  rose  proudly  from  her  seat;  her  black-dressed, 
tall  form  raised,  ha  the  presence  of  the  Knight,  whom  she 
ßaw  not,  its  great  eyes  to  heaven,  her  proud  life,  hitherto 
enveloped  in  the  winding-sheet,  flung  back  the  cloth  and 
rose,  blooming,  from  the  dead,  and  she  addressed  the 
^Knight :  "  Respected  Gaspard,  you  promised  me,  as  also 
did  mj  father,  that  he  would  appear  to  me  on  mj  mar- 
riage  day.  The  day  is  gone  by.  I  am  a  widow :  now 
let  hun  appear  to  me." 

Here  the  Knight  interrupted  her:  "  Gone  by ?  O  quite 
right !  Is  he,  then,  anything  more  discreet  and  moral 
than  a  man?"  and  jested,  contrary  to  his  usual  man- 
ner, with  a  glow  of  indignation,  because  he  supposed  it 
was  of  Albano,  whom  he  had  so  long  trusted,  that  she 
was  speaking. 

"  You  misunderstand  me,"  said  Linda ;  "  I  speak  of  a 
deceased  one."  Suddenly  before  Julienne  Roquairol's 
shadow  passed ;  distant  according  tones  from  the  Princess 
had  ushered  it  in.  "Almighty  Grod!"  she  screamed,  "the 
cursed  suicide's  play  is  true  ?  "  "  He  played  what  actu- 
ally  occurred,"  said  Linda  calmly.  **  We  separate.  I 
traveL  I  desire  nothing  but  my  father."  Here  Gaspard 
held  out  toward  the  Countess  an  arm  petrified  by  palsy, 
as  if  armed  with  a  drawn  dagger,  —  the  darkness  made 
the  api^ition  blacker  and  wilder,  —  but  ho  broke  the  ice 
of  death  asunder  again  with  cold  hands,  and  stirred  and 
answered  with  lamed  tongue  :  "  God  and  the  Devil  I  Thy 
father  is  at  band.  He  will  take  it  all  —  as  it  is.  Does 
he  know  it  ?  "  «  Who  ?  "  asked  Linda.  «  And  what  did 
he  determine  ?  Heavens !  I  mean  Albano."  Gaspard 
had,  in  a  passion,  at  once  Cromwell's  imbeeiHty  of  tongue 


«nd  ingmuitj  of  octiozi;  und  reiEmined  thcrefore  as  aTerm 
and  tu»  faf  tVorai  e^-ery  ebuUition,  evco  of  love^  as  from: 
tamcni^,  whicii  was  lo  him  (as  hö  eald)  "€vea  mora 
odbu.%  thun  dowTiright  ürimep" 

**  I  krww  ntit,**  «lid  Linda«  **  I  btloug  to  the  dcad  ona 
abne,  who  has  twice  died  for  me.  Say  that  to  my  father. 
O,  I  would  have  followed  bim  long  ago»  tlie  monster,  into 
Ihe  deep  realm  *,  I  would  not  stand  Here  before  the  cold 
reprckai^li  of  malice  or  Cbristian  amazement^  for  there  aro 
Btill  daggei^  to  be  msed  again^t  lifo  l — Bnt  I  am  a  mother^ 
and  tlierefore  I  live  !  '^ 

**  I  will  aee  you  agam  this  evening,"  eaid  Gaspard  com* 
po»edlj,  and  burried  away.  "I  believe,  dear  Jullenne," 
eaid  Linda,  "  we  now  no  longer  qulte  understand  eaeh 
otlier,  ftt  least  not  to  the  highesl  point,  jiiat  as  we  earlier 
difl«red  aboüt  your  beUe-s(Burf  and  jou  Üiought  her  co- 
qoetrj,  bat  I  predselj  her  pradery,  great  and  iinmonL" 
"That  may  well  be  true,"  said  Julienne,  coldly;  "you 
are  so  truly  poetle,  I  am  so  prosaio  and  old-maidishly 
pioQS  and  orthodox.  To  love  a  monster  for  this,  be- 
canse  he  cheats  me  as  horribly  as  he  does  his  regiment- 
treasory,  or  becanse  he  generally  allows  himself  as  mach 
fireedom  as  his  regiment,  or  because  afler  his  death  he 
still  leaves  parts  for  the  remaining  players,  or  letters  to 
me, deceived one  —  "  ^Didheso?*"  asked  Albano.  **She 
praised  it  even  as  a  sign  of  genias  in  him/'  replied  Ja- 
lienne.  ^  To  love  sach  a  one,  said  I,  or  sach  people  as 
love  him,  I  cannot  find  it  in  my  heart  to  do  that.  Fare 
yoa  then  as  well  as  may  be."  Linda  answered,  '^  I  hate 
all  wishes " ;  gave  her  her  band,  pressed  not  hers,  and 
remained  in  profound  silence,  looking  into  her  night 
She  knew  little  of  the  easy  and  careless  departare  of  her 
lost  friend. 
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•  That  same  night  Linda,  afler  a  long  private  talk  witb 
the  Ejiight,  travelled  off  entirely  alone,  wrapped  in  her 
veil,  in  a  carriage  without  torches,  and  no  one  knew 
Whether  she  had  wept  or  not.  — 

When  Albano  had  heard  his  sistcr  out,  he  said,  with  a 
soft  voice  of  emotion :  ^  Make  peace  with  the  past ;  man 
cannot  assail  it.  Leave  to  the  great  unhappy  one  the 
night  into  which  she  of  herseif  has  been  drawn.  But 
why  were  you  so  eager  to  have  me  with  you  ?  Particu- 
larly  if  thoa  knowest  anght  of  my  Schoppe,  I  entreat 
thee  to  impart  it"  "  I  will  answer  thee,"  said  she,  weep- 
ing  and  wondering;  ^but,  brother,  assure  me  that  thy 
silence  is  not  again  the  curtain  of  a  new  misfortnne.  I 
recognize  you  men  by  that,  one  must  hate  you  all,  and  I 
do  so,  too."  "  I  have  nothing  sad  in  my  mind ;  before 
6od  I  affirm  it  You  women,  you  who  will  only  quench 
your  hell  with  tears,  and  kindle  it  with  the  breath  of 
sighs,  comprehend  not,  that  oflen  a  single  hour's  thinking 
can  give  a  man  a  staff  or  wings,  which  shall  lift  him  at 
once  out  of  hell,  and  then  it  may  bum  on  for  all  him.'' 
"  Show  me,  then,"  said  she,  in  a  tearfully  comic  manner, 
**  thy  wing."  "  This,"  replied  he,  "  that  I  build  not  upon 
man,  but  upon  God  in  me  and  above  me.  The  foreign 
iyy  winds  around  us,  runs  up  on  us,  Stands  as  a  second 
fiummit  beside  ours,  and  it  is  thereby  withered.  Spirits 
should  grow  beside  each  other,  not  upon  eaeh  other. 
We  should,  like  God,  as  imperishable  ones,  love  the  per- 
ishable." 

"  Very  good,**  said  she,  "  if  it  only  insnres  thee  peace. 
As  touching  thy  poor  Schoppe,  he  has  been  thrust  into 
the  madhouse  by  way  of  punishment;  but  first.let  me 
give  you  a  regulär  account.  He  dressed  up  a  story  about 
a  seoond  sister  of  thine  before  thy  already  so  much  ex- 


44»    r-  ^  -^  maMM, 


iBüBiBlpMii  bot  tli7  Qnde  was  eaflad,  wJm  IoM  Uäi  «t 
litoimiMilMidniiifderod  the  BaUliead;  ani  tbe^haieir 
was  banglitily  kft  liim  betimn  ii^;m«weii^  «bA  «t 
ouAcmm;  m  he  belook  himadf  to  the  tottar«  Slay, 
alqrl  "Uo  veightiasl  it  lo  oonie.  Wliatever  1  nMif 
tfuDk  oT  Un,  I  tee  he  k  tii7  honert  Mßod ;  Md  to  qfwek 
Mlfi«elf,erai  lindt, befim  bor  ieptttu^ laMartod^^» 
Imt  krt  ktler  lo  «e  w  ialercMiio»  Ite  Unu    B^^^mi 

^  enrei  potepa  &011  onrest  Im  H^  fif«^    I 

iiltotiMe." 

^g«i  aoir  opon  IdoiM*i  wimd  «Di  ^gaBmm$ 
her  Areidk»  and  the  hwl  iaj  die  Ml  ipaü 
^Mi  her  attdhioked  Inte  hte  dei^aoiiL  ShefmieA« 
tahis  bed  ef  fever  and  bis  monmuig  beside  Lia&a?s  bier, 
and  old  Schoppe's  talks  and  runnings  to  and  fro,  and  bis 
noble  victory,  when  be  bad  brougbt  at  lengtb  the  glorified 
Liana,  in  Idoine's  form,  before  bis  eye,  tbat  she  migbt 
pronoonce  tbe  bealing  words :  ^  Have  peace ! " 

Now  was  Ae  in  a  storm,  and  Jolienne  at  peace. 
**  Tberefore,"  she  continued,  "  I  hold  it  to  be  my  duty  to 
interest  myself  a  little  in  thy  friend.  Tbe  poor  devil  is 
innocent,  —  throngb  stingings  of  conscience  and  even  by 
bis  present  Situation  be  may  completely  lose  wbat  under- 
standing  he  still  has,  —  altogether  innocent,  I  say;  for  thy 
uncle,  whom  I  have  long  hated,  and  who  only  a  short 
time  ago  for  the  first  time,  but  in  vain,  sought  to  come  as 
a  ghostly  and  marderous  apparition  to  my  sick  brother, 
—  he  would  also  have  probably  done  the  saYne  witb 
Liana,  if  she  bad  lived  to  admit  of  it,  —  this  man  is  — 
(wby  may  I  not  make  it  notorious,  now  tbat  all  b^ 
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cbanged  and  revolutionized  itself?) — one  and  the  self- 
same  person  with  the  Baldhead,  and  is  a  ventriloquist  I 
Brother?" 

Bat  Albano  had  ahreadj  flown  from  her. 

134.    CYCLE. 

ALBANO  woold  fain  set  his  friend  free  before 
avenging  him;  therefore  he  would  hasten  first 
to  Schoppe  and  then  to  his  uncle.  But  as  he  passed  bj 
the  ligbted  apartments  of  the  latter,  a  sudden  Indignation 
seized  bim,  and  he  must  needs  go  up.  The  tall,  haggard 
uncle  came  slowly  to  meet  the  excited  youth,  with  the 
jay  on  his  band.  Albano,  without  any  circamstances, 
with  flamiiig  eyes,  charged  him  with  his  double  part,  his 
heaven-crying  destruction  of  Schoppe,  and  the  illusory 
Operations  against  himself,  and  demanded  answer  and 
satisfaction.  "  Yes,  yes,"  said  tho  Spaniard,  stroking  his 
didäesse;  "I  have  the  pistols:  I  have  no  time,  —  no 
time  for  talking."  "You  must  have  it,"  said  Albano. 
**  I  have  none,  Deo  patre  et  flio  et  spiritu  sancto  testihus  ; 
it  will  soon  b.e  between  eleven  and  twelve,  and  the 
gloomy  one  Stands  here."  "Heavens!  why  this  silly, 
tragic  scenery  ?  O  God,  is  it  not  possible,  then,  that  you 
are  even  a  man,"  —  looking  with  horror  at  the  skin  of  bis 
fece,  which  absolntely  could  not  look  joyful  or  loving,  — 
"  so  that  you  can  tremble,  blush,  repent,  exult  ?  What 
knew  you  of  my  Schoppe,  when  you  once  in  Ratto's  cellar 
made  believe  as  if  you  knew  a  frigbtful  deed  of  his  ?  '* 
"No  one  needs  know  anything,"  he  replied ;  "one  says  to 
a  man,  *I  am  acquainted  with  thy  villanous  deed';  the 
man  sends  his  thoughts  back,  he  ünds  such  a  one."  "But 
what  had  he  done  to  you  ?  "  asked  Albano,  with  agitatioiL 

00 


D^keniilied,  «Bi  ttia  I»  üi^  ^Hm  hamAV  m 
üritot  «kfw  o'doflki  I  mfmOiagmamSmBt  lA^ 
I  wüL»  ^ 

Hmt  Um  Spvikid  bM^ghfr  «ifo  {Mob  «18  a  tt% 
■iMmdldmtiHittliejiraieiMiloMted,!^  Itel^loid 
OM  dpiiiig  1dm  pmikr  «ril  kttfl),  bm  iioi.te  «tter« 
«firtodie  btgi  e«dkliitollielM«^*Mudhes  «<ve  A«^ 
loliJ*  Um  Mdar,  ihe  bett«^  ikm^  Mmgk.  Tte* 
fl^ppMucJ  riiQi^  fr^ üf^  iHril  roquidotoil  ABiftOOio  iftifl 

*  Wtt  ihooi  «fc  die  Mne .ti^B%*€dA  tfift  «odbt  ^'m  •«Iii'«i 
tl  hM  8ti«Bk  te  tm  twrtm.*  «No^''  «dt  Mmm, 
<<7«»  in  «I  die  tel  itroke,  I  ai  Ae  aeoQna.*  «<ingf 
]ioi?''f«ffioihe. 

Tbe^  poued  AeoMehree  «f«r  egrimH  mmB  0lkatM 
oppoatte  eornen  rf  die  dündier«  widi  «M^  fiüoli  ki  fiH^ 
beiidsiawailmg die strokeof half pestekreiL  T!ieSt»m- 
iard  dosed  bis  eyes  in  dumb  listening.  As  Albaoo  looked 
into  this  blind,  bust-like  face,  it  seemed  to  bim  as  if  no 
sin  at  all  could  be  committed  upon  sucb  a  being,  least  of 
all  a  dcatb-stroke.  Snddenlj  tbere  was  a  murmuring  in 
tbe  still  Chamber  of  five  voioes.among  each  other,  as  if 
they  came  from  the  old  philosophers'  basts  on  the  walls  ; 
die  father  of  death,  the  Baldhead,  the  jay  seemed  to 
speak,  and  an  unknown  voice,  as  if  it  were  the  so-called 
Gloomy  One.  They  said  to  one  another,  "  Gloomy  One, 
is  it  not  so,  have  I  told  any  falsehood?  I  bring  five  tears, 
büt  cold  ones,  —  I  bear  the  wheels  of  the  hearse  on  my 
head, — I  lead  the  panther  by  the  noose, — I  cut  him  free, 
— I  point  with  white  finger  at  htm, —  I  bring  the  mist,— 
I  bring  the  coldest  frost, — I  bring  the  terrible  thing !  ** 

Here  the  bell  sounded  the  first  stroke,  and  the  Spaniard 
fired,  — at  the  seoond  Albano  blazed  away ;  —  both  stood 
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tbere  without  a  wound ;  powder-smoke  floated  round,  but 
nowhere  was  there  any  appearance  of  a  splintering,  as  if 
the  ball  had  been  only  a  glass  ball  filled  with  quicksilver. 
Witb  grim  contempt,  Albano  looked  at  him  on  account  of 
the  previous  voices.    **  I  was  forced  to,"  said  the  uncle. 

Suddenlj  the  Lector  broke  in,  breathless,  whom 
Julienne  had  despatched  to  hinder  a  probable  duel. 
"Count!"  he  stammered,  "has  anything  happened?" 
"  Something,"  replied  the  oncle,  "must  have  happened 
in  the  neighborhood,  the  smoke  came  in ;  we  were  just 
on  the  point  of  embracing  and  bidding  each  other  good 
night."  He  rang,  and  cömmanded  the  servant  to  ask  the 
host  who  was  firing  so  late  •  at  «ight  Albano  was  as- 
tounded,  and  could  only  say  in  parting,  "  So  be  it !  Bat 
fear  the  inadman,  whom  I  unchain ! "  "  Ah,  do  it  not ! " 
said  the  Spaniard,  and  seemed  to  fear. 

Augusti  waited  upon  him  down  to  the  street,  nor  did 
he  let  him  go  tili  after  he  had  given  bis  word  of  honor 
not  to  go  up  there  again.  But  Albano  flew,  even  at  this 
late  hour  of  the  night,  to  the  house  of  woe  and  to  the 
tormented  heart 

135.  CYCLE. 

HARDLY  had  Albano  made  known  to  the  overseer 
of  the  madhouse,  a  young,  slcek,  rosy  little  man, 
his  name,  which  the  little  man  ahready  knew,  and  bis 
Petition  for  Schoppe's  liberty,  together  with  his  security 
for  him,  when  the  overseer  smiled  upon' him  with  uncom- 
mon  complacency,  and  said,  ''  I  have  quietly  watched  the 
whole  house  for  years.  I  seize  greedily  the  minutest 
traits  for  a  future,  philosophical  public ;  and  so  also  did  I 
apply  myself  very  seriously  to  Mr.  Schoppe.    But  never. 


^ß  "^m^ii. 


wkiehiioQlikimpramiaediiimiilyi  m^mmMnaj^^m 
fMii  äü  IB^F  fi^tüih  aod  G«maa  umb  m  ikft  saliiee!^ 
mA^mmtm^  «ridi  me  iipoo  um  mite  df  lEiiliiiQiitüi 
iMi^itdsftrteiiinae.    AdiM^ 
(I  infar  K  fron  liis  ^1%  wA  m  Inmiil,  to^^i  Mir  iE 

kacä  mof»  lliflfr  ttditt  I  iiMb  iiH^ 
idT  die  eoiacÜBBO^  of  eör  «ihenttttMiii  I#i^  jfiatl 
ke»  Ite  ksf  üi  liit  cbanlMri  «nmmIv«  ftr  yettradf  l^ 
«ir  JMitiiolAMriiM  hb  Vifei  «^y  Ü^ 
■MAaliibelooUiq^l^MietP'^   ^l^or^MliNsiyieftmi? 
Mplled  tbe  «tmeer ;  "<  Imi  If  liB  k  ft  fMr  ÜM^^ 
kiadastillipMifieivr  .  .. 

Mever^  AlbftDooptti«  door  fiMi  Iii«v^  lesil  AM 
this  to  Schoppe'B  llllki  «hamber.  ^Imt  oone  üldNi 
fliee  awaj,  mj  brotber,"  he  cried  immedlafeljy  bj  waj  of 
sparing  himself  and  him  the  redness  of  shame.  Bat 
when  he  looked  at  the  old  lion  more  nearlj,  he  found  him 
in  this  trap  qoite  altered,  —  not  tarne,  creeping,  wagging, 
but  broken  in  two,  and  with  shattered  claws  weighed  down 
to  the  earth.  The  charge  of  murder,  which  he  had  hon- 
estlj  admitted,  united  to  Gaspard's  unmerclful  sentence, 
had  filled  and  eaten  up  bis  proud,  free  breast  with  poison- 
ous  shame.  "  I  fare  well  here,  only  I  feel  Symptoms  of  ill 
health,"  said  Schoppe,  with  lustreless  eye  and  toneless 
voice.  Albano  could  not  hide  bis  tears  ;  he  clung  around 
the  sick  man,  and  said,  ^  Magnanimous  man,  thoa  gavest 
me  once  in  mj  sickness,  health  and  salvation  again,  and  I 
knew  it  not,  and  thanked  thee  not  Go  with  me ;  I  must 
Durse  thee  in  this  thj  sickness,  heal  and  oomfort  thee  as  I 
can ;  then  we  traveL" 

^  Dost  thou  imagine,  mj  Criton,"  he  replied,  strength* 
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ened.  by  the  baisam  of  bis  wounded  pride,  "  tbat  I  am  not 
a  sort  of  Socrates,  but  will  really  go  out  of  mj  torre  del 
ßhsopho  ?  A  Word  of  honor  is  a  thick  chain."  "  Teil 
me  all,  spare  no  one  ;  but  I  will  teil  thee  tbereafter  a  piece 
of  news,  at  wbicb  thy  chain  sball  instantly  melt  down ! " 
Said  Albano. 

"  Ha !  Meanwbile,  this  place  bere,  for  its  part,  is  well 
enough,  as  aforesaid,  a  torre  delfibsopho^  quai  de  Voltaire, 
and  Shakespeare's  street,  and  wbatever  eise  one  migbt, 
could,  would,  or  should  name.  Moreover,  I  always  bear 
by  night  one  or  anotber  man  speak  dose  by  me,  and  so  I 
bave  no  fear  at  all  tbat  tbe  *  I '  will  come.  I  tbrow  every 
day  five  little  bi*ead-balls :  if  tbey  form  a  cross,  tben  it 
signifies  (tbink  wbat  tbou  wilt)  tbat  I  do  not  yet  appeaf 
to  myself.  But  tbey  always  make  one.  I  bave  been,  in 
tbis  Anticyra  bere,  so  quieted  about  so  many  a  pbantom, 
even  by  tbose  books,  —  look  at  tbem,  notbing  but  treatises 
on  madness,  —  tbat  I,  altbougb  it  toucbes  my  Mordian  * 
quite  as  little  as  it  does  me,  am  glad  to  bave  been  bere. 
My  intercourse  is  not  tbe  safest,  I  own,  tbougb  I  talk  witb 
tbe  keeper  and  wife  alone  (a  rbyme),  botb  of  wbom  clev- 
erly  understand  tbe  prison-fever  tbat  prevails  bere.  Tbe 
man  bas  got  tbe  fixed  idea  into  bis  bead,  and  bis  wife 
tbereby  into  bers,  tbat  be  is  our  present  overseer,  and  bas 
to  assist,  oversee,  and  read  excellent  books  wbicb  fall  in 
witb  bis  oflBice.  Tbose  treatises  are  by  tbe  fool.  It  is  to 
be  presumed  be  bas  let  bis  overseeing  idea  peep  out  too 
broadly  in  tlie  city,  and  tbe  medical  College  clapped  bim 
in  witb  bis  serviceable  idea;  because,  in  tbe  end,  to  be 
sure,  every  overseer  must  bave  it  in  order  to  exercise  bis 
Office,  wbetber  be  is  mad  or  not.  Amongst  all  bere  in  tbe 
liousey  we  two  please  eacb  otber  most  He  sounded  me 
•  Hisdog. 
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to  mj  ft^rsfilage,  und  I  can  make  great  uae  of  him  focJ 
mj  Uberty,  caljr  I  mtiAt  not  attack  kid  foul,  fixed 
OntjT  I  0(100  improvi^Ate  für  Üiem  oa  evening  bles^ing,  — 
b«ci»ise  they  havc  no  pr^yer-book,  —  ünd  weave  in  wttli 
the  Ueising  biDU  which  inigbt  be  of  medical  5ervic:e  to 
thc  putr,  if  tliey  cboge.  So  we  two  watider  round  in  the^ 
tnAie^  of  Ujjs  labyrinlb  along  before  the  patietita,  —  1 
bind  bim,  the  incurable  bub  of  the  wbole  wbeel,  I  weiU 
qtiite  t4^lerafit,  Iji  tbe  dub,  universal  pokmics  and  scep^"" 
ticism  reign  ai  in  no  otlier  tiniversitj  balL  '  IC  is  a  tbirjg 
to  make  oiie  become  cmzj/  he  says  to  me,  in  a  low  tone 
*  To  make  one  Im  craiy/  tliey  say  in  tbis  palaü  d*ign 
iiitf  1  replj*  I  cut  bim  out  the  profileä  of  the  patlent« 
for  lim  itumascnpU  As  eliildrcn  Btill  have  fiomething ' 
which  iippears  to  them  cbildishj  so  bare  madmen  some- 
tbing  wbich  seems  even  to  tbem  madness.  But  I  nevcMH 
become  anj  more  pointed  witb  him,  and  keep  sharper 
jokes  to  mjself.  Ab,  wbat  is  man,  especiallj  a  discreet 
one,  and  bow  tbm  are  bis  sticks  and  staves  I  Is  there 
anjthing  aboat  me  that  moves  thee,  Albano  ?  Mj  dall, 
pale  fiice,  perbaps  ?  ** 

Bat  Albaoo  could  not  possiblj  confess  to  bim,  that  this 
wreck  of  a  noble  man,  with  bis  delusions,  and  even  witÜ 
bis  style,  whose  wings  had  also  wheels  on  them,  brought 
the  tears  into  bis  ejes,  but  he  said  merelj,  ^  Ah,  I  think 
of  manj  things,  bat  now,  at  last,  I  pray,  to  thy  story,  dear 
friend!''  Bat  Schoppe  had  abready  forgotten  again  what 
he  was  to  telL  Albano  named  the  issue  of  the  portrait- 
affiiir  with  the  Coantess,  and  Schoppe  began :  — 

^  The  Princess  Julienne  was  just  jumping  into  her 
carriage,  when  I  led  the  blind  maiden  up  the  steps,  to  let 

*  Etid  am  ToOwerdm  and  e$  itt  mm  ToBsein  are  the  two  German 
phraset — Tb. 
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it  be  Said,  the  Libraxian  Schoppe  was  here  from  Spain. 
I  was  ushered  into  a  darkened  apartment,  wherein  I 
walked  quietly  up  and  down  waiting  or  watching  for 
people,  until  the  Countess  greeted  me  out  of  the  gloom. 
'  This  darknessy'  said  I, '  is  just  what  I  like  for  the  light 
which  I  have  to  give,  only  I  would  rather  speak  Irish  or 
Lettonian  *  or  Spanish,  because  I  don't  know  who  may 
be  eavesdropping  about  here.'  '  Spanish ! '  said  she,  se- 
rioaslj.  I  related  to  her  how  I  had  known  thy  mother, 
and  painted  her,  and  so  forth,  and  inserted  my  name 
indelibly  into  the  likeness ;  after  a  long  time,  had  met  her 
in  the  market-place  of  this  city,  and  taken  her  for  the 
looking-glass  image  of  thy  mother,  so  like  was  she  to  her 
own.  *  I  know  not,'  said  she,  breaking  in  here  with  heat- 
ed  pride  upon  the  midst  of  my  narrative,  *  how  far  your 
eecrets  can  become  mine.'  '  You  may,'  said  I,  seriously, 
'  by  letting  me  ring  for  a  light ;  for  I  hold  here  in  my 
band  th^  portrait  of  the  Frau  von  Cesara  and  von  Ro- 
meiro,  two  names  of  one  person.'  She  comprehended 
nothing  of  it,  wanted  to  know  nothing  of  it,  and  I  must 
not  ring.  I  acknowledged  to  her  that  I  saw  myself  ne- 
cessitated  to  adom  myself  with  the  rhetorical  chessman, 
generally  called  repetition  of  the  narrative,  and  proceeded 
to  move  the  piece.  But  as  soon  as  in  so  doing  I  came 
upon  thy  name  again,  she  said  I  had  probably  in  my  mind 
relations  now  entirely  done  away.  *  No,'  said  I,  *  I  have 
an  eternal  and  restored  relation  in  my  mind,  and  bring 
with  me  bis  greeting,  füll  of  the  most  profound  regard.' 
The  greeting  seemed  to  touch  her  sensibilities,  just  as  if 
one  held  her  to  be  in  need  of  such  an  assurance,  and  she 
begged  me  rather  to  leave  thee  out.  <  Heavens  I  he  is 
your  brother,  and  here  I  h&ve  about  me  the  portrait  of 
•  LiYonian?  — T& 
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«I^hlwMtlioiKNcdered.  A«  tibe  Ibpe  tel  «Milift 
iiVQifa«<bmiiigoU,Imd  r^wllaiiiTadl^äbiiiiis 
fldhr  M  dbaerfipit  m  her  tepflicr  tkil  om  dipM  nud^ 

noi  wjiboat  her  ehanns.  AftwMv^ram  I  te  ImtlMr»  «s 
ttoa  httt  die  honor  to  be^  imii  hid  ihe  n  gnT^ftix  lnTt!ifT' 
liter  of  pen&e  lir  il»  üj  Uöoi  «mdi  hüte  Ü»  J^iMite 
aftf%ftbleftrher|.I  voqU  henr  h»i^tM0gifimmf 
hapd%  ta^  Bke  n  «qiaaakH  m  119^  aoie  «^^ 
imfiiKtaMte eai  1  She ne  aeiooer  mim  ifce feilnillliift 
ihe«riid,<lIodier,  notherr  mi  liq^  fiiirieghigltol 
over  her  ^gm^^mnpkkmg  tibel  ^mj  wtm^^vmiäM  wmm 
theaever.  I  mniMiiftd  »y  waaipf^  «liM  liaMg^iglt . 
hefim  her  egpeiiiiy  i^eleiimniü,  rirMiiierfi>i>i?4  ^^^iii-^iriBi 
ihe  additkm,  which  had  esci^ted  me,  ^  Loves  mach.'' 

"*Wa3  that  the  painter^s  name?'  she  asked.  *Are 
jovL  he  ?  You  loved  her  too  ? '  *  Beautj  is  a  diff/  re- 
plied  I,  seriouslj, '  on  which  one  and  another  man  seeks 
to  shipwreck  himself,  because  it  lies  fall  of  pearls  and 
ojsters.'  She  begged  of  me,  in  a  friendly  manner,  the* 
most  distinct  repetition  of  the  repetition ;  she  wished  to 
attend  better;  hearing  and  thinking  were  as  hard  and 
heayy  for  her  now  as  living.  Albano,  yoa  shoald  have 
despatched  me  to  her  with  more  preparatory  Information. 
As  it  was,  I  was  half  confased  and  cloudy,  and  when, 
during  my  pictare  of  the  Long  Lake  Isle,*  something 
moist  sprang  from  her  eyes,  I  sank  in  the  drops,  and  al- 
most  drowned  therein,  and  not  tili  after  some  time  could 
I  rab  myself  to  life.  At  the  end  of  my  discourse,  she 
stood  ap,  folded  her  hands,  and  prayed,  with  weeping,  as 
*  Isola  B9IU  in  Lago  MtLg^an  (litendly,  greaUr  (oJbe).  — T&. 
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if  she  gave  thanks :  *  0  Grod,  0  God !  thou  hast  spared 
me  ! '  —  which  I,  after  all,  do  not  wholly  understand." 

Albano  understood  it  well,  —  namely,  that  she  thanked 
fate  for  the  accidental  delay  of  Schoppe's  arrival,  which 
had  spared  her  the  short  but  fearful  transformation  of 
Boquairol  into  a  brother. 

^'Thereupon  she  broke  out  into  too  many  thanks  to 
the  painter,  robbers  and  purveyors  of  the  painted  birth- 
certificate.  He  whose  heart  has  gone  to  sleep  like  an 
amj,  and  is  feelingless  and  hard  to  move,  finds  a  some- 
thing  very  droU  run  through  and  over  the  awaking  mem- 
ber  when  he  stirs  it  *  I  could  not  do  less,'  said  I,  *  for 
your  holy  brother  j  the  sunny  side  is,  then,  the  moon-side.* 
She  tumed  suddenly  to  the  subject  of  thy  father,  and 
asked,  as  he  was  immediately  Coming,  whether  she  or  I 
shoald  propose  to  him  these  riddles.  *  Or  rather  both ! ' 
I  had  hardly  replied,  when  he  stepped  wildly  in. 

"  Now,  Graspard  is,  to  be  sure  and  decidedly,  thy  own 
and  thy  sister's  natural  father,  and  filial  love  toward  him 
is  never  to  be  set  down  against  thee  as  a  fault ;  but  if  I 
chose  to  teil  thee  he  w^as  no  bear,  no  rhinoceros,  no  wer^ 
wolf  or  other  kind  of  wolf,  I  should  do  it  more  from 
Singular  politeness  than  from  any  other  cause.  He  snorted 
to  me  a  good  evening ;  so  did  I  to  him.  Many  men  re- 
semble  glass,  —  smooth  and  slippery  and  flat  so  long  as 
one  does  not  break  them,  but  then  cursedly  cutting,  and 
every  splinter  stings.  The  matter  was  laid  before  him 
with  the  accompanying  frontispiece  of  the  portrait  Wert 
thou  more  distantly  related  to  him,  I  would  let  myself 
out  on  this  subject ;  for  his  face  was  overspread  with  the 
Dorthem  light  of  grim  fury ;  out  of  his  eyes  yellow  wasps 
flew  at  me ;  straight  lines  shot  up  on  his  tempestuous 
brow  like  electrical  lances,  particularly  two  perpendicular 
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oTdlMHBftnit  Bat,  IH^  w«  said^  flM  aüi  I«  % 
kiM^Milgei  lui  too.  'Mj  finoia/  In  «madhnd  amn^ 
«idtt  wfaü  rij^  do  joa  steidiaetaiei^  tbeaf*  ^Tlüil 
mi/^  to  be  a  baid  qneslkMi  lorsie  to  anmor/  repiM  i^ 
gemlf  I  ^liiit  I  have  an  «aati%  to  look  al  an  i 
deeepdon ;  I  march  r^^t  in.'  'Oomltti/ mü  tn^l 
ing^>ia  lliree  mimiLciJ  jou  shall  kn^w  iliis  f^endemnn  well 
anoaglL*  O  no^nol  he  used  anotber  ward  than  ^eiUhm^n^ 
'Imt  I  wSl  ooe  day  clasp  bim  to  m^  breast  for  it,  unU 
tittai^  we  tiood  od  tbe  bigbeät  steps  of  God's  throüe,  and 
nxMtlad  k  die  f^br^."  "^  Scboppe  1  **  ^d  Albano.  ^  Don't 
ctteifta  ine  I  **  replfed  Sdioppe,  aad  went  oq. 

'*He  iw^;  aatnant  flew  La  with  a  card  ;  w€  all  were 
ätelt  '£idnlgence^  Countess/  said  he,  '  Dnlj  for  tbe 
•paee  of  one  ndante/  Hc  iliereupon  gava  ber  @ome  mk- 
eiaUa  conttHMWSy  but  sbe  Jooked  eilen  Lly  on  tbe  ground. 
Then  came  thy  tall  uncle,  nodded  sixteen  times  with  his 
litüe  head,  for  thal  he  tak^^s  to  be  an  obeisance^  and 
itepped  far  off  from  me,  *  BrotbeTf  siniply  saj,  what  has 
tbis  gentleman  here  done  badk  of  Yalencia  ? '^/ Mm?- 
%ered,  muidered ! '  said  &e,  rapidlj.  ^TFnder  wlal  c^ « 
cumstanoes  ? '  asked  thy  father.  Here  he  begas  ta  4i|^qäfe|e 
the  minatest  particulars  of  my  shot  of  distx«S8  «I  like 
Baldhead  with  such  an  inoomprehensible  sbarpness  that 
I  said,  *•  That  is  true ! '  and  went  on  myself,  and  kept  ask- 
ing,  <  Is  it  not  so  ? '  and  he  horriedly  nodded,  tili  I  had 
come  to  the  end.  Then  I  asked, '  But,  Spaniard|  teU  me, 
by  Heaven !  whence  have  ffouy  then,  derived  tbis  knowl- 
edge  ? '  <  From  me  ! '  answered  a  strai^e,  hollow  vcnc^ 
exactiy  like  the  Baldhead's. 

"  My  heart  grew  cold  as  a  dog's  nose,  and  my  tongue 
füll  of  stone.  'As  convidus  and  confessus,  began  thy 
£iLther, '  you  can  now  prophesy  your  fate.'     *  To  b«  »ore^  ' 
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murmured  the  uncle,  pulling  out  and  putting  back  his 
handkerchief,  taking  the  picture  up  and  laying  it  away,  — 
^prophesy,  prophesy ! '  *  Meanwhile,'  thy  father  continued, 
*  it  is  fireely  left  with  you  whether  you  will,  until  a  nearer 
investigation,  choose,  instead  of  the  prison,  which  belongs 
to  you  in  consideration  of  the  murder  and  thefl,  a  müder 
place,  the  madhouse,  which  befits  you  in  consideration  of 
your  journey ;  if  you  do  not  choose,  then  I  choose  for 
you.'  .  'To  the  madhouse,  to  the  madhouse!'  cried  I, 
*&T  the  Bake  of  true  sociability,  on  my  honor.  But  I 
make  do  questions  about  anything;  on  the  washing-bill 
of  my  conscienee  Stands  no  murder.  Do  you  önly  bum 
joorselves  white  and  clean.  Your  chariot  of  the  sun 
•nd  triumphal  car  goes  up  to  the  yery  hub  in  düng. 
Counteas,  let,  I  pray,  everything  be  cleared  up  by  you  in 
ibe  besi  manner,  and  think  unceasingly  of  me,  in  order 
to  get  a  &ther,  like  the  studeats'  father  of  his  country,  to 
be  «uro^  wbo  consists  in  a  hole  through  the  hat'  *  '  Step 
&rüier  back ! '  said  thy  fatl^r  to  thy  uncle,  *  the  madness 
18  broken  out.'  Upon  that  the  hare  made  eighteen  Springs 
down  over  thresholds  and  steps.  I  executed  my  own 
ordoTB  of  xnarch  and  halt  Thy  father  still  crawled  afler 
me  with  a  licking,  flamy  look.  I  charged  my  eye  with 
poisQO,  and  saw  him,  down  below  at  the  door,  fall  head- 
long  ßt  the  stroke." 

Albano  shuddered,  and  inqnired  about  the  how.  Then 
Schoppe  was  silent,  buried  in  thought,  for  a  long  time, 
1^  Said,  in  a  troubled  tone,  <*  That,  to  be  sure,  was  only 
a  dream  of  mme ;  but  so  do  I  now  confound  dream  with 

•  See  in  Howitt's  "  Student  Life  in  Gennany,"  p.  801,  &c.,  an  ao- 
eonnt  of  the  ceremony  at  the  singing  of  the  *'  Landesvater,"  or  conse- 
emtion  song,  the  most  impressive  part  of  which  is  that  eTery  Btudent 
ptasM^hui  Qftp  with  hia  aword.  —  Tb. 
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t^Mkj,  aflil  t!ie  rever?c.  I  ooglit  to  bo  m<rire  morecl  about 
Seluppe ;  he  i»^  after  all,  an  old  mnn,  and  old  mi^n  weop 
like  tLe  ji!Äler,  wben  it  goes  down  bilL**  **  I  will  comforl 
thee  now,  mj  friend/*  eaid  A]l>ano,  with  diatractod  breast ; 
**  I  wUl  roEDoire  an  error  from  tlij  faitbful  heartj  and  then 
thou  wilt  eertainlj  go  wiib  tne.  Thiü  Baldbead,  our 
mocier  and  jugglcr,  k,  accordiDg  to  the  holy  word  of  mj 
dtfer,  ooe  and  the  sam^  pttmn  witb  toy  tancle»  and  i»  a 
ventriloquist" 

Schoppe  Biood  för  a  long  time  like  one  dead,  es  if  be 
had  not  tcard  a  word,  Suddenly,  witb  radianc  face  and 
sparkbng  eye,  be  tbrew  binii^elf  ön  bis  knee,  and  stam- 
meredf  «^  Heaven,  Hcaven  !  make  me  mad  \  Tlie  rest  I 
will  do«**  Ilere  be  made  a  wicked  net.'k-wringing  motion 
wilb  bis  bandd,  and  said,  in  a  tone  of  restored  ^^tren^tb^ 
•*  I  can  follow  thee***  He  reallj  conld  now,  bot  before  he 
had  hard]y  been  able  to  stand.  And  bo  Albano  led  the 
unhappj,  excited  Mend  with  heavj  heart  to  his  own 
kdgings. 

136.   CYCLE. 

ALBANO  now  left  no  stone  untumed  which  friend- 
ship  Qould  lifl,  for  the  sake  of  setting  tbe  noble 
patient  to  rights  again,  and  renewing  his  joutb^  inwardly 
and  outwardlj.  Especiallj  did  he  seek  to  set  up  again 
the  bridge  over  which  aU  his  strings  were  drawn,  and 
which  the  Knight  and  his  brother  had  overtamed  in  tbe 
presenoe  of  Linda,  namelj,  his  pride  of  cbaracter,  which 
had  been  brought  so  verj  low  bj  this  barbarous  humilia- 
tion.  As  onlj  pure  brotherly  respect  and  bolj  worship 
of  a  divine  relic  can  softly  warm  and  reaaimate  a  wound- 
ed  pride,  the  faithful  Albano  took  tbis  course.  But  with- 
ottt  satisfaction  from  the  Spaniard,  the  contriver  of  the. 
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mischief  and  the  misleader  of  the  Knight,  bis  backbone, 
Schoppe  Said,  would  never  mn  perpendicular  again,  and 
bis  spinal  marrow  would  remain  bent  Only  Albano's 
duel  with  tbe  uncle  was  a  fresb  draugbt  of  cool  water  to 
bim ;  be  bad  to  bave  it  told  over  to  bim  several  times. 
His  tbirstj  wisb  was  to  be  as  well  as  be  needed  to  be  in 
Order  to  ügbt  witb  tbe  Spaniard,  and  tben,  as  a  madman^ 
to  extort  from  bim  on  a  deatb-bed,  wbereupon  be  tbougbt 
to  laj  bim,  tbe  confession  of  all  bis  tricks  and  juggleries. 
.  **  Tben,"  be  added,  all  tbe  time  smiling,  "  it  can  well  be 
6gal  to  me  wbetber  tbe  world  is  round  or  angular,  and 
to  France  is  my  first  step." 

Albano  bad  to  let  tbis  Greek  fire  öf  wratb,  wbicb  in 
the  end  worked  as  a  strengtbening  eure  to  a  bodj  frozen 
by  bumiliation,  burn  deeper  and  deeper  under  Itself,  since 
every  attempt  to  extinguisb  merely  fed  it ;  only  be'  bad 
to  watcb,  tbat  be  did  not  get  a  free,  solitary  moment,  to 
fly  off  in  a  blaze  and  seek  out  tbe  Spaniard.  Albano 
stirred  not  day  nor  nigbt  from  bis  sofa-bed,  and  tbat  for 
otber  reasons  also.  For  if  Scboppe  sbould  be  left  alone, 
and  bis  Mordian  fall  asleep  (wbom  be  never  woke,  be- 
cause  tbe  dog,  be  said,  evidently  dreamed,  and  tben  went 
flying  and  nosing  about  in  ideal  worlds,  snuffing  tbmgs 
wbereof  in  tbe  streets  of  tbe  actual  bardly  a  trace  of  a 
sbadow  was  to  be  scented),  if,  tben,  be  sbould  be  alone 
witb  tbe  quiet  animal  (for  wben  it  was  awake  be  bad 
Society  enougb),  and  bis  eye  sbould  accidentally  fall  upon 
bis  legs  or  bands,  tben  would  bis  cold  fear  creep  over  bim 
tbat  be  migbt  appear  to  bimself  as  bis  own  apparition, 
and  see  bis  own  "  I."  Tbe  looking-glass  bad  to  be  over* 
bung,  tbat  be  migbt  not  come  across  bimself. 

His  nigbts  were  sleepless,  but  dreams  moved  nakedly 
and  boldly  round  bim.    Albano  readily  devoted  to  bim 
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wdl  m^t9^  yet  cotiM  not  drive  away  tmy  of 

r*  ilf^funs,  those  i^pectncs  wbicb  genei-aUy  fiec 

u^  tlie  living,     They  crept  and  peeped  about 

wra  of  Üic  comeJ*s  cf  the  room,     Once  toward 

b  AibanQ  hud  gcxtie  out^  and  on  retummg  fputid 

josi  in  ihe  net  of  grasping  oae  band  with  the  other, 

^laiming,  ^  Wliom  have  I  bere^  man  ?  "    **  O  good, 

tboppc  "  med  Albano,  balf  io  anger,  **  such  irrsi- 

tji»!     Quit€  as  weU  might  one  fing^r  catch  the 

**  Tes,  to  he  Bure"  replied  be.     "  But  listeo," 

1 1        p  mmi.  eqaatted^  dueked  bis  bead,  and  pol^ted 

wie  ngiti  tndex-flnger  up  over  bis  nose  bto  ihe  air, 

'-  uMMi  calledst  me  Scboppe ;  tbat  is  not  mj  name ;  but  I 

mmj  not  üHer  mj  real  name ;  tbe  *  I  *  wbo  bas  been  bö 

long  seeking  me  would  bear  it,  aod  come  stalking  along, 

— a   long  grayestoQo  lies  OQ   the  ti^me.      Scboppe  or 

Scii>ppniM  I   could   verj   well   call   mysclf,  bccause   mj 

manj-named  namesake  and  name-fiUber  (it  is  all  foand 

in  Bayle)  called  himself,  now  so,  now  so,  now  Junipere 

d'Amone,  now  Denig  Bargas,  or  Grosippe,  or  KrigsÖder, 

Sotelo,  and  now  Hay.    I  must  appear  to  have  wboUj 

ibrgotten  that  the  man  was,  after  aU,  Yeritable  Titular 

Prince  of  Athens  and  Duke  of  Thebes  by  Ottoman  ehan« 

oery  and  graoe,  if  I  should  choose  to  remain  Maltese 

Librarian.    In  &ct,  I  used  to  go  from  one  hotel  to  another 

with  many  a  name,  wbicb  magnificently  played  with  and 

played  upon  the  *  I,'  that  forever  hunted  and  haonted  me; 

for  exampk,  Löwenskiould,  Leibgeber,  Graul,  Scboppe, 

too,  Mordian  (wbich  I  afierward  gave  my  dog),  Sacra« 

mentierer,  and  once  huletij  —  many  I  may  have  entirely 

forgotten.    The  true  one,"  said  he,  shyly  whispering,  "is 

a  SS  or  S — s,*  —  give  me  a  third   band  bere.      The 

*  S— s  meatiB  SiebenkSs.    It  is  known— firom  the  Flmer^^  Frmk^ 
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name  is  cut  out  of  grave-clothes,  and  I  lie  therein  alreadj 
buried  in  the  ground.  *I  am  L'  Such  were  the  last 
words  of  the  fine  old  Swift,  who  otherwise  said  little  in 
his  long  madness.  I  might  not  venture,  however,  to 
be  80  much  myself  as  that.  Well,  courage!  Infinite 
Wisdom  has  created  all,  —  madness,  too,  —  in  the  lump. 
Only  God  grant,  that  God  may  never  say  to  himself, 
*I!'  The  universe  would  tremble  to  pieces,  I  believe; 
fbr  God  finds  no  third  band." 

Albano  shuddered  at  the  sense  of  this  nonsense. 
Schoppe  seemed  ice;  then  he  threw  himself  suddenly 
on  the  brotherly  bosom ;  neither  said  aught  upon  the 
subject,  and  Albano  began  sunny  descriptions  of  the 
happy  Hesperia. 

Thus  patiently  and  solitarily  did  he  spend  with  his  sick 
friend,  in  nursing,  indulging,  caressing,  the  days  which  he 
would  gladly  have  made  use  of  for  his  flight  out  of  Ger- 
many ;  and  loved  him  more  and  more  passionately,  the 
more  he  did  and  endured  in  his  behalf.  He  absolutely 
would  not  sufifer  it  at  the  band  of  fate,  that  such  a  world 
füll  of  ideas  should  approach  its  conflagration,  and  so  free 
a  heart,  füll  of  honesty,  its  last  beating.  Schoppe  had  in 
the  youth's  heart  even  a  greater  realm  than  Dian ;  for  he 
took  life  more  freely,  deeply,  greatly,  bravely ;  and  if  the 
law  of  Dian's  life  was  beauty,  bis  was  freedom,  and 
he  tended,  like  our  solar  system,  to  the  constellation 
Hercules. 

Notwithstanding  all  entreaties,  he  took  no  medicines 
from  Dr.  Sphex ;  for  he  had  already,  he  said,  committed 

and  Thom^eces  —  that  Schoppe  at  an  earlier  period  called  himself 
Siebenkäs,  —  then  gave  this  name  away  to  his  friend  Liebgeber,  who 
resembled  him  even  to  the  face,  and  from  whom  he  had  taken  his, 
— and  that  the  friend  for  show  had  a  gravestone  made  and  marked 
**  Siebenkäs.*' 
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^         kaft  **  an  oM,  wcll-known  prnclilmner  and  circtiit* 

mo.     Ile  ix^adüy  fillowed  Sphex  to  di*aw  up 

r  bring  \t ;  wiUingly  looked  it  throiij^b,  di^puted 

**  A^ntentsi,  reronrked  it  was  easier  to  be  sanitarj^- 

n  10  give  it,  and  he  saw,  indeed,  that  he  hit 

IC,   bccnuse    he  puratied  a  weakening   treatmcnt^ 

h  wa*  lUcj  first  üiing  with  crazj  people;  he  addedj 

a*,  that  reaÄon  was  not  just  the  thing  he  desiredj 

j  a  couple  of  v:i)iant  ^büDk^  to  ivalk   with  and 

pon^  and  &  couple  of  ann5  well  filled  out  to  Ulrike 

wiüml ;  und  för  the  rest,  he  told  him  he  did  not  hke 

>ec!!iii^e  he  cut  up  dog^.     Albano^  too,  at  last,  took 

Position,  that,  if  Schoppe  could  onlj  get  mu&eakr 

ngth   again   for  a  social  joamcy  witb   him,  then  the 

"v-drcotn  into  which  the  «»social  one  had  thrown  him 

eadtljr  üj  away  of  itself. 

♦  tichoppe  was  al^vny*  flyinrr  out  at  the  Doctor  partiß- 

nlarly.     Once  the  latter  said :  "  Follow,  if  not  me,  at 

least  your  second  seif,"  and  pointed  to  Albano.     "  To  the 

Devil,"  he  replied,  "  with  my  second  seif,  —  that  may  be 

you  :  I  feel  shy  enough  of  you  to  make  it  probable,  — 

but  he,  there,  is  certainly,  I  have  every  reason  to  hope, 

hardly  my  sixth,  twentieth  seif,  or  the  like." 

Meanwhile  Sphex  stuck  to  bis  opinion,  that  bis  sthenic 
sleeplessness,  which  was  alteraately  the  daughter  and  the 
mother  of  bis  fever-visions,  especially  of  the  Baldhead, 
barred  up  the  way  to  relief,  and  must  be  conquered  by 
weakening  processes.  When  one  day  Dian,  who  often 
visited  bis  friend  Albano,  heard  this,  he  asked,  why  one 
would  not  deceive  and  eure  him  directly  with  the  tidings 
of  the  Spaniard  having  travelled  off  for  fear  of  him,  say 
to  France.  Albano  replied :  "  Truly  I  should  be  glad  to 
ßay  it,  but  I  cannot ;  I  could  as  soon  will  to  teil  a  lie  to 
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God  or  myself."  «  Whims  !  "  said  Dian ;  "  I  '11  teU  him 
myself."  "  Just  what  I  had  expected  of  that  Spaniard,** 
replied  Schoppe  to  the  official  recipe-falsehood.  When 
Dian  had  gone  out,  he  asked  Albano :  '^  Do  I  not  sit  now 
much  cooler  and  more  icy  here  ?  And,  truly,  since  hear- 
ing  that  the  Baldhead  is  in  France,  I  have  become  ahnoät 
a  new  man.    Of  course  I  am  Ijuig,  but  Dian  lied  first" 

At  last  the  phjsician  resolved  to  mix  at  once  a  eleep- 
ing  potion  in  his  drink.  Albano  allowed  it.  Schoppe 
got  it ;  glowed  and  phantasied  for  a  space  of  some  min- 
tttes ;  at  last  the  mist  of  sleep  came  np  and  soon  covered 
the  patient  over. 

Albano,  then,  afler  so  long  a  time,  yisited  again  the 
green  of  the  earth  and  the  blue  of  heaven,  and  his  Dian 
in  Lilar.  What  a  transformation  had  taken  place  in  the 
interval ;  how  had  things  been  confounded,  and  changed 
places,  with  each  other !  How  manj  leaves  had  become 
budgeons  again !  And  manj  a  foam  of  life  which  had 
once  gladdened  him  with  its  whiteness  and  delicacj  and 
lightsomeness,  now  chilled  hb  bosom  like  graj,  heavy 
water,  and  he  had  retained  almost  nothing  exoept  his 
courage  to  meet  life.  At  Dian's  he  heard  of  new 
changes,  of  the  Prince's  approaching  death,  of  Idoine's 
approaching  visit  to  her  sister  in  anticipation  of  the  be- 
reaTcment.  In  what  a  stränge  bewilderment  did  his  soul 
open  its  eyes  out  of  its  winter-sleep  into  the  warm  sun- 
shine  which  this  image  of  Liana  difiused  over  his  life! 
In  many  a  still  night  by  Schoppe's  ghostly  tent  had  he 
already,  since  Julienne  for  the  first  time  let  him  see  the 
apparition  of  this  peace-angel  without  the  veil,  beheld 
the  olden  time  and  former  love  come  up  again  like  a 
heaven  of  distant  stars,  and  in  the  clear-obscure  of 
dreamis  disrobed  of  sleep  he  saw  on  the  sea  of  time  a 

20*  Ott 


466  TITAN. 

far,  far-off  Island,  —  whether  behind  him  or  before  him, 
he  knew  not,  —  where  a  white,  averted  form,  resembling 
or  saggesting  Liana's,  hovered  and  sang  as  an  echo  of  the 
oMen  strain.  Now  close  upon  the  death-month  of  the 
brother  followed  the  death-month  of  the  sister  Liana. 
Were  it  possible  that  the  celestial  one  would  Step  out 
again  firom  the  still  mirror  of  the  second  world  and  out 
of  its  immeasurable  distances,  into  this  earthlj  atmos- 
phere,  and  afler  her  transfiguration  again  walk  embodied 
here  below? 

Bat  friendship  demanded  room  for  its  sorrows,  and 
these  doud-images  were  soon  covered  over  or  destroyed 
bj  it  He  could  not  find  courage  in  his  heart,  however 
mach  he  wished  it,  to  demand  of  Schoppe,  or  even  to 
receive  from  him,  a  description  of  that  healing-night,  in 
which  Idoine  had  been  Liana ;  and  yet  this  form  was  the 
only  live-playing  jewel  in  the  deatb-ring  on  the  skeleton 
of  Stern  time,  which  stood  before  him.  What  days  ! 
What  the  graves  had  not  stolen  from  him  and  swallowed 
up,  the  earth  had  snatched  away,  and  Graspard,  once  his 
ezalted  father  on  a  serene  throne  of  the  heavens,  had  now 
appeared  to  his  fancy  with  frightful  hell-powers  and  weap- 
ons  down  below,  sitting  on  a  throne  of  the  abyss. 

So  much  the  more  mildly  did  he  feel,  flowing  around 
him,  when  he  was  in  Dian's  house,  the  stiller  presence, 
the  thought  of  the  reposing  friend,  the  sight  of  the  neigh- 
boring  Dream-temple,  where  Liana  had  once  been  Idoine, 
and  the  annunciation  that  the  living  image  of  the  loved 
one  was  drawing  near.  He  portrayed  to  himself  the  sweet 
and  bitter  terror  of  her  apparition  before  him  ;  for  as  in  the 
stream  the  bending  flower  sketches  not  only  its  form^  but 
its  shadow  also,  so  is  she  Liana's  beautiful  form  and  shad- 
ow  at  once,  and  in  the  living  one  would  a  lost  and  a  glori- 
fied  appear  to  him  at  the  same  time. 
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In  tliis  dreamy  chiaroscuro  and  evening  twilight,  made 
up  of  past  and  future  flowing  together,  he  came  back  to 
his  house.  A  sharp  lightning-flasli  darted  white  across 
the  dreamy  redness.  His  Schoppe  had,  after  a  few  min- 
utes  of  forced  sleep,  wildljr  started  up  and  madly  sprang 
out,  nobody  knew  whither.  The  doctor  came,  and  said 
decisively,  either  he  had  thrown  himself  overboard  op 
everybody  eise ;  he  had  run  wildly  away,  and  had  taken 
his  sword-cane  with  him,  too. 


THIBTY-FOUBTH    JÜBILEE. 

80HOFra*B  DlSOOTEBIBS.  —  LlAlTA.  — ThB  GbAFXL  OF  THE  CbOSS. 
—  SCHOr»  AKD  THB  **P*  AXD  THB  UkCLB. 

137.    CTCLB. 

j|S  Schoppe  had  taken  with  him  bis  great  sword« 

cane,  Albano  presumed  he  had  gone  after  the 

Spaniard,  as  destrojing-angel.    He  hurried  to 

his  ancle's  hotel.     A  servant  told  him  a  red 

cloak  with  a  thick  cane  had  been  there,  and  desired  to  be 

admitted  to  the  gentleman,  but  that  thej  had  despatched 

him,  according  to  the  directions  of  the  latter,  to  the  pal- 

ace,  and  meanwhile  the  gentleman  had  posted  off  to  the 

Prince's  garden  to  meet  his  strong  brother,    Albano  asked, 

<*  Who  is  the  stopong  brother  ?"     "  His  Exeellency  your 

father,"  replied  the  servant.      Albano  hastened  to  the 

palace.     Here  all  was  haste  and  confusion  about  the  sick- 

bed  of  the  Prince,  who  threatened  soon  to  exchange  it 

fbr  the  bed  of  State.     HuriTing  servants  met  him.     One 

eonld  teil  him  he  had  seen  a  red  mantle  go  into  the  great 

n^ixtir-room.     Albano  stepped  in  ;  it  was  empty,  but  füll 

of  stnngo  traces.     A  great  mirror  lay  on  the  floor,  an 

gnas  door  behind  stood  open,  an  open  souvenir,  wheels, 

_}gi^Jdes  of  female  apparel,  were  scattered  about  an 

^tnSBAhead.      It  seemed  to  him  he  saw  something  he 

^gnaVrforo»  and  yet  could  not  name  to  himself.     Sud- 
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ds&aly  he  befaeld  in  a  corner-mirror  a  second  reflection  of 
himself  far  in  behind  the  image  of  bis  jouthful  face,  but 
covered  witb  age,  and  similar  to  the  waxen  head.  He 
looked  round  him,  a  relieved  cjlindrical  mirror  unlocked 
to  him,  as  it  were,  time  itself,  and  he  saw  in  its  deptlis  his 
gray  old  age. 

Shuddering,  he  lefl  the  singular  apartment.  A  gentle- 
woman  of  Julienne  came  across  his  waj.  She  could  teil 
him  that  she  had  seen  the  "  Profile-cutter,"  in  a  red  man- 
tle,  with  a  pocket  spy-glass  in  his  band,  go  out  across  the 
Castle  yard.  He  hastened  afler,  when  Augusti  came  to 
meet  him  below  the  gate,  with  the  request  of  the  Prince, 
that  he  would  visit  him  once  more.  ^  Cannot  possiblj 
now ;  I  must  first  have  my  crazy  Schoppe  again,"  replied 
he.  In  his  bosom  no  one  lived  but  his  friend ;  moreover, 
he  took  the  Priiice,  in  this  case,  to  be  only  the  mask  of  bis 
talkative  sister.  "  I  saw  him  on  the  way  to  Blumenbühl,** 
^d  the  Lector.  He  darted  oE  At  the  gate,  Augusti's 
intelligence  was  confirmed  by  the  guard. 

On  the  road  to  Blumenbühl  he  w^  met  by  the  carriage 
of  the  court  chaplain,  Spener,  vho  was  on  his  way  to  the 
Prince.  Albano  asked  after  Schoppe.  Spener  informed 
him  he  had  talked  with  him  for  some  time  before  a  solitary 
house,  where  he  had  stopped  an  hour  for  the  sake  of  a 
sick  old  penitent  daughter ;  had  found  him  well,  uncom« 
monly  sensible,  only  older  and  more  reserved  than  usual. 
To  the  qoestion  as  to  bis  route,  the  court  chaplain  replied 
he  had  gone  toward  the  city.  This  appeared  to  him  im- 
possible,  but  Spener's  people  confirmed  the  story,  and 
spoke  of  the  man  as  wearing  a  green  coat.  Albano  spoke 
of  a  red  cbak ;  Spener  and  all  the  rest  stuck  to  the  green 
coat.  ' 

He  tumedback  to  his  own  house,  where,  perhaps,  he 


ihoppa  to^glit  be  scekin*  and  awaiting  Iüäu 

n  üf  lUe  Doctor,  the   laak  Malt^  iim  £o  meet 

»vo  üilelligeat-e  tliat  Herr  voo  Äugusti  liad  just 

«Ing  for  hinif  and  tliat  ttie  s^ick  gf*ntlemaii  had 

At  the  old  gatc  in  a  new  grcen  coaL    It  was  ihe 

vi  to  ihe  Prince's  giirden,  whichj  according  to  Albano's 

umptloni,  be  bad  c^rtainJj  taken«  &o  soon  as  be  had 

n  inforait^d  of  tbe  Spaniiird*s  having  taken  the  same. 

t  lif  door*  tt  was  coiifiTme<      r  Falterle,  who  related 

he  hutl,  in  Lb  way  out,  ovtsnaken  kim,  and  immedi- 

ly   mquin>d:    "Wbjtber    so    fast,    Mr.   Librarlan?'* 

£i«iipoii  be  had  gtood  süUj  looked  at  btm  seriouslf ,  and 

m  tbe  answer,  ^  Who  are  j     ?     You  are  mad,**  and 

a  ba^^tened  oa.    Albaao  mc        d  about  tbe  dress*    ^^  In 

aen,"  replied  Falterle.    Not,  ^..  way  was  decidtid.    The 

sring  rider  oonld  even  a^oueh  that  the  unele  had  pre- 

yionsly  taken  the  same. 

Lata  in  the  evening  Albano  arrived  at  the  Prince's  gar- 
den.  He  saw  some  carriages  at  the  yard  of  the  little 
garden  Castle.  At  last  people  of  bis  father's  met  him, 
who  could  teil  him  Schoppe  had  walked  about,  tranquil 
and  cheerfuly  for  some  time  in  the  garden,  with  a  Mr.  von 
Hafenreffer  of  Haarhaar,  and  had  gone  with  him  to  the 
city.  **  With  a  man  he  has,  to  be  sure,  a  guardian  genius 
and  keeper  again,"  thought  Albano,  and  the  cold  rain 
which  had  hitherto  annoyed  him  passed  away,  although 
the  heavens  still  remained  dulL  With  bis  agitated  heart, 
surrounded  as  it  was  in  this  landscape  only  by  a  dark 
horizon,  he  shimned  all  society,  and  therefore  now  the 
pleasure-castle.  Passing  by  at  a  distance,  he  ventured  to 
cast  a  moumful  glance  at  the  island  of  slumber,  widere 
RoquairoFs  grave-hill,  like  a  bumt-out  volcano,  was  to  be 
Seen  near  the  white  Sphinx.    <<  There,  at  la^t,  lies  tbe  un- 
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govemable  balance-wheel,  broken  and  still,  lifted  out  of 
the  stream  of  time ;  only  with  the  grave  closed  the  Janus* 
temple  of  thj  life,  thou  tormented  and  tormenting  spirit," 
thougbt  Albano,  füll  of  pity,  for  he  had  once  loved  the 
dead  one  so  much.  Over  on  the  garden-mountain,  with 
the  linden-tree,  reposed  the  gentle  sister,  the  friendly, 
lovely  angel  of  peace,  amidst  the  war-din  of  life,  —  she, 
etemal  peace,  as  he,  eteraal  war.  He  determined  to  go 
np  thither,  and  to  be  alone  with  the  bride  of  heaven,  and 
to  seek  out,  on  the  soil  consecrated  to  flowers,  the  bed  be- 
neath  which  her  flower-ashes  lay  covered  up  from  storms. 
At  the  mere  thought  of  such  a  purpose,  streams  of  tears, 
like  sorrows,  burst  from  bis  eyes  ;  for  he  had  been  dis- 
solved  into  dreaminess  by  bis  previous  night-vigils  and 
anxieties,  and  by  so  many  a  misfortune,  too,  which  in  so 
Short  a  time  had  pierced  through  bis  fair,  firm  life,  from 
one  end  to  the  other,  with  poisonous  sting  and  tooth. 

As  he  went  up  the  hill  in  the  yet  moonless,  but  richly 
starred  twilight,  wherein  the  evening  star  was  the  only 
moon,  as  it  were  a  smaller  mirror  of  the  sun,  he  saw  a 
couple  of  gray-clad  persons  make  earnest  signs  out  of  the 
Prince's  gardenj-as  if  they  would  forbid  bis  proceeding. 
He  went  on  unconcemed ;  indeed,  he  did  not  even  know 
whether  bis  brain,  glowing  from  its  vigils  and  agitated  by 
the  shocks  of  life,  did  not  cause  these  forms  to  flutter 
before  him,  as  out  of  a  concave  mirror. 

As  if  he  were  entering  a  roofless,  Grecian  temple,  so 
did  he  step  into  the  holy  cloister-garden  of  the  still  nun, 
wherein  the  linden-tree  spoke  loud,  and  the  silent  flowers^ 
like  children,  played  above  the  reposing  one,  and  nodded 
and  rocked.  High  and  far  stretched  the  starry  arches, 
like  glimmeriDg  triumphal  arches,  over  the  little  spot  of 
earthy  over  the  hallowed  spot,  where  Liana's  mortal  veil, 


0m  ntä^y 

^$m  Utile  lammoQS  And  rosj  doud,  had  sunk  down^  when 
||  had  00  loDger  to  bear  Ihe  ^Logel,  wbo  had  gone  up  into 
fb«  eth€r,  Äod  needed  oo  clmd  anj  more,  Suddenly  the 
Uiudd^ritig  Alb&oo  bebeld  the  white  fonn  of  Lihdä  lenn- 
^g  ÄgainBt  Ihe  linden»  ftnd  timied  toward  the  evemng 
itnr  and  the  ruddy  eveniQ^  glow.  Long  did  he  contem- 
phjLe^  m  the  averted  form,  the  heavenlj  de^ending  iacial 
Jiao  Tfith  whicb  Li&aa  liad  so  often  unconäciausl^  stood 
pi  a  Saint  beeide  bim.  He  still  l>elie?ed  some  dreaiD,  the 
Proteus^  öf  maa'i^  past,  had  drawn  down  the  aiiy  Image 
Sftom  heaven,  and  made  it  pkj  before  him^  and  he  ex- 
|>ected  to  see  it  pas3  awaj*  It  Uogered,  though  qniet  and 
Imute^  Kneeling  döwn,  as  before  the  open  gate  of  the 
fmdOf  long  heaven  füll  of  transfiguration  and  divioity»  and 
ße  if  he  had  heen  canght  up  out  of  these  earthly  vales,  he 
i^claimed,  "  Apparitlan,  comest  thou  from  God  ?  art  thon 
Uana  ?  **  and  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  he  were  djing. 

Quicklj  the  white  form  looked  roand,  and  saw  the 
youth.  She  rose  bIowIj,  and  said,  ^  Mj  name  is  Idoine ; 
I  am  innocent  of  the  cruel  deception,  most  unhappj 
jouth."  Then  he  covered  his  ejes,  from  a  sndden,  sfaarp 
pang  at  the  retom  of  the  cold,  heavj  reality.  Thex^ 
opon  he  looked  at  the  fair  maiden  again,  and  his  whole 
being  trembled  at  her  glorified  resemblance  to  the  d»- 
parted.  So  smiled  once  Liana's  delicate  mouth  in  love 
and  sorrow ;  so  opened  her  mild  eye ;  so  feil  her  fine  hair 
aroand  a  dazzling-white,  sweet  faee ;  so  was  her  whole 
beautiful  soul  and  lifo  painted  npon  her  coontenance. 
Only  Idoine  stood  there  greater,  like  a  risen  one,  prouder 
and  taller  her  stature,  paler  her  complexion,  more  thought- 
ful  the  maidenly  brow.  She  could  not,  when  he  looked 
npon  her  so  silently  and  comparingly,  repress  her  sympa- 
thy  for  the  deoeived  and  nnbi^py  one,  and  ehe  wept^  aoi 
he  too. 
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"Do  I,  too,  distress  you?"  said  he,  in  the  highest 
emotion.  With  the  tone  of  the  virgin  who  lay  beneath 
the  flowers,  Idoine  innocently  said,  "  I  only  weep  that  I 
am  not  Liana."  Quickly  she  added,  "  Ah,  this  place  is 
80  holy,  and  yet  the  human  heart  is  not  enough  so."  He 
understood  not  her  self-reproach.  Reverence  and  open- 
heartedness  and  inspiration  mastered  him ;  life  stood  up 
and  stood  out  shining.from  the  narrow  bounds  of  troublous 
reality,  as  out  of  a  coffin ;  heaven  came  down  nearer  with 
its  lofty  Stars,  and  the  two  stood  in  the  midst  of  them. 
"  Noble  Princess,"  said  he,  "  we  have  neither  of  us  any 
apology  to  make  here ;  the  holy  spot,  like  a  second  world, 
takes  away  all  sense  of  mutual  strangeness.  Idoine,  I 
know  that  you  once  gave  me  peace  ;  and,  before  the  hid- 
den  tabemacle  of  the  spirit  in  whose  sense  you  spoke,  I 
here  thank  you." 

Idoine  answered,  "  I  did  it  without  knowing  you,  and 
therefore  I  could  allow  myself  the  short  use  or  abuse  of 
a  Meeting  resemblance.  Had  it  depended  upon  me,  I 
certainly  never  would  have  so  painfuUy  awakened  your 
recoUections  with  so  insignificant  a  resemblance  as  an 
extemal  one  is.  But  her  heart  deserves  your  remem- 
brance  and  your  sorrow.  They  wrote  me  you  were  no 
longer  in  the  linden  city."  She  sought  now  to  hasten  her 
departure.  "  In  a  few  days,"  he  answered,  "  I,  too,  shall 
travel.  I  seek  comfort  in  war  from  the  peace  of  the 
grave,  and  the  splitude  which  makes  my  life  still."  • "  Ear- 
nest  activity,  believe  me,  always  reconciles  one  with  life 
at  last,"  said  Idoine ;  but  the  tranquil  words  were  bome 
by  a  trembling  voice,  for,  by  help  of  her  sister,  she  had 
got  a  sight  of  the  whole  gray,  rainy  land  of  his  present 
existence,  and  her  heart  was  füll  of  deep  sympathy  for 
her  kind. 


j|74  TITAS.  ^^^ 

Hcf^  Ixe  l<x>k«4  «t  bor  iharf>ly;  her  fiun-IIke  ejellds^ 

[WB^H  jilw«ivs  duriQg  her  speaktngr  drooped   over  the 

['frkok  ot  ber  Urg«  ^ye^,  made  her  6o  Itke  a  skmbering 

icaliiL    He  was  r^mmded  bj  her  Wt  words  of  her  be^ 

nefieenl  hfe  lu  Aroadla,  whcre  the  gaj  flower-dust  of  her 

Ideafi  and  dreaias^  unllke  the  heavy,  dead  gold-dust  of  mere 

lic}ie%  Uglitlj  flutlenng  rouod  m  cheerfiil  life,  enlivening 

aU  wiih  uDob&erved  influence,  at  kngtb  displaycd  tte  fmk 

tu   firro  woods  and  ganleoiä  on   ihe  earth-     EvcTyihing 

witliin  him  loved  her,  aad  eried,  "  Bbe  ouljr  could  bc  thy 

last  a^  well  as  thy  fim  lov©"i  and  hu  whale  heart,  opened 

by  wound't,  was  uofolded  to  the  still  soul.     But  a  ^nous, 

f  mrtre  spirit  ctosed  it  again  :  **  Unhappy  one,  lave  tio  one 

'  mpda ;  for  a  dark,  destntjlng  angel  goea  behind  thy  lovo 

witb  a  »Word»  and  whatever  rosj  Up  ihou  pressest  to  thine 

he  totiches  with  ihe  &harp  edge  or  poboned  point,  aod  it 

wiÜKrs  nr  h]i-t^(h  in  dpath  !  " 

He  saw  ahreadj  the  glitter  of  tbis  sword  glide  throagh 
the  long  darkness ;  for  Idoine  had  made  a  vow  never  to 
Stretch  oat  her  band  in  the  covenant  of  love  bek>w  her 
princelj  rank.  So  stood  the  two  beside  each  other,  sep- 
arate in  one  beaven,  a  sun  and  a  moon,  divided  bj  an 
earth.  She  hastened  her  departure.  Albano  thought  it 
not  right  to^  accompanj  her,  as  he  now  divined  that  the 
gray-clad  persons  who  had  beckoned  him  back  were  her 
servants,  placed  there  to  guard  her  solitude.  She  offered 
him  her  band  at  the  garden-gate,  and  said,  ^May  joa 
live  to  be  more  bappy,  dear  Count ;  one  day  I  hope  to 
find  yoa  again  as  happy  as  you  ought  to  make  yourself." 
The  touch  of  the  band,  like  that  of  a  heavenly  one  ofier- 
ing  itself  out  of  the  clouds,  streamed  through  him  with  a 
glorified  fire  from  that  world  where  risen  ones  hover,  light 
and  luminous,  and  the  lofly,  awe-awakening  form  inspired 
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bis  heart  He  conld  not  say  what  he  subdued  and  bnried 
within  him,  but  neither  could  fae  say  any  other  cold,  dis- 
guised  Word.  He  knelt  down,  pressed  her  band  to  bis 
bosom,  looked  with  tears  to  the  starry  heaven,  and  only 
Said,  ^  Peace,  all-gracious  one  ! "  Idoine  tumed  hastily 
away,  and,  after  a  few  s^vift  steps,  passed  slowly  down  the 
Kttle  bill  into  the  Prince's  garden.^ 

A  few  minutes  after,  he  saw  the  torches  of  ber  oarriage 
fly  tbroogh  the  night,  in  which  she  loved  to  brave  the 
danger  <^  travelling.  Around  the  bill  it  was  dark ;  the 
evening  redness  and  the  evening  star  had  gone  down ; 
the  eartb  was  a  smoke  and  rubbish-heap  of  night ;  a 
mausoleum  of  clouds  reared  itself  on  the  horizon.  Bat 
in  Albano  there  was  a  certain  incomprebaisible  gladness, 
a  laminous  pdnt  in  the  darkness  of  the  heart ;  and,  as  he 
looked  Qpon  the  gleaming  atom,  it  spread  itself  out,  be- 
came  a  splendor,  a  world,  a  boundless  and  ^idless  sun. 
Now  he  recognized  it ;  it  was  the  real  infinite  and  divine 
love,  which  can  be  still  and  suffer,  because  it  knows  only 
&ne  good,  but  not  its  own. 

He  was  rejoioed  at  having  veiled  bis  breast,  and  at  bis 
resolve  not  to  see  ber  again  in  the  city.  "  So  silently,'* 
ke  Said,  half  praying,  half  aloud,  '^  will  I  love  her  forever. 
Her  peace,  ber  bliss,  her  fair  aspiration,  shall^be  ever  boly 
to  me,  and  her  form  hidden  from  me,  and  remote  as  that 
of  her  beavenly  sister;  but  when  the  battle  for  right 
begins,  and  the  tones  of  rnnsic  fiutter  with  the  banners 
in  the  air,  and  the  heart  beats  more  eagerly,  to  bleed 
more  profusely,  then  let  thy  form,  O  Idoine,  hover  be- 
fore  me  in  the  heavens,  and  I  will  fight  for  thee;  and 
i^  in  the  tumult,  an  unknown  destroying  angel  draws 
the  poisoned  edge  across  my  breast,  then  will  I  hold 
thee  fast  in  my  fainting  heart  tili  the  earth  is  to  me 
DO  more,'' 
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He  looked  round  ecrenely,  afier  thb  pmycr,  ai  tfaa 
cbordijanl  of  Uie  Tirgia  *  lieort ;  he  feit  tbat  Liana 
lüüQe  mlglit  bo  permitted  to  kiu>vr|  and  tlmt  sbe  would 


I3S.   CTCLB« 

ALBANO  ooulil  not  speod  a  night  in  a  re^oe  where 
tlle  fibgle  columna  and  archca  of  the  ruined  sim- 
umiph  of  hi&  jouth  lay  scattered  round ;  but  he  betook 
luiiiaeU;  in  a  motinifulty  dmuny  mood,  toward  the  city, 
Ofi  tlw  road  ht  foond  tJie  Provinciul  Director  WchHrits? 
ao  bofiebockf  who  was  io  quest  of  bim,  "  Reijpected  son  " 
ftat«i  he,  **  there  bave  come  to  my  kaßds  Üie  welgliiest 
Khing^  from  thj?  mtimate  frieod  Mr-  Schoppe,  ivhich  I,  in 
tum,  bavo  io  deliver  onl/  iiilo  ihine  own,  whieh  I  aceord- 
ingljr  herehy  tnoke  haste  to  do ;  for,  by  Heavijn,  I  bare 
little  spare  time.  The  Prince  has  dropped  off  this  even- 
ing,  from  fright,  becaose  somebodj  said  bis  old  father, 
who  had  promised  to  appear  to  him  a  second  time  as  a 
sign  of  bis  death,  was*  to  be  seen  in  the  mirror-roomy 
whichy  bowever,  I  hear,  turned  out  to  be  only  something 
of  wax.  The  articles  which  I  bave  to  deliver  np  are, 
first,  a  per^ctive-glass,  wberewith  thou  wilt  see  tbj 
motber  and  sister  pamted  (I  use  carefullj  Mr.  Scboppe'a 
own  expressions)  ;  seoondly,  a  written  packet  addressed 
to  'Albano,  foster-son  of  Wehrfritz,'  half  of  which  ia 
still  enclosed  in  a  black,  broken  marble  slab ;  and,  tbirdly, 
thy  Portrait."  .  The  portrait  resembled  Albano  at  bis 
present  age,  it  was  discovered,  —  so  far  as  the  stars  per- 
mitted  one  to  see,  —  though,  in.fact,  be  had  never  let 
himself  be  painted.  The  black  marble  slab  and  the  per- 
spective-glass  brought  before  bis  soul  bis  father's  prophecy 
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on  Isola  Bella,*  —  that  a  female  form  would  step  toward 
him  out  of  the  wall  of  a  picture-gallery,  and  describe  to 
him  a  place  where  he  was  to  find  the  black  slab,  having 
previouslj  shown  him  .one  where  he  should  find  the  tele- 
scope,  of  which  the  eye-glass  would  make  for  him,  out  of 
the  old  image  of  his  sister,  a  young  recognizable  one,  and 
the  object-glass,  out  of  the  young  image  of  his  mother,  an 
old  recognizable  one. 

Albano  put  anxious  questions  about  Schoppe  and  the 
history  of  the  finding  of  the  rare  freight.  "  With  Herr 
Schoppe  it  fares  well  enough,"  said  Wehrfritz ;  "  he  must 
be  somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  with  a  stränge  gentle- 
man."  Albano  inquired  afler  his  dress ;  this,  to  his 
astonishment,  had  grown  out  of  a  green  into  a  red  again. 
Hardly  had  Wehrfritz  begun  giving  the  wonderful  his- 
tory how  Schoppe  came  by  those  wonderful  things,  when 
Albano,  who  gathered  therefrom  the  Solution  of  the  pa- 
temal prophecy,  in  the  eagemess  of  his  expectation  inter- 
rupted  the  intelligence  with  the  request  that  he  would 
accompany  him  to  the  neighboring  Chapel  of  the  Gross, 
around  which  several  lantems  stood.  He  had  both  me- 
dallions  always  with  him,  and  was  now  so  curious  to  see 
the  face  of  his  mother  through  the  object-glass,  as  well 
as  to  read  the  paper. 

At  the  outermost  lantem  they  stopped.  Albano  took 
out  the  medallion  of  the  decrepit  form,  under  which  was 
inscribed,  "  Nous  nous  verrons  un  jöur,  mon  frhre  "  /  he 
surveyed  it  through  the  eye-glass ;  behold,  the  old  face 
was  the  young  one  of  his  Jiilienne.  Confidently  he  held 
the  age-imparting  glass  to  the  young  image,  under  which 
was  inscribed,  "  Nous  ne  nous  verrons  Jamals,  mon  fls  "  / 
there  appeared  a  friendly  old  face,  smiling  across  out  of  a 
•  See  VoL  I.  p.  86. 
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Sfwikid  t  HI  Wut  r^te  aH  so  tralj  fhat  it  is  beantiAiL*^ 
AlbaDo  casl  a  gianee  iiito  the  diapel,  and,  wxtli  a  crj  of 
pabiy  fett  headku^. 

139.  CTCLE. 

SCHÖPFE'S  hfetory  was,  acoor^g  to  Webrfritz^ 
and  the  unde's  telling,  this :  He  had  Btarted  up 
glowiiig  oot  of  the  constrained  slomber;  the  snorting 
war-6teed  of  vmdictiye  fbry  against  the^Spaniard  had 
horried  him  awaj.  Li  the  hotel-yard  of  the  latter  the 
fiervant  had  directed  him  witb  a  lie  to  the  castle.  Here, 
amidst  the  conibsed  tumah  about  the  saffering  Frince,  he 
had  reached,  unasked,  unseen,  the  mirroivroom  wbere  he 
had  ooce  begged  of  the  Countess  Linda  Idoine's  word  of 
peace  ßor  bis  distracted  friend.  When  the  cjlindrical 
«  1.00kl  lookl 
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mirror  which  graves  the  long  years  of  age  on  the  yonng 
face,  and  shakes  thereon  the  moss  and  rubbish  of  time, 
threw  out  at  him  bis  Image  wasted  witb  madness,  said  be, 
^  Ho,  ho  I  the  old  /  lurks  somewbere  in  the  neighbor- 
bood,"  and  looked  grimly  round.  Out  of  the  mirrors  of 
the  mÜTors  he  saw  a  wbole  people  of  Ps  looking  at  him. 
He  sprang  upon  a  chair^  to  unbang  a  long  mirror.  Wbile 
he  was  starting  the  nail  of  the  same,  a  clock  in  the  wall 
Struck  twelve  times.  Here  the  prediction  cf  Gaspard 
came  into  bis  head,  which  bis  friend  had  confided  to  bim, 
and  all  the  rules  which  the  latter  had  prescribed  to  him 
for  the  Solution  of  tho  riddles.  The  prediction  mentioned, 
indeed,  a  picture-gallery,  but  a  mirror-room  is  itsetf  one, 
odIj  more  vadllating,  and  deeper  in  bebind  the  waß.  He 
todk  down  the  mirror,  aceording  to  the  rules  given  hj 
Gaspard,  found  and  opened  the  arras-door  corresponding 
to  the  size  of  the  mirror ;  the  wooden  female  form,  with 
the  open  souvenir  in  her  left  band  and  the  crajon  in  her 
right,  sat  behind  there.  He  pressed,  aeoording  to  the 
prescription,  the  ring  on  the  left  middle  finger ;  the  form 
Btood  up,  Inth  the  roUing  of  an  in  ward  machinerj,  stepped 
out  into  the  apartment,  stopped  at  the  opposite  waß,  drew 
a  line  down  thereon  with  the  crayon  in  its  band.  He 
drew  up  the  border  of  the  wall-hanging ;  the  perspective- 
glass  and  the  waxen  Impression  of  the  coffin-kej  lay  in  a 
compartment  bebind  there.  Now  he  pressed  the  ring- 
finger ;  the  figure  set  the  crayon  upon  the  souvenir,  and 
wrote, "'  Son,  go  into  the  princely  vault  in  the  Blamenbühl 
church,  and  open  the  coffin  of  the  Prinoess  Eleonore,  and 
thou  wilt  find  the  black  slab.** 

Wben  that  was  done  (the  Knight  had  told  Albano),  j£ 
the  marble  slab,  nevertbeless,  was  not  found  in  the  coffin, 
h%  saust  press  th«  thij^  tiog  on  Üi»  litdo  finger^ 
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whereapoD  something  would  appear  wlüch  he  himself  did 
not  foreknow.  Schoppe  tried  the  pressure  of  this  finger 
before  going  into  the  Biumenbühl  Church,  —  the  figure 
lemained  Standing,  —  bat  Bomething  began  to  roll  inside, 
«-the  arms  stretched  themselves  out  and  feil  down, — 
wheels  rolled  ont,  —  at  last  the  whole  form  dismembered 
itaelf  by  a  mechanical  suidde,  and  there  appeared  an  old 
head  of  wax. 

Here  Schoppe  went  ofi^  to  ran  to  Blumenbühl  and 
fetch  out  of  the  vault  the  light  required  for  this  night- 
pieoe.  Though  it  was  noondaj,  church  and  vault  were 
left  open,  —  perhaps  because  thej  were  making  room  for 
the  new  cavern-guest  who  was  just  djring.  Without 
stopping  to  transform  the  waxen  key  into  an  iron  one,  he 
violentlj  broke  open  the  coffin  with  an  iron  tool,  and 
quicklj  snatched  out  the  marble  slab  and  Albano's  por- 
trait  He  broke  the  slab  behind  a  bush.  When  he  read 
the  superscription,  he  examined  no  farther ;  he  hastened 
to  Albano's  house  to  deliver  all.  But  the  two  were  si- 
multaneously  seeking  each  other  in  vain.  Meanwhile  he 
hghtcd  upon  the  honest  Wehrfritz,  through  wlioin  alone 
he  could  despatch  such  important  booty;  he  himself  was 
now  on  the  seent  afler  his  deadly  foe,  the  Spaniard,  and 
no  power  could  drive  him  off  the  hunting-ground  of  his 
WTath. 

At  sundown  Schoppe  espied  the  Spaniard,  who,  flying 
out  of  the  Prince's  Garden  to  escape  the  fac-simile,  Sie- 
benkäs, came  running  into  his  hands.  He  stiffened  at  the 
sight  of  the  madman,  cried,  "  Lord  and  God,  are .  you 
behind  me  and  before  me,  are  you  red  and  green  ?  "  and 
rushed  sidewards  into  the  old  Chapel  of  the  Gross,  to  fall 
on  his  knees  and  invoke  the  Holy  Virgin.  Schoppe 
Btretched  out  his  condor  wings,  shot  off  and  dropped  them 
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together  before  the  chapeL  "  Tum  thyself  round,  Span- 
iard,  I  '11  devour  thee  from  top  to  toe/'  said  he.  "  H0I7 
mother  of  Grod,  help  me,  —  good,  bad  spirit,  stand  by  me, 

0  gloomy  one!"  prayed  the  Baldhead.  "Step  round, 
knave,  without  further  trick,"  said  Schoppe,  describing 
from  behind  with  his  sword  a  horse-shoe  in  the  air.  He 
tumed  round  piteously  on  his  knees,  and  his  head  hung 
elackly  down  from  his  neck.     Schoppe  began:  "Now 

1  Ve  got  thee,  villain  I  thou  prayest  to  me  to  no  purpose 
on  thy  knees ;  I  hold  the  sword  of  judgment,  —  mad  am 
I,  too,  — in  a  few  minutes,  when  we  have  said  our  say,  I 
stick  this  present  cane-sword  into  thee, —  for  I  am  a  mad- 
man,  füll  of  fixed  ideas."  "  Ah,  sir,"  replied  the  Bald- 
head, "  you  are  certainly  entirely  rational  and  in  your 
head  and  yourself;  I  heg  to  live;  killing  is  so  great  a 
deadly  sin."  Schoppe  replied:  "As  to  my  understand- 
ing,  of  that  another  time !  I  have  already  shot  thee  in 
eflBgy,  now  will  I  not  carry  round  in  vain  the  deadly  sin 
and  the  sting  of  conscience,  but  set  myself  about  it  in 
natura,  thou  hangman  of  souls,  thou  trepan  of  hearts ! " 

"Schoppe,  Schoppe I"  cried  at  this  moment,  sevenü 
times  over,  at  g^eat  distances,  a  something  with  Albano's 
voice.  He  looked  swiftly  round;  nothing  was  to  be  seen. 
"  Good  Schoppe,"  it  continued,  "let  my  uncle  go! "  Now 
Schoppe  blazed  up,  and  raised  his  dagger  for  a  thrust 
"  Thou  absolutely  too  abominably  petrified  ventriloquist  I 
Should  not  one  immediately  stick  the  trumpery  here  as 
they  do  a  wounded  horse?  Seest  thou  not,  then,  the 
hellish,  cursed  murder-  and  death-stroke  before  thy  nose, 
thy  pest-cart  already  tackled  up,  the  stuffed-out  skeleton 
of  death  cased  in  this  flesh  of  mine,  and  just  lifting 
the  scy the  ?  Confess,  Spaniard,  for  Jesus'  sake,  confess ! 
Fly,  ere  I  stick,  spit  thee  I    Thou  wilt  thereby  have  some 
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plea  with  the  devils  in  hell;  otberwise  tlioa  äit,  even 
down  bek>w  there,  an  atterlj  roined  man." 

'^  Wbere  sits  the  Pater?  I  will  confess,  indeed,"  said 
the  Spaniard. 

''Here  Stands  thj  gallo ws-Pater;  behold  the  shom  poll," 
faid  Schoppe,  »li^^lcing  off  the  hat  finom  his  bending,  dose- 
ehayen  head. 

^Hear  my  ccHifessionI  Bot  by  night  the  gloomj  one 
suffers  me  not  to  teil  the  trnth,  —  he  comes  certainly, 
he  comes  to  take  me,  Pater  I  fumigate  me,  baptize  me 
agunst  the  devO  I  ** 

**  Step-penitent  and  thief,  am  I  not  father-confessor  and 
Pater  enoogh  for  thee,  who  will  soon  baptize  thee  ?•  Just 
aaj  au,  hound,  I  absolve  thee,  and  then  strike  thee  dead 
for  penitence.  Saj  on,  thou  coronation-mint  of  the  Devil, 
art  thoa  not  the  Baldhead,  and  the  Father  of  Death,  and 
the  monk  at  the  same  time,  whose  figure  füll  of  gas 
went  up  toward  heaven  in  Mola,  and  hadst  ventrilo- 
quism  and  wax-moulding  and  considerable  knavery  at 
band?" 

"Yes,  father,  ventriloquism  and  wax-images  and  the 
knave.  But  the  evil  spirit  was  always  by ;  often  I  said 
nothing,  and  yet  it  was  said,  and  the  figures  ran." 

"Mordian,"  said  Schoppe,  waxing  furious  upon  this 
subjeet,  "seize  the  hound!  Dost  thou  still  lie,  —  thou 
cloaca  dug  in  Paradise ! — into  the  ear  of  the  great  Fatal 
Sister,  thou  mimic  mummery?  Does  thy  death's  head 
without  lip  and  tongue  still  bestir  itself  to  lie  ?  O  God, 
what  are  thy  human  creatures ! " 

"  O  Pater,  they  are  no  lies !  but  the  gloomy  one  wills 
them  by  niglit ;  I  have  made  a  league  with  him,  —  I 
have  Seen  him  this  evening ;  he  looked  like  you,  and  was 
in  green.    Holy  Mary,  O   Pater,  I  have  spoken  the 
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tnith;  there  he  comes  in  green,  —  O  Pater,  O  Mary, 
and  has  jaar  form  and  a  fiery  eye  in  bis  liand  —  " 

"  No  one  has  my  form,"  said  Schoppe,  agitated,  "  hut 
the  *L'" 

"  O  glance  round !  The  evil  spirit  comes  to  me  —  ab- 
solve  —  Stab  —  I  will  die  off! " 

Schoppe  at  last  looked  behind  him.  The  slriding  cast 
of  bis  form  came  moving  along  towards  him,  — the  fiery 
eye  in  the  band  ascended  into  the  face, — the  mask  of  the 
/  was  clad  in  green.  ^^  Evil  spirit,  I  am  just  in  the  act 
of  auricular  confession;  thou  canst  not  come  hither;  I 
am  holy,"  eried  the  Spaniard,  and  grasped  Schoppe. 
The  dog  seized  htm,  Sohoppe  stared  at  the  green 
form,  —  the  swörd  feil  from  bis  band.  "  My  Schoppe,*' 
it  cried,  "  I  seek  thee,  dost  thou  not  know  me  ?  " 

**Long  enoughl  Thou  art  the  old  I,  —  only  bring 
thy  face  along  hither  and  put  it  to  mine,  and  make  tbis 
stupid  existence  cold,"  cried  Schoppe,  with  a  last  efibrt 
of  manly  f<n*ce.  ^  I  am  Siebenkäs,"  said  the  Fac-simile, 
tenderly,  and  stepped  quite  neär.  "  So  am  I ;  I  resemble 
I,"  said  he  once  mcn*e,  in  a  low  tone ;  but  at  that  moment 
the  overpowered  man  coUapsed,  and  this  cleansing  storra 
became  a  sighing,  still  breath  of  air.  With  a  face  grow- 
ing  white,  spasmodically  shutting-to  bis  stiff  eyes,  he 
feil ;  the  pläying  fingers  seemed  still  to  be  calling  the 
dog,  and  the  lips  were  just  making  themsclves  up  for  a 
joke  which  they  did  not  atteh  His  Mend  Siebenkäs, 
who  could  not  guess  anything  of  the  matter,  raised, 
weeping,  the  cold,  fast-closed  band  tö  bis  heart,  to  his 
mouth,  and  cried :  "  Brother,  look  up,  thy  old  friend  from 
Baduz  Stands  verily  beside  thee,  and  sees  thee  in  the 
pangs  of  death ;  he  bids  thee  a  tbousand  times  farewell, 
—  farewelll" 
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ft  ftinl  Mnifei  Inoed  at  OBoe  bj  ploMnro  and  dettfi»*«^^  Um 
ittkä^mid  hrnmänn»  mam  tat  a  a%^  cf 
kwas  <iie  iMt  fli|^arEfe^aBd  die  dcad  ^ne 
Mak  hMk»  ■BflÜBg^  Ott  tiia  «artk. 

Bhnr  hast  dmi  aodal  Agr  eumaa  licva  bdoü^  atciiiy 
ÜeaMnHpirill  aadialo  dielart  efwihg fiwipiW  o» tty 
ftaaoai  dM«  alffl  atiaanei  «  ao^  llagf% 
UlridiiOMa and coH  TlieaaifliMltaaläfld»«yptMy 
ftaffMlafiridckdieieadit^'^ri^ttelbaaBd,^^  'm- 
iaal  ifiur  loo  «naS  aad  %te  te  dii^e.    For  thou  eoughtest 

Mdadk  tgaaifhi  and  bejOttd  HSl^  sotnething  bisher  than 
IMbi  aol  dgr  MJ^  dij^— Mi.fllortaI,  ngt  an  immortal, 
ImI  die  Etmal»  te  Qrigfaial  Om,  God  I  This  present 
meming  was  so  indifferent  to  thee,  the  eril  a^  well  ^  the 
good.  Now  thou  art  reposing  in  real  heing^  —  death  has 
swept  awaj  from  the  dark  heart  the  whole  aiiltrj  cload  of 
life,  and  the  etemal  light  Stands  uncovered  which  thou 
didst  so  long  seek,  and  thou,  its  beam,  dwellest  again  in 
tfaafire. 


THIRTY-FIFTH   JUBILEE. 

SnCBENKAB.  —  C027FE8SION  OF  THE  UnCLE.  ~  LeTTEB  FROM  Ai> 
BANO*8  MOTHER.  —  ThE  RACE  FOB  THE  CbOWN.  —  ECHO  AJSTD 
SWAN-SONQ  OF  THE   StOBT. 
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ONG  lay  Albano  in  the  solitary,  dark  abyss, 
tili  at  length  light  illuminated  the  depths  and 
the  green  height  from  which  he  had  been 
precipitated.  ^  The  once  life-colored,  manly 
face  of  bis  friend  lay  white  before  him ;  the  red  mantle 
only  heightened  the  snow  of  the  corpse.  The  dog  lay 
with  bis  head  on  bis  breast,  as  if  he  would  warm  and 
protect  it.  When  Albano  saw  the  naked  blade,  he  looked 
round  him  on  all  sides,  shuddered  at  the  cold  uncle,  at  the 
liviDg  brotherly  Image  of  the  dead,  and  at  the  first  shadow 
of  a  doubt  whether  it  had  been  murder  or  snicide,  and 
asked  in  a.  low  tone,  "  How  did  he  die  ?  "  "  By  me," 
Said  Siebenkäs ;  ^  our  similarity  killed  him ;  he  thought 
he  saw  himself,  as  this  gentleman  here  will  assure  yoa." 
The  uncle  related  several  particulars.  Albano  tumed  eye 
and  ear  away  from  him,  but  he  buried  in  the  warm  re« 
flection  of  the  friend's  face  that  look  to  which  the  day- 
light  of  friendship  had  sunk  below  the  horizon  of  earth. 
Siebenkäs  seemed  to  assert  himself  by  a  rare  manly  bear- 
ing.     Even  Albano,  the  younger  friend,  ooncealed  his 
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W«liiMs  adied  him  whedier  he  fliioiiU  ttffl.  lend  1^ 
Inne  lo  ride  into  <iie eiljr.    «^Me!    levergofalote 
d^i«ttii?''a8kedAIb«Mi.   «No^goodftOer;  Sc^oppe 

fted  at  Üw  mere  Uadc  dmidijaid^iaiitoMque  of  H»  cüf, 

0^  UM  joang  iMNiqr  of  ^»^  ^^  <M  whie  <if  ftkiMMy^i 
bott  ime  indead  ponrod  Iqr  $ile  kto  gimtasl 
The  deai  man  was  canied  inio  die  new  easOe  ef  ttie 

Um   Ighentfcfly  weae  ato^^llhüiii  mw  ftr  HwitJM 
IlMe  Oil  Ihe  ftieiid  of  hia  friaiiA  tr^iM^ 
aMdiatti^aiiewoiilf  ilie  splil  had  avstaiaed  te  h«^^ 

**  Now  can  we  both,**  said  Albano,  *•  moum  before  each 
oCher ;  but  oaly  in  joa  do  I  believe.  God,  Low  tben  was 
bis  end  ?  **  Siebenkäs  described  to  him  the  last  looks  and 
tones  of  the  poor  man.  ^  O  God  I "  said  Albano,  ^  he 
died  not  easilj ;  when  the  madness  of  months  beoame  on^ 
mintOey  —  rending  must  have  been  the  hell-flood  which 
anatched  away  so  firm  a  life."  SiebenMi^  could  with  dif- 
flcnlty  admit  the  belief  of  his  madness,  becayse  the 
deceaaed  had  so  often,  in  his  best  moments>  been  similarly 
misapprehended ;  but  Albano  at  last  convinced  him.  He 
related  fnrther,  that  on  his  jonmej  home  he  had  been 
Startled,  when  the  repeated  mistaking  of  his  person  for 
the  deceased  led  him  to  the  presumption  that  bis  long- 
separated  Leibgeber  must  be  sojouming  here,  although 
he  could  not  but  dread  to  think  of  the  first  appeigring  and 
oomparison.    ^  For,  Sir  Count>"  said  he,  ^  yeaj»  and  busi- 
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ness,  particularly  juristical,  alil  and  Hfe  itself,  alwa^rs 
draw  man  farther  down,  —  at  first  out  of  ether  into  air, 
then  out  of  the  air  on  to  the  earth.  '  Will  he  know  me  ? ' 
Said  L  I  am  trul j  no  more  the  man  that  I  was,  and  the 
phjsiognomical  likeness  might  well  have  still  remained 
the  onlj  and  strongest  one.  But  this,  too,  had  passed 
awaj;  the  blessed  one  there  looks  still  as  he  did  ten 
years  ago.  O,  only  a  free  soul  never  grows  old  I  Sir 
Gount,  I  was  once  a  man,  who  plajed  one  and  another 
joke  with  life,  and  with  death  too,  and  I  would  cry  out, 
*  Heavens !  if  hell  should  get  loose ! '  and  more  of  the 
like.  Ah,  Leibgeber,  Leibgeber  I  Time  has  delicate 
little  waves,  but  the  sharpest-comered  pebble,  afler  all, 
becomes  smooth  and  blunt  therein  at  last."* 

"  Enumerate  to  me  every  trifle  of  his  former  days,** 
begged  Albano,  — "  every  dew-drop  out  of  his  moming 
redness :  he  was  so  chary  of  his  dark  history ! "  "  And 
that  to  every  one,"  said  the  stranger.  "  This  much  will  I 
one  day  prove  to  you,  from  dates  gathered  on  the  spot, 
that  he  is  a  Dutchman,  like  Hemsterhuis,  and  properly 
named  Kees,  like  Yaillant's  ape,  to  which  he  prcfixed  Sie- 
hetij  or  seven ;  for  Siebenkäs  is  his  first  name.  He  drew 
his  income  out  of  the  Bank  of  Amsterdam.  Every  New 
Year*8  night  he  bumt  up  the  papers  of  the  preceding 
year;  and  how  his  Glavis  Letbgeriana'f  has  become  known 
I  do  not  yet  cpmprehend."  Thereupon  he  related  his  first 
change  of  name,  when  Schoppe  took  from  him  the  nan^e 
Leibgeber ;  then  every  hour  and  act  of  his  true  heart 
toward  the  (former)  poor-mai^-attomey ;  then  their  second 
exehange  of  names,  when  Siebenkäs  let  himself  nominallj 

*  This  and  what  follows  will  be  remembered  by  the  reader  of  the 
••  Flower-,  Fruit-,  and  Thom-Fieces."  —  Tb. 
t  Or »» Clavis  Fichtiana,"  a  little  work  of  Jean  Faul's.— Tb. 
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betaiMI»aiid  went  oa  as  Leüigdber,  «ad  Ündr  eienial 


finmdl  in  m  Tükge  of  Vo^^danfl; 

As  SMbenkis  here  sliopped  in  Ids  namthsei  te  grabet 
db  ooUhand,  with  üiemcdfl:  «^Sdioppo^  I  thoi^  I 
Aüda  noi  find  tiiee  ÜQ  I  ftnnd  tiiee  wi&  G0II*  mid 
bialir«epiiigo?er11iedMid»  Afiiano  kt  Us  tetts  ilraam 
4Mn,«ndtiooktIieotiMrdedLlHmd«adaidd:  «^Wegsn^ 
InN^pluw^TaSanlliaiids.*  ^IhiM^piiTC^Tilln^'^fqMi^ 
tl  SeiM&i%  «ad  aild»  vilh  m  SdHn^dlA  iBiile^ '^K^ 
looksonaadlaatiileBaBinQoli.*  BoltebeeaBiepiiewift 
aaMliwH  aad  lookad.noir  exaaäf  BIdb  the  daad.  TIea 
Ad  he  aad  ABmoio^  dnkii«  toiMiillie  eold  JB^e  to  tibein, 
aüdAfiiaao  aald,  ^BeÜM»,  too^  mj  fikiid|Iiribgdier$ 
ifa  ean  kfve  eacli  otber,  beeaoae  ha  kytad  na.  3Ma 
aaa^lel  llqr  ftna  ba  die  seal  of  mjkyvelovfardll^oii 
fiäendl''  '  • 

Albano  now  pnslied  up  the  window,  and  sbowed  him  a 
grave  in  the  east,  and  one  in  the  south,  near  the  third 
open  one,  out  there  in  the  night,  and  said,  *'  Thus  have  I 
thrice  wept  over  life.**  Siebenkäs  pressed  his  hand,  and 
onlj  Said,  ^  The  Fates,  and  Furi^  too,  glide  with  linked 
hands  over  life,  as  well  as  the  Graces  and  Sirens.'^  He 
looked  opon  the  singular,  beautiful,  fierj  youth  with  the 
most  hearty  love ;  bat  Albano,  who  alwajs  ima^ned  him- 
seif  to  be  loved  but  little,  and  whom  the  fiery  meteors  of  a 
Dian  and  a  Roquairol  had  accustomed  to  bad  habits  of 
thinking,  knew  not  how  verj  much  he  had  won  this  more 
tranquil  heart. 
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141.    CTCLB 

ON  the  morrow  more  sunshine  and  strengtli  retumed 
to  Albano's  breast.  He  had  now  himself  to  heave 
up  the  mountain  in  the  flat-pressed  piain  of  his  life.  Only 
to  See  Festitz  again,  where  all  the  toumament-pleasures 
of  his  shining  dajs  had  vanished,  except  the  single  Dian, 
—  he  abhorred  the  thought.  "  When  this  friend  has  önce 
his  grave-moimd  over  his  breast,  then  I  go,  and  take  leave 
of  no  one,"  said  he. 

Just  then  the  hated  nncle  arrived,  with  the  carriages 
füll  of  magic  wands,  and  said,  weepinglj,  he  was  going 
to  the  Carthusian  cloister,  to  atone  for  manj  sins,  and  he 
would  first  willingly  explain  to  his  nephew,  as  well  with 
Words  as  by  the  carriages,  all  that  he  desired.  ^  I  believe 
DOthing  you  say,"  said  Albano.  **!  can  now  teil  the 
whole  truth,  for  the  gloomy  one  has  nothing  more  to  do 
with  me,  I  think,  cousiriy*  replied  the  Spaniard.  "  Is  not 
that,"  he  added,  in  a  low  tone,  with  a  shy  look  at  Sieben- 
käs, ^  the  gloomy  one,  cousin  ?  "  Albano  would  not  know 
nor  hear  anything.  Siebenkäs  asked  him  who  the  gloomy 
one  was.  It  was  the  infinite  man,  he  began,  very  black 
and  gloomy,  and  had  for  the  first  time  stalked  over 
toward  him  across  the  sea,  when  hö  stood  on  the  coast 
before  a  fog.  At  night  he  had  oflen  heard  him  call,  and 
sometimes  had  repeated  his  ventriloquial  speeches.  He 
had  immediately  appeared  to  him,  with  a  handful  of 
threatenings,  whenever  he  had  told  many  truths  after 
ßundown.  Therefore  had  he  feared  exceedingly  before 
the  present  gentleman  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Gross ;  but 
now,  since  he  had  been  converted  without  suffering  any 
barm  in  the  chapel,  he  would  teil  truths  all  day  long,  and 
in  the  Carthusian  convent  he  intended  to  do  so  still  more« 
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wUh  which  Schoppe  had  inspired  bim.  ^  Am  I  related  U^ 
her  ?  "  he  quicklj  asked.  The  uncle  replied,  with  confu- 
8100,  ^  It  msij  haplj  be  otherwise."  Albano  asked  aboiit 
the  nooak  who  made  the  heavenlj  asoensioD  in  Mol^: 
^  ELe  stood  overhead  fiUed  with  gas ;  *  I  dpwn  below  cm 
the  wally"  Said  the  uncle.  Albano  wonld  hear  no  f^v 
ther.  The  ca^ket  oontained»  besides,  ear-:tnunpets  and. 
apeaking-tnunpets,  a  face-skin,  blue  glasa,  through  whicb. 
landscapes  appeared  snowed  over,  silk  flowers,  with  ppw- 
der  of  an  endarmeury  &c  Albano  would  not  s^  anj« 
Ihing  more. 

*^  Evil  being !  who  set  thee  on  to  this  ?  "  asked  Albano. 
"Mj  Btrong  brother,''  said  the  uncle,  for  so  he  usually 
called  the  Ejiight.    ^He  gaire  me  mj  living,  and  ho 

•  One  editkm  ha»  gitu  (giau)  instead  of  gasy-^palpablj  a  bloadw. 
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vould  fain  shoot  me  dead;  for  he  langhs  verj  much 
when  men  are  very  finely  cheated."  "  O,  not  a  sjllable 
of  that ! "  cried  Albano,  painfullj,  whose  anger  against  the 
Knight  made  all  bis  veins  spirt  out  fißiy  teara  and  poison. 
"  Wretcb I  bow  didst  tbou  become  wbat  thou  art ? "  "So I 
a  w£etc^  am  I  ?  "  he  asked,  with  icj  coldnes8.  He  then 
gtated  —  but  in  an  abrupt  and  confused  manner,  which 
attended  bim  in  everj  language  in  bis  own  part,  wbereas 
in  a  Strange  name  (for  instance,  tbe  Baldbead's)  *be  could 
speak  long  and  well  —  tbat  he  bad  a  dark-gr^y  and  a 
blue  eye,  a  hidden  bald  bead,  and  a  remarkable  memprj 
since  Coming  to  manhood,  and  bad  tberefore  wished  to 
become  an  actor,  because  he  bad  nodiing  to  do,  for  he 
had  never  been  in  love ;  but,  so  long  as  he  did  npt  impro- 
visate,  it  had  not  gone  well  with  bim.  He  had  always 
had  in  bis  mind  Joseph  Clark,  who  conld  comiterfeit  anj 
grown  person,  and  tbe  deeeiver  Price,  who  went  round 
in  a  threefold  charactec.  Then  tbe  gloomj  one  had  again 
come  over  to  bim  one  evening  in  a  shore  fog  across  the 
water,  and  had  murmured,  as  out  of  a  bjelly,  ^PeppOj 
'  PeppOy*  swallow  back  the  true  word ;  I  will  directly  utter 
another  "  ;  and  from  that  hour  forth  he  had  had  the  &o- 
ulty  of  ventriloquizing.  He  had  thereby  caased  dead 
and  dumb  persons,  and  speaking-machines,  and  parrots, 
and  sleepers,  and  stränge  people  in  the  theatre,  to  speak 
well,  but  never  any  one  in  church,  and  that  wa9  indeed 
a  satisfaction  to  bim.  He  had  often  given  an  unceasing 
echo  to  rocks,  so  tbat  men  did  not  know  at  all  ^hen  to 
go  away.  He  bad  also  once  caused  a  whole  battle-field 
füll  of  dead  men  to  talk  with  itself,  in  all  languages,  to 
the  astonishment  of  tbe  old  general. 

«  Where  was  that  ?  "  asked  Siebenkäs.    The  Spaniard 

•  JosejI  Joseyl 
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lliiA  lie  ImhI  lu^erto  ieeietl|f  fAm  il  ftr  Hne^K^hiMir 
jpü  UttteM;  mumiired  in  A]lMiM%ip%#96i^  Aii^ili^ 
ÜielrB  ity*  and  seid,  in  jnstificatimi  oT  bis  tratH  '^Tbe 
Bon  is  not  jet  gone  down,"  and,  withoat  listening  to  human 
entreaties,  whose  power  had  never  been  known  to  him, 
withoat  sorrow  or  joj,  hurried  off  to  enter  before  sun- 
down  into  the  neighboring  Carthusian  monasterj.  All 
the  implements  of  deception  he  had  lefl  where  thej  were. 
^  A  frightful  man ! "  said  Siebenkäs.  ^  Some  time  ago, 
when  he  would  fain  rejoiee  at  something,  he  looked  as  if 
m  pang  seized  upon  his  face.  And  that  he  should  stand 
ihere  so  thin  and  haggard,  and  look  down  sidewise,  and 
swallow  his  sjllables !  I  am  certain  he  conld  kill  without 
changing  his  look,  even  to  anger."  "  O,  he  is  the  gloomj 
spirit  that  he  sees ;  don't  call  him  up ! "  sud  Albano, 
hurrjing  awaj  into  a  whoUy  new  world,  which  had  now 
soddenly  risen  before  his  spirit 
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HE  thonght,  namely,  of  the  paper,  hitherto  hidden  by 
the  cloud  of  sorrow,  which  Schoppe  had  broqght 
out  of  the  princelj  vault,  and  of  the  matemal  Image 
which  he  was  to  have  found  under  the  ocular  glass. 
Before  he  began  to  read,  he  held  the  image  under  the 
glass  before  the  stranger,  to  see  if  by  any  accident  he 
might  know  it  "  Very  well !  It  is  the  deceased  Princess 
Eleonore,  so  far  as  a  frontispiece  engraving  to  the  provin- 
dal  hymn-book  aJlows  one  to  presume  upon  resemblances ; 
for  the  Princess  herseif  I  never  saw." 

With  emotion,  Albano  drew  the  paper  out  of  the 
cracked  marble  capsule ;  but  he  was  still  more  moved 
when  he  read  the  signature,  **  Eleonore,"  and  then  the 
following  in  French :  — 

**  Mt  Son  :  To-day  have  I  seen  thee  again,*  after  long 
times  in  thy  B.  (Blumenbühl) ;  my  heart  is  füll  of  joy  and 
anxiety,  and  thy  beautiful  image  floats  before  my  weeping 
eyes.  Why  can  I  not  have  thee  about  me  and  in  my 
daily  sight?  How  am  I  bound  and  distressedl  But 
always  did  I  forge  for  myself  fetters,  and  beg  others  to 
fasten  them  upon  me.  Hear  thine  own  history  from  the 
mouth  of  thy  mother ;  from  no  other  will  it  come  to  thee 
more  acceptably  and  truly. 

"  The  Prince  and  I  lived  long  in  an  unfruitful  mar- 
riage,  which  flattered  our  cousin  Hh.  (Haarhaar)  with 
more  and  more  lively  flbpes  of  the  succession.  At  a  late 
period  thy  brother  L.  (Luigi)  annihilated  them.  One 
could  hardly  forgive  us  that  The  Gount  C.  (Cesara) 
retains  the  proofs  of  some  dark  actions  (de  qtielques 
•  VoL  L  pp.  146, 14«. 
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lh>  MMS  tfan»  in  tiie  i%frt  codlitiptt^  ftii^iiiillftiiiiii 
mmsfyf  the  bope  of  \)emg  motiben»  Slie  wm  doniiied 
wkh  an  exqoisitelj  beautiful  girl,  exactlj  like  lüer,  Seve- 
rina,  or  ^s  she  was  called  afterward,  Lipda.  Here  we 
madi8  the  singular  contracl,  that,  if  i  bore  a  son,  we  woaJd 
exchange;  I  could  educate  a  daughter  without  hazard, 
and  witb  her  mj  son  could  grow  np  withoHt  incarriag 
that  danger  which  had  aiwajs  threatened  tfaj  brothier  n^ 
mj  honae.  Sbe  said,  too,  I  could  bett^r  guide  a  d^ughter^ 
she  a  800,  as  sbe  bad  litüe  respeet  for  ber  sex.  Tbe 
Coont  was  well  sadsfied  witb  tbß  plan ;  tbe  Hb.  Coqrt  bad 
jast  belbre  refused  bim  tbe  oldest  princess,  for  wbom  be 
bad  been  a  suitor,  under  tbe  ironical  and  insulting  pretext 
of  ber  jet  cbildisb  joutb,  and  be  ftt*  tbe  sake  of  avenging 
offended  bonor  and  injured  vanity,  —  for  be  was  a  very 
bandsome  man,  and  used  onlj  to  victorj, — was  iseadjr  &r 
anj  measures  and  contests  agmnst  tbe  baug^J^^  efmf^ 
Onlj  tbe  Prince  did  i^Qt  appro¥e  of  i^;  be  considered  an 
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odoeatliMi  abroad,  &c.,  quite  ambiguous  and  eritical.  But 
we  women  interwove  ourselves  so  much  the  more  deeply 
into  our  romantic  idea. 

**  Two  days  ^fter  I  brought  forth  tbee  and  —  Julienne 
at  a  birtb.  On  tbis  rieb  emergency  no  one  had  reckoned. 
Here  much  tumed  up  quite  otberwise  and  more  easily 
than  bad  been  expected.  ^  I  keep/  said  I  to  the  Countess« 
'  my  daugbter,  tbou  keepest  tbine ;  as  to  Albano  (so  sball 
he  be  called),  let  tbe  Prince  decide.'  Tby  fatber  allowed 
tbat  tbou  sbouldst  be  brougbt  up  as  son  of  tbe  Count, 
indeed,  but  ^ndßT  bis  eye,  witb  tbe  honest  W.  (Webr- 
fritz).  Mean^^bile  be  made  provisions  wbose  solid  value 
I  then,  in  tbe  fanciful  entbusiasm  of  fiiendsbip,  was  not 
in  ^condition  wbolly  to  weigb.  At  present  I  only  won- 
der  tbat  I  was  tben  so  füll  of  spirit.  Tbe  documents  of 
tby  genealogy  were  not  only  tbrice  made  out,  —  I,  tbe 
Count,  and  tbe  Court  Cbaplain  Spener,  were  put  in  pos- 
session  of  tbem,  —  but  subsequently  tbou  wast  presented 
even  to  tbe  Emperor  Joseph  II.  as  our  princely  son,  and 
bis  gracious  letter,  whicb  I  sball  one  day  conmiit  to  tby 
brotbers  and  sisters,  is  of  itself  sufficiently  decisive. 

"  Tbe  Count  bimself  now  took  an  active  part  in  the 
mystery,  —  whetber  out  of  love  for  bis  daugbter  or  from 
spite  against  tbe  H.  court,  —  by  demanding,  as  a  reward 
for  bis  participation,  tbat  one  day  tbou  and  Linda  sbould 
make  a  match.  Here  tbe  Countess  stepped  in  again  witb 
her  wonders  and  fancies.  '  Linda  will  certainly  resemble 
me  in  soul  as  she  now  does  in  form, — force  can  tben 
never  move  her,  ^  but  magic  of  tbe  beart,  of  the  fairy- 
world,  tbe  cbarm  of  wonder,  may  draw  and  melt  and 
bind  her/  I  know  her  very  words.  A  singular  plan  of 
enchantment  was  tben  sketched,  wbose  limits  tbe  Count, 
throjogh  the  8ubmis8iT.Qnes|i  witb  which  l^s  bjx>ther,  adept 
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tun  fintlMry  kMUe  maiäag  Ihe  |lMi/tiMHil|f 
» HgreeriJa  Linda  irfU^ k^g  b6fae  ten  iMt  mnA' 
iÜM,  htm  mppmnA  lo  Aaet  Imt  mum  iriD  kam  bem 
aMwd't  Aj  birtli  rnjiteiloMiy  ■■nminriiiil  Mtf'  Üif 
q^Om^rHbebippfljioooMilMl  to  ild^Milwgr 
pli^  poor  ^riMiifi  faüa  dkf  kq»  irim  Iba 
lip.  iMMniiMtibovcMiIte^ 
wiMr  O  wbal  lidkigi  bafa  I  aot  i^ooflifod  0faa 
hafy  Ümoigk  te  CSonI»  taCm  nUek  aour  äü  < 
I  iHm  let  upoB  mj  Lewis  (Li^i^)  ara  «t 
gaUMI  NovvoaM  Hb.  (HMvhatf)  bata^ 
■aiüiiga  IBS  wMBea  j>»  ^iMNitarai/f  naa  x  ao»  aoan 
tea  Ibeit  Aad  I  «MMiot  bal  be  ao  biffj^  Aal 
Ufwl dear of  Ua poiacMioaB  kiAMaeaa  Ten^lftmaMai 
ITAeOooBt  bad  bUealiQoanjr  «ad  |^ad|f  ki  Iha  tetrao» 
don  af  thj  brotber  take  pku» in  order  to  atrike  aonmcii 
the  stronger  terror  with  thy  resurrection.  Yet  I  will 
not  do  him  injustice.  But  whom  shall  a  mother  trost, 
vhom  mistrusty  at  coort?  And  which  danger  is  the 
greater? 

"  For  the  space  of  three  jears  thou  wast  obliged,  for 
appearance'  sake,  to  stay  on  Isola  Bella  with  thy  pretend- 
ed  twin-sister,  Severina,  although  under  the  eye  of  the 
Prince,  while  I,  with  Julienne,  went  back  to  Grennany. 
Longer,  however,  it  could  not  last,  much  as  thy  foster- 
mother  wished  it ;  thou  wast  too  much  like  thy  father. 
This  resemblance  cost  me  many  tears,  —  for  on  this  ac- 
count  'thou  couldst  never  go  from  B.  to  P.  (Pestitz)  so 
long  as  the  Prince  still  wore  youthful  features, —  even 
the  portraits  of  his  youthful  form  I  had,  therefore, 
gradually  to  steal  away  and  give  in  Charge  to  the  faithful 
Spener.    Yes,  this  learned  man  told  me  that  a  conyez 
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mirror,  which  transformed  young  faces  into  old  ones,  had 
to  be  put  aside,  because  thou  immediatelj  stoodst  there 
as  the  old  Prince  when  thou  didst  look  into  it.  O,  when 
my  good,  pious  prince  in  bis  feeble  days  unconsciously 
prattled  all  sorts  of  tbings,  and  made  me  more  and  more 
anxious  about  the  fate  of  the  weighty  secret,  how  I  trem- 
bled,  when  he  one  morning  (fortunately  only  Spener  and 
a  certain  daughter  of  the  Minister  von  Fr.,  a  gentle,  pure 
spirit,  u^re  by),  said  right  out  and  joyfully,  *  Our  dear 
ßon,  Eleonore,  was  up  at  the  altar  last  evening ;  he  is  cer- 
tainly  a  good  young  man,  he  knelt  down  and  prayed 
beautifully,  and  I  said  to  bim  only,  for  I  would  not  dis- 
cover  myself,  Gro  home,  go  bome,  my  friend ;  the  thunder 
is  already  near.'*  I  know  that  several  individuals  have 
already  let  fall  bints  about  a  natural  son  of  the  Prince. 

"  The  Countess  C.  (Cesara)  went  off  with  S.  (Severi- 
na)  to  V.  (Valencia)  ;  previously,  however,  giving  berself 
the  name  R.  (Romeiro),  and  her  daughter  the  name  L. 
(Linda).  The  Prince  di  Lauria  had  to  be  di'awn  into 
this  game,  and  bis  consent  obtained,  for  the  sake  of  the 
inberitance.  By  this  change  of  names  all  could  be  cov- 
ered  up  as  closely  as  it  now  Stands.  Nine  years  after,  the 
noble  R.  (Romeiro)  died,  and  the  Count  had,  under  the 
prerogative  of  a  guardiau,  the  daughter  in  bis  sole  protec- 
tion and  care. 

"  I  saw  her  here  shortly  afler  the  death  of  her  mother.f 
When  the  flower  bas  entirely  unfolded  itself  out  of  this 
füll  bud,  it  belongs,  as  the  füllest  rose,  to  thy  heart ;  only 
may  the  ghostly  game,  which  I  have  too  light-miridedly 
swom  to  the  Countess,  pass  over  witbout  mishap  !  Should 
I  come  to  my  death-bed  before  the  Prince,  I  must  also 
draw  thy  sister  and  thy  brotber  into  thy  secret,  so  as  to 

•  VoL  L  p.  US.  t  VoL  I.  p.  108. 
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war,  —  well,  my  lot  is  fixed  I "  Joy  of  life,  new  powers^ 
and  plans,  deligbt  in  the  prospect  of  tlie  throne^  where 
only  mental  effort  teils,  as  rather  physical  does  on  the 
battle-field,  the  Images  of  new  parents  and  relatipns,  and 
displeasure  at  the  past,  stormed  through  each  othop  in  bis 
spirit  He  tore  himself  loose  from  bis  whole  former  li£s, 
the  ropes  of  the  whole  previous  death-chime  nf exe  bioken, 
he  most,  in  order  to  win  Eurydice  out  of  Orcus,  like  Or- 
ptieos,  shnn  looking  back  apon  the  way  which  he  had 
past  He  unveüed  all  to  bis  new  friend,  for  he  battled,  he 
Said,  now  at  length,  on  a  free  open  field  for  bis  hitherto 
concealed  right,  and  should  set  out  immediately  for  the 
dty.  During  the  recital,  the  long  and  daring  game  which 
had  been  played  with  bis  holiest  rights  and  relations  in« 
censed  bim  still  more,  and  bis  mistrust  of  bis  ppwecs  a^cl 
weapons  against  the  adversaries  to  whom  Luigi  feil  a  vic- 
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tim,  and  tihat  very  brother  himself,  who  could  hitherto 
«nbrace  him  in  so  hard  and  unbrotherly  a  mask.  "  How 
different  was  the  true  sister !  "  said  he.  "  Why,"  he  went 
on,  "  did  they  oblige  me  to  owe  so  many  thanks  to  so 
many  a  proud,  stem  spirit  for  my  mere  —  birthright? 
Why  did  they  not  trust  my  silence  quite  as  well  ?  O, 
thus  was  I  forccd  to  misinterpret  the  poor  dead  one  over 
yonder,*  because  she,  in  that  hostile  night,  at  the  altar 
sacrificed  her  fair  heart  to  my  revealed  rank !  Thus  was 
I  compelled  by  presumptions  and  purposes  to  injure  so 
many  a  genuine  soul !  How  innocent  might  I  be  but  for 
all  this ! "  "  Calm  yourself,"  said  Siebenkäs,  with  keen 
resentment,  "  the  strength  of  the  foe  is  driven  to  resist- 
ance,  and  drawn  off  from  the  defeat ;  and  what  would  a 
victory  have  been  on  an  empty  battle-field  ?  " 

Siebenkäs  ha4j  at  the  revelation  of  his  friend's  illus- 
trioua  rank,  and  at  seeing  the  fire  of  his  passionateness, 
which  he  knew  only  in  common,  not  in  noble  manifes- 
tations,  stepped  back  some  paces,  ^-  a  piovement  which 
Albano  did  not  observe,  because  he  had  not  presumcd 
npon  it  Siebenkäs  sought  as  well  as  he  could,  —  for  his 
inner  man  was  gradually  unfolding  again  its  limbs,  which 
had  been  j&ozen  stiff  in  the  grave  of  his  friend,  —  to  win 
hack  his  gentle  mirthfulness,  and  with  these  floweiy  chains 
to  bind  the  impetuous  youth.  "  I  rejoice,**  said  he,  "  that 
I  am  the  first  to  offer  you  wishes  on  your  birth-  and  coro- 
nation-day,  all  which,  however,  merge  in  the  aingle  one 
that  you  may  always  assert  your  baptismal  name,  —  for 
Alban  is  the  well-known  patron  saint  of  the  peasants. 
Except  the  Haarhaar  Prince,  whom  the  Knight  truly  hits 

•  He  means  Liana,  whom  Spener,  by  the  solemn  revelation  of  Alba- 
110*8  birth  and  destiny,  forced  to  repounce  a  loye  which  had  grown  np 
among  nothing  bat  poisonous  flowers. 


10  wUh  die  dsrice  et  Hie  feanier  ef  Ik  ofder,  Pln^t 
oni»  yMif  fKom  ßamma  wueü,^  no  oro,  peilifli^  i»  Ki  be 
pitied  in  this  oonnectioQ  Iral  the  ünanciül  t$amp<mttetf 
wbo  now  reoeiyes  nothing  new  to  e^  es  die  old  ]me 
eontkiiM  in  power.*  He  added  l^kdjr,  beeaose  he  ht^ 
nerer  aeen  die  heavy  wooded  «nd  eloiid4MMrk^  toAf 
Qmtgndi  ^  What  m  idngiihr  gerne  d  nuem,  wliidi  few 
OmßmBmroi  da  TWmw  lunre  ever  phrfed^  il  1^  diet  lie 
htpftaiM  lo  call  himaelf  Ik  Cmara,  sboe^  as  ycn  knoir, 
dM  Speniaidsy  like  die  cid  Rmminis  oftoa  aj^^tepmta 
H»  dieniaelyee  die  naikies  of  dieir  aedons  er  aeddenta. 
TInis  il  is  eveiTwliere  known  fiem  die  Pieee$  BUmrm^ 
Tom.  L,  dial  Orendayn,  fer  ezao^H  look  die 
Im  P^  becanse  he,  in  1725,  signed  die  peaee 
belween  Anstria  and  Spain, — be  iMqpdaed  bimaeir  widi 
a  dikd  name,  IWüMg^rf  Bealy  m  eidor  to  xemendbor  and 
lemark  Uiat  he  bad  carried  avaj  die  Infante  to  Italy* 
Cesara  is  of  course  more  accidentaL" 

Albano  was,  for  the  first  time,  bj  such  resemblances  of 
spirit  to  the  free  Schoppe,  really  drawn  to  his  heart  He 
took  leave  of  him,  and  said,  "  Friend  of  our  friend,  will 
we  keep  together  ?"  "  Verilj,  the  doubt  which  rests  upon 
.  the  decision  of  your  fate,  Prince,"  replied  Siebenkäs, 
"  were  alone  suflScient  to  settle  that,  if  only  my  heart  alone 
had  the  business  of  settling  it ;  but  —  "  Albano  shrugged 
his  Shoulders,  as  if  irritated,  but  was  silent ;  "  meanwhile 
I  will  remain  here,"  the  other  continued,  more  softly, 
"  until  the  earth  rests  on  the  deceased ;  then  I  set  up  the 
black  wooden  cross  over  it,  and  write  all  his  names  there- 
upon."  «  Well,  so  be  it ! "  said  Albano.  "  But  his  dog 
I  take,  because  he  has  been  longer  aequainted  with  me. 

*  He  strikes  hefort  the  iron  is  bot,  makes  it  bot  hy  striking, — seizes 
opportunity  by  the  forelock.  —Tb. 
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I  am  a  young  man,  still  young  in  lost  years,  but  already 
very  old  in  lost  times,  and  understand  as  well  as  many 
another  who  is  bent  by  age  what  it  is  to  lose  fellow-crea- 
tures.  Singular  it  is,  that  I  always  find  on  graves  mir- 
rors  wherein  the  dead  walk  and  look,  alive  again.  Thus 
I  found  on  Liana's  grave  her  living  Image  and  echo  ;  my 
old  prostrate  Schoppe  I  found,  also,  as  you  know,  erect 
and  stirring,  behind  a  looking-glass,  which  my  band  could 
as  little  break  through.  I  assure  you,  even  my  parents 
were  conjured  before  me ;  my  father  I  can  see  in  a  cylin- 
drical  mirror,  and  my  motber  through  an  object-glass. 
Here,  now,  there  is  nothing  to  do,  when  one  Stands  in  a 
night,  where  all  stars  of  life  move  downward,  but  stand 
very  firm  therein.  But  to  my  old  humorist  must  I  still 
say  Ädio!* 

He  went  into  the  Chamber  of  death.  Silently  Sieben- 
käs foUowed  him,  Struck  with  the  unwonted  quaintness  of 
his  —  grief.  With  dry  eyes,  Albano  drfew  the  white  cloth 
from  the  earnest  face,  whose  fixed  eyebrows  no  longer 
shaped  themselves  for  any  joke,  and  which  slept  away  in 
an  iron  sleep  without  time.  The  dog  seemed  to  be  shy 
of  the  cold  man.  Albano  sought,  by  sharp,  vehement, 
dry  looks,  to  imprint  the  dead  face,  even  to  every  wrinkle, 
deeply  on  his  brain,  as  in  plaster,  especially  as  the  most 
living  copy,  the  friend,  had  escaped  him.  Then  he  lifted 
the  heavy  band,  and  placed  it  on  the  brow  which  was  to 
wear  the  princely  hat,  as  if  therewith  to  bless  and  conse- 
crate  it  At  last  he  bent  down  to  the  face,  and  lay  for  a 
long  time  on  the  cold  mouth ;  but,  when  he  finally  raised 
himself  up,  his  eyes  were  weeping,  and  his  whole  heart, 
and  he  tremblingly  held  out  his  band  to  the  spectator, 
and  Said,  "Well,  so  mayest  thou,  too,  fare  well ! "  "No," 
cried  Siebenkäs ;  "  I  cannot  do  that^  if  I  go.  Schoppe  I 
I  Btay  with  thy  Albano  I  * 
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Just  then  came  Wehrfritz  and  Angasd,  and  interropted 
the  weeping  solemnity  of  the  threefold  love  with  gaj 
looks  and  words. 

144.   CTCLE. 

THE  old  foster-father  called  him  Prince,  indeed,  and 
no  longer  thou;  but,  in  patriotic  raptore,  he  fer- 
Tentlj  pressed  the  norsling  of  his  house  to  bis  heart. 
Angosti  handed  him,  with  grave  conrtliness  and  a  brief 
congratulation,  the  following  epistle  from  Jolienne :  — 

'^Deabest  Brotheb:  Now,  at  length,  I  can,  for 
the  first  time,  call  thee  rightlj  brother.  I  have  in  one 
eye  tears  of  mouming,  and  jet  in  the  other  tears  of  glad- 
ness,  now  that  all  clouds  are  taken  from  thy  birtli ;  and 
in  Haarhaar,  too,  all  goes  tolerablj  welL  The  Lector  is 
despatched  to  teil  thee  all:  where  sbonld  I  find  time? 
He  must  also  teil  thee  of  Herr  von  Bouverot,  whose  red 
nose  and  bent-up  cliin,  and  greedy  barbarity  toward  his 
few  people  and  many  creditors,  and  whose  grossness  and 
sensuali ty  and  dry  malice  I  hate  to  such  a  degree.  How- 
ever,  he  is  now  so  properly  punished  by  thy  manifestation. 
Of  course  all  is,  like  myself,  in  disorder  and  confusion. 
Ludwig's  testament  was  opened  this  moming,  aecording 
to  his  will,  and  he  gave  thee  thy  whole  right  I  will  not 
be  angry  about  this,  brother,  in  the  midst  of  weeping. 
He  was  properly  hard  toward  his  brother  and  sister,  — 
toward  me  exceedingly  so  ;  for  he  hated  all  women,  even 
to  his  wife,  who  is  only  of  some  use  when  it  goes  well 
with  her,  and  works  of  art  themselves  really  hardened  him 
against  men.  But  let  him  rest  in  his  peace,  of  which, 
indeed,  he  has  found  little  !  He  must  this  very  evening, 
on  acoount  of  the  nature  of  his  complaint,  and  on  account 
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of  the  length  of  the  way  to  Blumenbühl,  be  interred 
temporarily.  Here  am  I  now  with  thy  foster-parents,  in 
the  neighborhood  of  our  buried  parents.  On  tbis  account, 
come  without  fall !  Thou  art  my  only  solace  in  the  night 
of  sadness.  I  must  hold  thee  again  to  my  heart,  which 
"will  heat  hard  against  thine,  and  weep  and  speak,  if  it 
only  can.  Do  come !  Now,  at  length,  surely,  as  all 
Stands  ready  in  the  hall  for  the  dance,  God  will  let  no 
cold  spectres  or  frig)itful  masks  creep  in,  I  pray.  Ah, 
only  on  thy  account  am  I  so  happy,  and  weep  enough. 

«  Julia." 

Hardly  had  Albano  given  his  foster-father  the  joyful 
promise  to  be  this  evening  at  his  house,  when  the  latter, 
-without  ftirther  words,  hastened  off  to  prepare  his  "  folks  " 
for  the  joy  of  the  twofold  visit 

The  Lector  was  now  entreated  for  his  news,  with  which 
he  seeiäed  to  liesitate  cautiously  on  account  of  Siebenkäs, 
tili  Albano  begged  him  freely  to  impart  all  to  him  and 
his  new  friend.  His  account,  including  some  interpola- 
tions  "which  came  to  Albano  afterward,  was  this  :  — 

Bouverot  (with  whom  he  began  at  the  questioning  of 
Albano,  whose  curiosity  was  excited)  had  been  hitherto 
in  secret  league  with  the  aspiring  Prince  of  Haarhaar,  * 
and  had,  in  the  confident  calculation  of  making  through 
him  his  permanent  fortune,  and  even  an  unexpected  mar- 
riage,  upon  his  word  unhung  his  order-cross  of  a  German 
fferr,  linked  at  once  to  celibacy  and  cash,  and  caused  to 
be  delivered  to  the  sister  of  this  Prince,  Idoine,  through 
the  Prince  liimself,  who  stood  pledged  to  him  for  the 
repeal  of  her  similar  vow,*  a  miniature  of  her,  which  ho 
insisted  that  he  had  stolen  in  his  flight,  together  with  half 
•  K«v«r  to  muxy  benoath  her  rank. 
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m  pictore-gallery,  and  with  many  fine  allasions  to  bis 
adopted  Dame  Zeßsio^  as  tbat  of  a  Romish  ArcadiaD,  and 
to  the  name  of  her  Arcadia.  ^  Oh  la  difference  de  eet 
homtne  au  diahUy  comme  est-ells  petitef  said  Augosti, 
vrith  quite  an  uncxpected  vchemcnce.  Albano  must  needs 
ask  wby.  ^  He  passed  off  an  entirely  different  picture 
for  that  of  the  Princeäs,"  said  the  Lector.  Of  coorse  it 
was  Liana's  own,  Albano  concluded,  and  bad  easily,  by  a 
few  questions,  drawn  out  that  moumfol  history  of  tbe 
blind  Liana  chased  by  the  tiger  Bonverot 

•*  O  wretched  me ! "  cried  Albano,  half  in  fury,  and 
half  in  pain.  It  distressed  bim  to  tbink  of  the  sufferings 
wberewith  tbe  boly  heart  bad  bad  to  pay  for  its  sbort, 
pure,  chary  love  towaid  bim,  —  wbo  became  blind  tbe 
first  time  because  she  so  loved  bis  fatber,*  and  tbe  second 
time  because  the  son  misunderstood  and  loved  her.  But 
be  restrained  himself,  and  spoke  not  on  the  subject ;  the 
past  was  to  bim,  as  echo  is  to  bees,  hurtful.  Siebenkäs 
testified  bis  joy  at  Bouverot's  punisbment  tbrough  the 
miscarriage  of  all  bis  plans. 

Albano  heard  that  even  Luigi  had  assumed  the  ap- 
pearance  of  supporting  Bouverot's  connubial  intentions, 
merely  for  the  sake  of  seeing  him  fall  from  so  much  the 
liigher  elevation.  "With  what  a  long,  cold,  bitter,  ma- 
licious  pleasure,"  thought  Albano,  "  could  my  brother,  in 
the  hope  of  the  ditch  which  bis  death  would  dig  for  the 
hostile  court  and  its  adherents,  look  upon  all  their  expec- 
tations,  and  graciously  accept  all  their  measures,  from  the 
marriage  of  the  Princess  even  to  the  congratulations 
thereto  appertaining,  while  he  hated  the  Princess  and  all ! 

*  Liana  became,  as  is  well  known,  when  her  brother  held  his  dis- 
course  upon  the  breast  without  a  heart  beslde  the  old  Priuce,  sick  and 
blind. 
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And  how  conld  he  maintain  tbat  life-long  silent  coldncss 
toward  me?"  But  Albano  neglect^d  to  consider  two 
reasons,  —  bis  own  proud  deportment  toward  Übe  Prince, 
and  the  customary  avarice  of  princes,  which  is  shy  of 
apanage  ♦  moneys. 

Gaspard's  transactions  in  Haarhaar,  which  the  Lector 
gave,  only  with  eome  omissions  enjoined  bj  Julienne, 
were  these :  — 

With  characteristie  pleasure  and  silence  had  the  Knight 
looked,  of  old,  upon  the  intricacies  of  human  relations, 
and  given  them  over  to  their  own  disentanglement  or 
dilaceration.  Here  he  let  all  the  dreams  of  others  grow 
more  and  more  lively  and  wild,  until,  with  one  snatoh  at 
the  breast,  he  swept  them  all  £rom  the  deeper  at  once. 
His  old  Indignation  at  the  proud  refusal  of  the  prinoely 
bride  was  appeased,  when  he  could  show  them,  bek>w  the 
glittering  triun^)hal  gate  of  their  wishes  and  efforts,  the 
documents  of  Albano's  birth,  from  the  band  of  the  old 
Prince  down  even  to  that  of  the  brother  Luigi,  as  just 
the  same  number  of  armed  guards,  who  should  drive 
them  back  again  out  of  the  gate  of  victory.  A  sympa- 
thetic  astonishment  was  expressed ;  nothing  was  agreed 
to.  Albano  had  neither  been  presented  to  the  country 
nor  the  empire.  Gaspard  brought  on  verj  calmly  an 
early  acknowledgment  from  Joseph  11.  This,  too,  was 
found  out  of  rule  and  invalid.  Thereupon  he  confessed, 
with  the  determined  anger  with  whose  lightningHsparks 
he  80  oflen  suddenly  pierced  through  men  and  relations, 
that  he  was  going  to  unveil,  without  further  ceremony,  • 
the  whole  conduct  of  the  court  toward  Luigi  in  his  eighth 
year  and  in  his  travelling  years  to  all  the  courts  of  Europe. 

*  Portion  settled  on  a  yonnger  son  in  royal  families,  or  on  a  prince 
foregoing  the  succession.  —  Tb. 
VOL.  II.  22 
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Here  thej  broke  off  in  terror  tbe  for^ioon'B  negotiations, 
to  prepare  themselves  for  new  ones  in  the  afternoon.  In 
Ihese  —  which  the  Lector  was  ordered  to  conceal  from 
Albano  —  the  wish  of  a  continaed  nearer  union  between 
the  two  houses  was  shown  at  a  distance.  By  the  union 
was  meant  Idoine,  whose  resemblance  to  Liana,  and  there- 
by  Albano's  loye  for  the  latter,  had  long  been  known  as 
gossip.  But  the  involving  of  this  goiltless  angel  ran 
oonnter  to  Graspard's  whole  plan  of  his  oomplete  satisfao- 
tioQ  ;  he  —  who  with  his  high,  jagged  antlers  easily  flew 
through'the  confosed  low  brush-wood  of  worldlj  life  — 
pnshed  against  the  barriers  of  his  oomplete  power,  gave  a 
downright  No !  and  they  broke  off  in  a  rage,  with  the 
courtlj  reminder  that  Herr  von  Hafenreffer  was  to  ac- 
oompanj  him  as  plenipotentiary  and  transact  the  rest  of 
the  bosiness  in  Pestitz. 

So  both  arrived.  Hafenreffer,  quite  as  fine  and  cold  as 
he  was  honest,  easily  searched  out  all  the  real  relations  of 
the  case.  Gaspard  imparted  to  Julienne  —  still  fancying 
that  she  retained  her  old  love  for  his  daughter  Linda  — 
the  wish  of  the  rival  Court ;  but  he  was  astounded  at  her 
disclosures,  which  spoke  as  rauch  for  Idoine  as  her  former 
Beeret  influences  upon  Albano.  In  addition  to  this,  she 
further  provoked  him,  in  the  confused  twilight  of  her 
Situation,  by  the  well-meant  offer  lo  make  good  to  him  in 
8ome  measure  his  patemal  outlays  upon  Albano.  "  The 
Spaniard  reads  no  household  accounts,  he  merely  pays 
them,"  Said  he,  and  sensitively  took  leave  forever,  in  order 
•  to  travel  over  all  the  islands  of  the  earth.  Albano  he 
wished  not  to  see  any  more,  from  chagrin  at  the  accident 
that  he  had  been  cheated  out  of  the  enjoyment,  by 
Schoppe's  church-  and  grave-robbery,  of  punishing  and 
humbling  Albano,  by  the    disclosure  that  he  was  only 
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Linda's  fiither  and  not  bis,  for  cherishing  bold  doubts  of 
bis  worth.  Wbither  Linda  had  gone  on  tbat  nigbt  of  bis 
discoveiy  as  fatbcr,  be  coldly  concealed  from  alL 

Tbereupon  be  took  also  solemn  leave  of  bis  former 
bride,  tbe  Prince's  widow.  "  He  beld  it  as  bis  bounden 
duty,"  be  said  to  ber,  ^  to  let  ber  into  tbe  secret  of  tbe 
newest  succession,  since  be  bad  in  some  measure  let  bim- 
self  be  entangled  in  tbe  progress  of  tbe  business."  Never 
was  ber  look  more  proud  and  poisonons.  ^  You  seem,** 
said  sbe,  composedlj,  ^  to  bave  been  led  off  into  more 
tban  one  error.  If  it  so  interests  you,  as  you  seem  upon 
tbe  wbole  to  be  interested  for  tbis  land,  tben  I  take  pleas- 
ure  in  telling  you,  tbat  I  dare  no  longer  besitate  about 
making  known  tbe  good  fortune  wbieb  I  anticipate,  of 
sparing  tbe  country,  perbaps,  by  a  son  of  tbeir  beloved, 
deceased  Prince,  tbe  necessity  of  any  cbange.  At  least, 
we  cannot,  before  time  bas  deeided  tbe  tbing,  admit  any 
forcign  admixture."  Gaspard,  enraged  at  wbat  be  bad  ez- 
pected,  spoke  in  reply  merely  an  infinitely  impudent  word 
—  because  be  bad  a  faculty  of  more  easily  forgetting  and 
yiolating  sex  tban  rank,  —  and  tbereupon  took  bis  courte- 
ous  leave  of '  ber,  witb  tbe  ässurance  tbat  be  was  certain, 
wberever  be  migbt  be,  to  receive  confirmation  of  tbis  al- 
ready  so  agreeable  intelligence,  and  tbat  it  would  tben 
pain  bim  to  be  obliged,  out  of  love  for  tbe  trutb,  to  make 
public  against  ber  some  extraordinary  —  judicial  papers, 
wbicb  be  would  not  gladly  put  in  circulation.  ^  Tou  are 
a  real  devil,"  said  tbe  Princess,  beside  berself.  **  Fw-a- 
vis  (Tun  ange  f  Mais  pourquoi  non  f  "  replied  be,  and 
departed  witb  tbe  old  ceremonies.  — 

Albano,  wbose  beart  bad  in  all  tbese  deptbs  and  abysses 
naked,  wounded  roots  and  fibres,  could  not  say  a  word. 
Bttt  bis  Mend  Siebenkäs  declaied,  witbout  furtber  cere- 
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■KMiy,  UuU  *6aspard,  at  eyerj  ttep^ and  with  hk  everlast- 
ing,  fiae  dalljing  and  heaitaüng, —  aa,  fbr  example,  abont 
the  marriage  of  hk  daughter,  aad  other  things,  —  had  be- 
timjod  DOthing  but  the  incamate  Spaoiard,  as  Gimdlmg, 
in  the  firat  part  of  hi»  Otuiy  so  well  portrajs  him."  Au- 
gusti  wondered  at  thia  openness,  while  it  seemed  to  him 
more  tokraUe  and  decoroas  than  Schoi^'s  roughness. 
**  What  wonld  strike  me  most,"  added  Siebenkäs,  who,  as 
it  seemed,  had  taken  the  world's  historj  as  a  subordinate 
departmenty  **  would  be  the  long  conoealment  of  so  weighty 
a  pedigree  among  so  many  partakera  of  the  secret,  if  I 
did  not  know  too  well  from  Hume,  that  the  Ganpowder 
Plot,  ander  Charles  L,  had  been  kept  secret  for  a  whole 
jear  and  a  half  bj  more  than  twenty  conspirators." 

Mticfa  woandedy  and  jei  thoroughlj  deansed,  Albano 
departed,  in  the  aflemoon  afker  these  narrationSy  into  the 
discordant  kingdom,  bat  with  cheerful,  holy  boldness.  He 
was  coDscious  to  himself  of  higher  aims  and  powers  than 
any  of  the  hard  souls  would  dispute  with  him ;  from  the 
serene,  free,  ethereal  sphere  of  etemal  good  he  would  not 
let  himself  be  drawn  down  into  the  dirtj  isthmus  of  com- 
mon existence ;  a  higher  realm  than  what  a  metallic 
sceptre  swajs,  one  which  man  first  creates,  in  order  to 
govern  it,  opened  itself  before  him  ;  in  every,  even  the 
smallest  country,  was  something  great,  —  not  population, 
but  prosperity ;  the  highest  justice  was  bis  detormination, 
and  the  promotion  of  old  foes,  particularly  of  the  sensible 
Froulay.  Thus  did  he  now,  füll  of  confidence,  leap  out 
of  bis  former  slender  vessel,  propelled  only  by  stränge 
hands,  on  to  a  free  earth,  where  he  can  move  himself 
alone  without  stränge  rudder,  and  instead  of  the  empty, 
bare  watery  way,  find  a  firm,  blooming  land  and  object. 
And  with  this  consolation  ho  parted  from  the  dead  Schoppe 
and  the  living  friend. 
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145.    CYCLE. 

IN  the  twilight  he  came  upon  the  mountaiii«  whence  he 
could  overlook,  but  with  other  eyes  than  once,  the 
city,  which  was  to  be  the  circus  and  the  theatre  of  his 
powers.  He  belongs  now  to  a  German  house,  —  the  peo- 
ple  around  him  are  his  kinsmen,  —  the  prefiguring  Ideals, 
which  he  had  once  sketched  to  himself  at  the  coronation 
of  his  brother,  of  the  warm  rays  wherewith  a  prince  as 
a  constellation  can  enlighten  and  enrich  lands,  were  now 
put  into  his  hands  for  fulfihnent  His  pious  father,  still 
blessed  by  the  grandchildren  of  the  country,  pointed  to 
him  the  pure  sun-track  of  his  princely  duty :  only  actions 
give  life  strength,  only  moderation  gives  it  a  charm. 
He  thought  of  the  beings  who  lay  sunk  in  graves  around 
him,  hard  and  harren  indeed  as  rocks,  but  high  as  rocks, 
too,  —  of  the  beings  whom  fate  had  sacrificed,  who  would 
fain  have  used  the  miücy-way  of  infinity  and  the  rainhow 
of  fancy  as  a  bow  in  the  band,  without  ever  being  able  to 
draw  a  string  across  it  "  Why  did  not,  then,  I,  too,  go 
down  like  those  whom  I  esteemed?  Did  not,  in  me 
also,  that  scum  of  excess  boil  up  and  orerspread  the 
cleamess  ?  " 

Fate  now  carried  on  again  games  of  repetition  with 
him ;  a  flaming  carriage  roUed  away  on  a  road  leading 
off  sidewise  from  the  Prince's  garden ;  slowly  moved  the 
hearse  of  the  brother  with  dead  lights  up  the  Blumen- 
bühl mountain.  **  The  slow  carriage  I  know ;  whose  is 
the  swift  one?"  asked  Albano  of  the  Lector.  "Herr 
von  Cesara  has  left  us,"  replied  he.  Albano  was  silent,  * 
but  he  experienced  the  last  pang  which  the  Knight  would 
give  him.  He  begged  the  Lector  eamestly  to  leUhim  go 
alone  on  the  way  to  Blumenbühl,  because  he  should  take 
altogether  circuitous  routes. 
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ITfl  iHthtd  to  Tistt  in  Tartams  Uie  grare  of  tlie  paicr* 
tial  Ucurt  withoDt  a  bn^sisL  A$  he  passed  tbrotigh  the 
not  ^7  ffubittllAtta  M  roati  stared  ot  him  for  a  long  time, 
»uddenlj^  ftttd  ftWttjr  wiüi  t  error ,  and  cried  to  a  woman, 
wUa  müi  hinif  ^  Tho  old  tdaa  b  Walking  roond  1 "  The 
man  Imd  beeii  in  hh  rouih  a  terrant  of  tha  PH  nee,  bad 
bccom«  blii»d  ind  had  recovered  again  a  short  lime  eince ; 
iheiivfore  be  todi  th^  «<m  ior  th6  fatLer  whom  he  ^  re- 
•e{i(bl«dp  In  the  cky  thö  usual  public  joj  at  chnnge  waa 
making  itdelf  h^ai^«.  In  oti^  hxmm  was  a  ebildren^ä  hall» 
Jn  aiioib«?r  a  Rroof*  of  playen  at  proverbsj  wbile  the 
pi^tk  fuoumtng  «hut  up  every  dancing-ball  and  every 
lbi*»lre^  Simugv,  merry  mm  of  the  muaea  were  looktng 
oul  cif  Ri>f|muPDrft  Chamber.  In  ihe  hotel  ol*  the  Spaniard 
a  bo/  had  the  jay  bj  a  airing.  He  heard  ?ome  peoplc 
wiy  m  paAsing,  "Who  would  bave  dreamcd  of  it?^ 
•  Qutte  natural "  replled  the  otber ;  **  I  waa  helping  make^ 
mt  tbe  Yerj  time,  a  wall  to  tbe  princely  vaalt,  and  saw 
him  as  I  8ee  thee.**  In  the  Upper  dty  all  the  rowg  of 
Windows  in  the  palace  of  moaming  were  brightlj  illumi' 
nated,  as  if  there  were  a  happier  festiTaL  In  the  honse 
of  the  Minister  all  were  dark;  overhead  among  the 
statues  on  the  roof  a  Single  little  light  crept  round. 

**  No,**  thought  Albano,  "  I  need  not  reflect,  why  I,  too, 
sank  not  with  them.  O  enough,  enough  has  fallen  from 
me  into  gravea.  I  must  snrelj  jedm  fbrever  afW  all  the 
beings  who  have  flown  from  me ;  like  divers,  the  dead 
swim  along  with  me  below,  and  hold  mj  life-bark  or  bear 
the  anchor."  He  saw  the  old  corpse-seeress  Standing  out 
there  on  the  Blumenbühl  road,  who  once  met  him  in  the 
Company  of  the  Baklhead ;  she  stared  up  after  the  lighted 
hearse  and  fancied  she  was  seeing  dreams  and  the  future, 
when  she  was  looking  ät  reality.     Eveiywhere  in  bis 
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path  lay  the  quivering  spider-feet  which  had  been  tom 
out  from  the  crushed  Tarantula  of  the  past.  He  saw  lifo 
through  a  veil)  thoügh  not  a  black  but  a  greeü  oti&4 

Passing  through  Tartarus,  he  longingly,  but  with  a 
Shudder,  because  the  past  with  its  spirits  glided  äfler  him| 
arrived  at  the  Morayian  churchjard,  where,  in  a  gar- 
den  without  flowers,  surrouuded  by  sunken^  slumbering 
mouming-birches,  the  white  altar  with  the  patemal  heart 
and  the  golden  inscription  glimmered:  ''Take  my  last 
offering,  all-gracious  one ! "  Before  the  heart  shut  up  in 
a  breast  of  stone,  in  which  nothing  stirred,  not  even  a 
particle  of  dust,  he  made  his  childlike  prayer  to  6od,  aAd 
feit  that  he  would  have  loved  his  pareiits,  änd  swore  tö 
himself  to  please  them,  if  their  lofty  eyes  still  looked 
down  into  the  low  vale  of  life.  He  pressed  the  cold  stoHe 
like  a  breast  to  himself;  and  went  away  with  soft  Steps, 
as  if  the  old  man  were  Walking  along  beside  him  in  this 
his  own  form,  so  like  his. 

He  looked  up  from  his  road  to  Üiä  mountain  where  his 
fathei*  had  found  him  at  evening  on  Whitsuntide  and 
Sacrament  day,  as  to  a  Tabor  of  the  past ;  and  in  his 
Walk  through  the  little  birch  wood  he  still  recollected  well 
the  spot*  where  once  two  voices  (his  parents)  had  pro- 
nounced  his  name.  Thus  oonsecrated  by  the  holy  paat^ 
he  arrived  in  the  Tillage  of  his  childhood,  and  saw  the 
church,  as  Well  as  the  house  of  Wehrfritz,  fiUed  with 
lights,  the  former,  however,  for  ä  moumful  object,  and 
the  latter  for  the  glad  one  of  welcoming  of  guesta. 

•  Vol.  I.  p.  82. 
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ALBANO  fonDtl  in  the  glorification,  wherein  HeaT- 
tn  wa*  io  Uim  onlj  the  magnifying  miiror  of  a 
grimroering  mrüi^  und  ih«  po^t  onlj-  tUe  falberUmd  aBd 
motUio-counüy  nf  bdy  parent^ — in  ihb  splendor  of  the 
»mil  lio  foui«l  lUe  hoiiJ^  of  his  boyiiood,  inio  wbich  he 
tülflf^  fiMitil  «nd  like  a  temple,  and  eyerjthing  common 
md  e1iim*iy  refininl  ot  only  represcnted  m  npon  a  stage. 
Hi*  motbcr  Albioa  and  liis  sbter  Rabette  came  with 
tlietr  gl  ad  looka  as  higher  beings  to  hia  moved  heart. 
Tliey  drew  lwi*tily  back,  Julienne  6ew  down  staJrs  and 
kiid«d  her  broüier,  for  the  fir^t  time  openly^,  in  a  silent 
blendmg  of  pbasure  and  ßadoess-  Wben  ehe  released 
bin),  the  toüiiig  be|ran  out  of  the  gloom  of  the  churcb* 
tow«r,  ms  a  mpitil  tbat  the  dead  brother  was  pa^ing  into 
tb<5  chtipcli ;  iht'n  tibe  rusbed  back  lipon  Albano,  and 
wept  infinitelj.  She  went  up  with  bim,  without  sajing 
wbom  he  should  find  ap  tbere  with  bis  foster-father.  An 
old  flate-dock,  wbose  laborious  music  was  offered  from 
time  immemorial  to  rare  guests,  welled  out  to  welcome 
him,  88  he  opened  the  door,  with  the  resonances  of  the 
days  of  bis  cbildhood. 

A  tall,  black-dressed  female  form,  with  a  veil  falling 
down  sidewise,  who  sat  talking  with  bis  foster-father, 
tamed  round  towards  liim  as  he  entcred.  It  was  Idoine ; 
biit  the  old  magic  semblance  passed  again  over  bis  to-daj 
80  excited  soul,  as  if  it  were  Liana  from  heaven,  arrajed 
in  immortality,  prouder  and  bolder  in  the  possession  of 
uneartbly  powers,  retaining  nothing  more  of  her  former 
earlh  than  goodness  and  charms.  Both  met  each  other 
again  here  with  mutual  astonishment.  Julienne  —  con- 
Bcious  to  herseif  of  her  little  concealments  and  arrange- 
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ments  —  saw  a  little  red  cloud  of  displeasure  flit  across 
Idoine's  mild  face ;  it  was,  however,  gone  below  the  hori- 
zon,  so  soon  as  Idoine  perceived  that  the  sister  during  the 
tolling  for  her  brothers  funeral  could  not  restrain  her 
tears,  and  she  went  kindly  to  meet  her,  seeking  her 
band.  Idoine,  easily  inclined  by  her  severity  to  fits  of 
vexation,  that  little  skirmish  of  wrath,  had  freed  herseif 
by  long,  Sharp  exercise  from  this  finest,  but  strongest 
poison  of  the  souFs  happiness,  tili  she  at  last  stood  in  her 
heaven  as  a  pure,  light  moon,  without  a  rainy  and  cloudy 
atmosphere  of  earth. 

Albano,  to  whom  the  earth,  filled  with  the  past  and  the 
dead,  had  become  an  air-globe  that  soared  into  the  ether, 
feit  himself  free  amidst  bis  stars,  and  without  earthly 
anxiety.  He  approached  Idoine,  —  although  with  the 
eonsciousness  of  the  conflicting  relations  of  bis  and  her 
bouse,  yet  with  holy  courage.  "  Her  last  wish  in  the 
last  garden,"  he  said,  "had  been  heard  by  Heaven." 
With*  maiden-like  decision  of  perception  she  went  througb 
the  wildemess  wherein  she  had  to  bend  aside,  now  flow- 
ers,  now  thoms,  in  order  to  be  neither  embarrassed  nor 
injured.  She  answered  bim,  **  I  rejoice  from  my  heart 
that  you  have  fonnd  your  faithful  sister  forever."  Wehr- 
fritz  was  quite  as  much  delighted  as  astonished  at  the 
frankness  with  which  she  honesüy  spoke  the  truth  against 
all  family  relations.  "  So  must  one  always  lose  much  on 
the  earth,"  Albano  replied  to  her,  "  in  order  to  gain  much,'* 
and  tumed  to  bis  sister,  as  if  he  would  thereby  guard  this 
Word  against  a  more  ambiguous  sense. 

The  funeral  bell  tolled  on.    The  stränge,  happy  and 

sad  mingling  of  earthly  lots  gave  all  a  solenm  and  free 

tone  of  spirit     Albina  and  Rabette  came  up,  arrayed  in 

festlTe  dark  dresses,  for  the  procession  to  the  burial 

82  *  Q  « 
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b,    JulicJine  diTided  hcr?elf  behieeti  two  brotbei«, 

»tYer  dkl  bi*r  betul,  wbicli  Atood  at  once  In  teai^  nnä 

«wcU  möro  roQUuUloillj.    She  ^essed  liow  ber 

Idmum  tLou^bt  r«»pMtiag  bei*  brotber  Albaaot  for 

^jw  her  to  bave  a  stea^ier  voice  tlian  KMiay*^  wa% 

Mr  iweet  ooafu^idn  wiä  ino^t  eajjily  evident  to  her 

iBe  bhoft  re|>ort  ivbicb  the  opeo  ^ul  bad  made  to 

tueeting  AJbano  again  id  Liona^s  gardeo  ;  the  üight 

^Ijf  recoil«  too,  of  her  prid©  tcxlay,  wlien  ehe  was 

iraa^ed  to  UM  herseif  (Aken  everfwbere  for  &  riseo 

.  th&t  belofed  of  tbe  j^outh,  mado  Jalienne  not  more 

bat  mora  sun^* 

u  •  fioe  eveDin^"  P&id  Albano  to  Idoine,  "  I  oncc 

ju  döwn  into  jour  lovely  Arcadiii,  but  I  was  not  iß 

U«."     **  The  name,"  repüed  s^he,  and  her  clt^ar  eyes 

m  t^än  to  tbe  earlb,  ^b  ootbuig  more  than  play; 

^peHy  it  h  an  aI|>^  and  yet  only   wiLb  berdämen^s  buta 

in  a  vale.*'     She  raised  not  again  her  large  eyes,  wben 

Julienne  silentlj  took  her  band  and  drew  her  awajr^  be* 

cause  now  tbe  funenJ  bell  soanded  out  with  singlei  sad 

strokes,  as  a  sign  tbat  the  funeral  ceremonj  was  ooming 

on,  in  wbicb  Julienne  could  not  possibly  denj  her  sisterl/ 

beart  the  comfort  of  partieipating.     ^  We  are  going  to 

the  church/'  said  Idoine  to  the  Company.     ^  So  are  we  all^ 

indeed,"  replied  Wehrfritz,  quickly.     As  the  two  maidens 

passed  by  Albano,  he  observed  for  the  first  time  on  Idoine 

three  little  freckles,  as  it  were  traces  of  earth  and  life> 

which  made  her  a  mortaL     He  looked  afler  the  lofty^ 

noble  form,  with  the  long  floating  veil,  who,  beside  bis 

sister,  appeared  like  Linda,  quite  as  majestically,  onlj 

more  delicately  built,  and  whose  holy  gait  announoed  a 

priestessy  who  had  been  wont  to  walk  in  temjjiles  before 

gods. 
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Hardly  had  the  two  disäppeared,  wheb  Albano'd  old 
acqoaintances,  especially  the  womcD,  to  whom  Julienne's 
presence  had  always  held  near  io  view  Albaners  familj- 
tree,  crowded  on  bis  heart  with  all  signs  of  long-repressed 
cordiality,  füll  of  wishes,  jojs,  and  tears.  '<  Be  tny  parenU 
Btill/*  Said  Albano.  "  Bravery  is  everything  in  this  world," 
Said  the  Director,  "  I  did  my  part  like  a  motber,"  said 
Albina,  ^  but  who  could  have  known  this  I  "  Babette 
Said  nothing ;  her  joy  and  love  were  overpowering  as  her 
recoUections.  "  My  sister  Babette/'  said  Albano,  "  gave 
me,  when  I  first  went  to  Italy,  the  words  embroidered  on  a 
purse,  *  Think  of  us.'  This  prayer  I  will  fulfil  for  you  all 
in  every  vicissitude  of  fortune";  —  and  here,  although  too 
modest  to  say  it,  he  thought  of  things  which  he  might 
perhaps  do,  as  Prince,  for  his  foster-father,  among  which 
came  first  the  restoration  of  his  reverting  male  fee. 
'^  Thus,  then,  is  many  a  former  sorrow  of  the  heart»  for 
US  —  "  began  Albina.  "  O,  what  's  to  do  with  hearts  ? 
what  's  to  do  with  sorrows  ?  "  said  Wehrfritz  ;  "to-day  all 
is  right  and  smooth."  But  Babette  understood  her  mother 
very  welL 

All  betook  themselves  on  their  way  to  the  temple  of 
mouming.  They  heard  as  they  approached  the  church 
the  music  of  the  hymn,  '<  How  softly  they  rest";  at  a 
considerable  distance  bugles  were  essaying  gladder  tones. 
Babette  pressed  Albano's  band  and  said,  very  soflly,  ^  It 
has  been  well  with  me,  because  I  have  leamed  all."  She 
had,  since  hearing  how  Boquairol  had  murdered  a  mani- 
fold  happiness  and  himself,  cast  all  her  love  aller  the 
wretched  man  into  his  grave  to  moulder  with  him,  without 
shedding  a  tear  as  she  did  it  Her  heart  leaped  at  the 
thought  of  Idoine's  goodness,  of  her  resemblance,  with 
the  mention  of  which  her  father  had  to-day  made  the 
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m^\  blufthy  mnd  of  her  bemotilul  comfortmg  of  Jutienne, 
who  bod  friüpl  Lftceasaiiitj  before  Alb&no*s  arri^a!»  Albma 
pmiiwil  Joliftone  morc  on  nccoaot  of  hei«  sisterly  affection. 
Babetl«  W9m  Bilent  aboat  her ;  the  iwo  wer«  disterl/  rhaUi 
moreover,  Julien no  liad^  aecording  to  her  sbarp,  iDexora- 
ble  syf  tcnif  looked  upoti  her  rery  ooltily  m  &  victim  of  tb» 
Eix^uairol  whom  she  lo  despi^d;  wherea^  Idoine,  wha, 
bj-  her  grciiter  knowl«Mlge  of  human  nature,  had  learned 
lo  unite  xnildnesa  foward  female  errors  of  the  beart  and 
mom€4U  mkh  teventy  toward  meiij  had  only  been  gentle 
and  ja«t* 

Wh«?n  tbcy  itepped  inte  the  chnrch  füll  of  mouming 
lamps  Albano  stole  away  into  an  imlighted  corner,  so  aa 
neiiher  fo  diftturb  nor  be  dtJ^turbed.  At  the  hnght  altar 
rtood  Ü10  senene  and  venerable  Speoer,  witli  bia  imcoT- 
crad  bead  füll  of  sUver  locka ;  the  long  cofiin  of  the 
brotber  stood  before  tbe  abarbetween  rowa  of  ligbts.  In 
the  arch  of  the  charch  hung  night,  and  forms  were  lost  in 
the  gloom ;  below  rajs  and  bright  sbadows  and  people 
crossed  each  other.  Albano  saw  the  iron-grated  door  of 
the  hereditary  sepolchre,  through  which  his  blessed  par- 
ent«  had  gone  down,  Standing  open  like  a  gate  of  death; 
and  it  was  to  him  as  if  once  more  Scboppe's  tiunultuous 
spirit  stalked  in,  to  break  into  the  last  house  of  man. 
The  thonght  of  his  brother  affected  him  but  little,  bat  the 
neighborhood  of  his  still  parents,  who  had  so  long  watched 
for  him,  and  whom  he  had  never  thanked,  and  the  inces- 
sant  tears  of  his  sister,  whom  he  saw  in  the  gallery  over 
the  gate  of  death,  took  mighty  hold  of  his  heart,  out  of 
which  the  deep,  etemal  tones  of  lamentation  drew  tears, 
like  the  warm  blood  of  sorrow  and  of  love.  He  saw 
Idoine,  with  her  half  red,  half  white  Lancaster  rose  on  the 
black  silk,  Standing  beside  his  sister,  drawing  the  veil  over 
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her  eyes  against  many  a  comparing  look,  Here,  near 
such  altar-ligbts,  had  once  the  oppressed  Xaana  knelt 
while  swearing  the  renunciation  of  her  love.  The  whole 
constellation  of  his  shining  past,  of  iiis  lofty  beings,  had 
gone  down  below  the  horizon,  and  only  one  bright  star  of 
all  the  groop  stood  glimmering  still  above  the  earth: 
Idoine* 

Just  then  the  youth  was  seen  by  bis  £riend  Dian,  who 
came  hastening  towards  him.  Without  much  ceremony, 
the  Greek  embraeed  him,  and  said,  ^'Hail,  hail  to  the 
beautiful  transfonnation !  There  Stands  my  Chariton ; 
she,  too,  would  greet  thee  afler  the  manner  of  her 
Speech."*  But  Chariton  was  looking  continually  at 
Idoine,  on  account  of  her  resemblance.  "Well,  my 
good  Dian,  I  have  paid  many  a  heart  and  fortune  for 
\iy  and  I  wonder  that  fate  has  spared  me  thee,"  said 
Albano.  Thereupcm  he  asked  him,  as  architect  of  the 
church,  about  the  condition  of  the  hereditary  sepulchre, 
becanse  he  wished  aflerward  to  have  the  ashes  of  his 
parents  uncovered,  in  order  at  least  to  kneel  down  before 
them  in  silent  gratitude.  "  Of  that,"  said  Dian,  surprised, 
"I  know  very  little;  but  it  is  a  shocking  purpose,  and 
what  good  is  to  come  of  it  ?  " 

The  music  ceased ;  Spener,  in  a  low  tone,  began  his 
discourse.  He  spoke  not,  however,  of  the  Prince  at  his 
feet,  nor  yet  of  his  loved  ones  in  the  hereditary  tomb,  but 
of  the  real  life  that  know^  no  death,  and  which  man  must 
beget  in  himself.  He  said  that,  for  himself,  though  an 
old  man,  he  wbhed  neither  to  die  nor  to  live,  because  one 
could  already,  eren  here,  be  with  God,  so  soon  as  one 
only  had  God  within  him,  and  that  we  ought  to  be  able 
to  see  without  grief  our  holiest  wishes  wither  like  sun- 


fÜHli  wMnl  ool  80  midi  ptcptts  HhiMfir  wBit  oüsrall^  äs 
ttnl  Ib  Mms^f  fbfb  otemlly  wiioh  H  BtiB^  püi^  ^^^ 
düm'^md  fuvwyuiiDg» 

Itaqr  ft  bünMri  bMMl  in  lU  iSitdi'lällllM»  ^pobdniNis 
point  of  die  pMt  biokai  cff  lij  liiiB  ^Hsoomae.  On  AI* 
IMUM^  tUn«  iw  II  htA  pmtieSiiniiiiiiro^ 
UfifewM«fCikiiiidT»ii«iit.  JioBeliiie^ljrAliidg^^ 
mfmAMka  amne  li^  aad  »kfei^  Üd  IDfed  wlä 
l^teiMiiiig  Hioisliitls  to  lier  heart  li^ 
loo  often  noI  16  wcwp  1a  tiik  swee^  dftvilii^  «od  dcaK^ 
üMlioB.  Onee ft aettiied to Albaiio^ ai lüibokcKl l^waitb 
kr,  at  ¥t  ahe  dioiie  snpeniatiuallyy  anA  as  i^  jitsi  ad  Üie 
ittB  fiom  tmier  äw  eartli  beami  Qpon  a  niooii,  80  IJaoa 
tum  tfüodierwittldwere  beiäikg  tq^iibecNmtäa^^ 
and  adorning  this  likeness  of  herseif  with  a  holiness  be- 
jond  tbe  reach  of  earth. 

At  the  close  of  tbe  discourse,  Albano  went  quietly  to 
tbe  two  friends,  pressed  bis  sister^s  band,  and  begged  her 
not  to  wait  for  tbe  end  of  tbe  sad  festival.  She  was 
comforted  and  willing.  As  they  stepped  out  of  the 
church,  a  wondrous  bright  moonlight  was  spread  over 
eiurth,  like  a  sweet  moming  ligbt  of  the  higher  world. 
Julienne*  begged  them,  instead  of  going  in  between  four 
walls,  into  tbe  prison  of  eyes  and  words,  and  the  midst 
of  all  the  din,  ratber  to  behold  first  the  still,  bright  land- 
scape. 

All  of  them  bore  in  their  breasts  the  holy  world  of  the 
serene  old  man  out  into  the  fair  night.  Not  a  speck  of 
cloud,  not  a  breath  of  air,  stirred  through  the  wide  heaven; 
the  Stars  reigned  alone ;  earthly  distances  were  lost  in  the 
deptb  of  white  sbadows ;  and  all  ^onntaiDS  stood  in  tbe 


NIGHT-BLOOM    OF    LOVE.  519 

silvery  fire  of  the  moon.  "  O,  how  I  love  your  serene, 
bolj  old  man ! "  said  Idoine  to  Albano,  when  she  had 
already  often  pressed  Julienne's  band.  "  Hoi^  bappy  I 
am !  Ah,  life,  like  tbe  water  of  tbe  sea,  is  not  quite 
sweet  tili  it  rises  towards  beaven."  Suddenly  distant 
bugle-tones  came  pealing  out  to  tbem,  wbicb  well-mean- 
mg  country-folk  sounded  as  a  greeting  before  Albano's 
foster-bome.  "How  comes  it,"  said  Julienne,  "tbat  in 
tbe  open  air  and  at  nigbt  even  tbe  most  insignificant 
music  is  pleasant  and  stirring  ?  "  "  Perbaps  because  our 
inner  music  barmonizes  witb  it  more  clearly  and  purely," 
said  Idoine.  "  And  because,  before  tbe  spberal  music  of 
tbe  universe,  boman  art  and  buman  simplicity  are,  at  last, 
equally  great  I "  added  Albano.  "  Tbat  is  just  wbat  I 
meant,  for  tbat  is  also,  after  all,  only  witbin  ourselves," 
said  Idoine,  and  looked  lovingly  and  frankly  into  bis  eyes, 
wbicb  sank  before  bers,  as  if  tbe  moon,  tbe  mild  after- 
summer  of  tbe  sun,  now  dazzled  bim  witb  its  splendor. 

Since  tbe  cburcb  festival,  sbe  bad  addressed  berself  to 
bim  oftener;  ber  sweet  voice  was  more  tender,  tbougb 
more  tremulous;  ber  maidenly  sbyness  of  tbe  resem- 
blance  to  Liana  seemed  conquered  or  forgotten,  as  ou  tbat 
evening  in  tbe  last  garden.  During  Spener*s  discourse, 
ber  existence  bad  decided  itself  witbin  ber,  and  on  ber 
yirgin  love,  as  on  a  spring  soil  by  one  warm  evening  rain, 
all  buds  bad  been  opened  into  bloom.  As  be  now  looked 
upon  tbis  clear,  mild  eye,  under  tbe  pure,  cloudless  brow, 
and  tbe  fine  moutb,  witb  inexbaustible  good-will  towards 
every  living  tbing  breatbing  over  it,  be  could  bardly  con- 
ceive  tbat  tbis  delicate  lily,  tbis  ligbt  incense  ex^aled 
from  moming  redness  and  moming  flowers,  was  tbe  bab- 
itation  of  tbat  firm  spirit  wbicb  could  rule  life,  just  as  tbe 
tender  cloud  or  tbe  little  nigbtingale's  breast  contains  tbe 
tbrilling  peal  of  sound» 


i»o 


TITAK. 


Tliej  «tood  aow  on  tbe  brighi  moua^n»  oorered  witU 
Uie  ercri^r^eti  of  jouthful  remembrance^  wherü  AJbano 
liad  onoe  tlitftilppffid  in  dreuiOji  of  tbe  fuii^re,  as  on  a  light 
«ml  lofLj  ifrltiml  in  tbe  mid^t  of  the  ^hadow-sea  of  two 
v^M.  Tbc  motjnbuo-riüge^  of  tbe  liadea  city,  tbe  eter- 
Bfl]  goftt  Elf  bi*  yäuüiful  dajs,  wer«  fiiiowed  over  b)r  the 
tDciaTi,  und  tl&e  oouilathliong  stood  upon  them  gleatBing 
tiTiil  grcni,  U0  IcMsied  now  upoo  Idoine  ^  how  trulj  did 
tbu  poul  betüJ^  amimg  tbe  fttars  I  """  Wli^ti  tlie  worlil  id 
pufp^  from  ibiB  law  daf ;  wh&o  hearea,  witb  its  holieBt» 
^rtbe^t  «UEia^  looks  upoQ  tbia  ciirtbly  land  ;  wbea  Ihe 
bewrt  and  tbe  Digbluigale  &\ime  ßpc&k^  —  tiien  on!j  does 
)ier  bül/  time  com^  up  in  heaven  ;  tben  k  ber  lofij^  tran- 
qnll  *pirU  scen  and  imderiiood,  and  by  daj  only  Ler 
cliartns,"  tlaougbt  AJbauo, 

"  How  [uariy  a  time,  mj  good  AlbaDo^"  eaid  tbe  eister, 
^}m<{  fbiMi  ]i*'i*\  m  fliv  lonL-^-Irft  youtbful  jear?i,  looked 
toward  the  mountains  for  tbioe  own  oaes,  —  for  thy  hid- 
den  parents  and  brothers  and  eistera,  —  fer  thou  badst 
alwajs  a  good  heart  I "  Here  Idoiae  unoonsciouslj  looked 
at  bim  witb  inexpreesible  love,  and  bis  eye  met  bers. 
^Idoine,"  said  be,  —  and  tbeir  souls  gazed  into  eacb 
otber,  as  into  suddenlj  rising  beavens,  and  be  took  the 
maiden's  band,  —  '^  I  have  that  beart  stiU ;  it  is  unhappj, 
but  unstained."  Tben  Idoine  bid  berself  quicklj  and 
passionately  in  Julienne*s  boeom,  and  said,  scarce  audiblj, 
^Julienne,  if  Albano  rigbtlj  knows  me,  tben  be  my 
mster!" 

^I  do  know  tbee,  boly  beingl"  said  Albano,  and 
clasped  to  one  bosom  sister  and  bride ;  and  from  all  of 
them  tbere  wept  but  ane  joy-enraptured  beart  "  O  ye 
parenta,**  prayed  tbe  sister,  ^'  O  thou  Grod,  bless,  tben, 
botb  of  tbem  and  me,  that  so  it  xnay  be  forever ! "     And 
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as  she  lifted  her  eyes  to  heaven,  while  the  lovers  üngered 
in  the  short,  holy  elysium  of  the  first  kiss,  innumerable 
immortals  looked  down  out  of  the  deep-blue  etemity,  the 
distant  tones  and  the  mild  rays  were  blended  together, 
and  the  slumbering  reahn  of  the  moon  resounded.  ^'  Look 
up  to  the  fair  heaven  ! "  cried  the  sister  to  the  lovers,  in 
the  ecstasy  of  her  joy ;  "  the  rainbow  of  etemal  peace 
blooms  there,  and  the  tempests  are  over,  and  the  world 
is  all  so  bright  and  green.  Wake  up,  my  brother  and 
ßißterl" 


THK    KND. 


OuntiTldce  :  Btereo^ped  and  Printed  by  ¥^elch.  Bigclov.  *  Co. 


135,  CK^aslifnaton  &U  iSoston, 
Mabch,  1864. 

A  List  of  Books 

PUBLISHED     BY 

Messrs.  TICKNOR   AND   FIELDS. 


D;^  Any  book  an  this  List  sent  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  ihe  adeer- 
Used  price,  For  a  more  fvü  descriptian  of  the  works  here  adoerüstd, 
gee  THcknor  and  FieJds's  "  DescripUve  Catahgue,^^  which  toiü  be  serU 
graimtously  io  any  address. 

ÄOASSIZ'S  (Prof.  Louis)  Methodsof  Study  in  Natural 

Histary.    1  roL    16mo.    $1.25. 

ilDD/ÄOiVÄ  (Joseph)  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley.   1vol.   16mo. 

75  cts. 

AUSTEN'S  (Jane)  Pride  and  Preiudice,  and  Northanger 

Abbey.    1  toI.    12ino.    $1.25. 

Mansfield  Park.     1  vol.     12mo.     $  1.25. 

Sense  and  Sensibility,  and  Persuasion.     1  vol. 


12mo.    $1.25. 

Emma.     1  vol.     12mo.    $  1.25. 


ADÄMS*S  (Rev.  Dr.)    Agnes  and  the  Little  Key ;   Or, 

Bereaved  Parents  Instructed  and  Gomforted.    1  vol.    16mo.    $  1.00. 

Catliarine.     1vol.     16mo.    $1.00. 

Bertha  and  her  Baptism.   1vol.    16mo.    $1.00. 

Broadcast     1vol.     16mo.    $1.00. 

The  Friends  of  Christ  in  the  New  Testament. 

1  YoL    12ino.    $1.00. 

Christ  a  Friend.     1vol.     12mo.     $1.00. 

The  Communion-Sabbath.  1vol.   12mo.  $1.00. 


A  South-Side  View  of  Slavery.   Fourth  Edition. 

1  yol.    16mo.    63  cts. 

The    Sable    Cloud.      A    Southern  Tale  with 


Northern  Comments.    1  yoL    16mo.    75  cts. 

ALLSTOirS  (Washington)  Monaldi     A  Tale.     1  vol. 

76  CU. 


Litt  of  Worts  PM%$Ud  ly 


i4LF07?iy5(HKKRT)PoeticalW<»ka.   l^oL    ISma  $1.25. 
^A/;/A"(7/A43r5  (William)  Poems.    1vol.    32ma    Blue 

■nd  gold.    $1.00. 

ALMOST  A    HEROINE,    By  the  Autbor  of  "  Chakles 

ArcHiSTSB,"  etc.    1  toL    Itaio.    $1.00. 

AMERICAN     INSTITUTE     LECTURES,    delivered 

1840-1802.    Compkte  in  twen^-three  lOmo.  Tolumes.    Each,60ct8. 

ANDERSENS  (Hans  Chkistiak)  Sand  Hüls  of  Jutland. 

iToL    lOmo.    00  01^ 

ANGEL   VOICES ;   Or,  Words  of  Counsel  for  Overcwning 
the  World.    With  a  Steel  BognTing.    1  toL    lOmo.    75  cts. 
An  entirely  new  «od  mach  cnlarfced  editkm,  beanüftdly  printed  on  tiitfed 
|»|Mer,  and  richly  boond.    1  toL  small  4to.    $2.00.    Just  Ready. 

ARAGO'S  (Fran^oib)  Bio«n^phie8  ot  DistinguiBhed  Scien- 

Ufic  Men.    2to1s.    16mo.    $2.00. 

ARNOLDS  (Rkv.  Thomas,  D.D.)  Life  and  Correspond- 
CDce.    By  Anairm  Pixkhts  Stahlst.    2  rols.    lAno.    $  2.60. 

ARNOLUS  (Matthew)  Poetical  Works.    1  voL    16ma 

75cli. 

ARNOLDS  (W.  D.)  Oakfield ;  Or,  Fellowahip  in  Üie  East. 

ANoreL    1  rol.     lOmo.    $1.00. 

A  YTOUNS  (Prof.  William  Edmonstone)  BotiiwelL    A 

Poem.    1  ToL    16mo.    75  cts. 

A  UNT  EFFIE*S  Rhymes  for  Little  Children.    With  24 

flue  IllustraüoM.    1  vol.    Small  4to.    75  cts. 

BÄCOys  (Dklia)  Philosophy  of  Shakspeare's  Plays  Un- 

foMed.     With  a  Preface  by  NATnA>nBL    Hawthornb.     1  vol.     8vo. 
$3.00. 

BAILEyS  (Philip  James)  The  Mystic,  and  other  Poems. 

1  vol.    16mo.    50  cta. 

The  Age :   A  Colloquial  Satire.     1  vol.     16mo. 


75  cts. 

BAILEY'S  (Samuel)  Essays  on  the  Formation  and  Publi- 

catioii  of  Opinious,  the  Pursuit  of  Truth,  etc.     1  vol.    16mo.     $  1.00. 

BARTOLS   (Rkv.   C.  A.)  Church  and  Congregation,  —  a 

Plea  for  their  Unity.    1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.00. 

BEECIIEWS  (Rkv.  Henry  AVard)  Eyes  and  Ears.    1  vol. 

12mo.    $1.50. 

Lectiircs  to   Young  Men.    A  New  Edition. 

1  vol.    16mo.    $  1.00. 

—    -  Freedora  and  War.    Discourses  upon  Topics 

Sugpested  by  the  Times.    1  vol.    12mo.     $  1.50. 

BOKER'S  (George  H.)  Plays  and  Poems.    Second  Edition, 

2  vols.    16mo.     $  2.00. 

BOSTON  BOOK.     Specimens  of  Metropolitan   Literature. 

With  a  fine  Steel  Plate,  dosigned  by  BUlings.     1vol.    12mo.     $1.26 

BOWRlNCrS  (John)  Matins  and  Vespers.    With  Hymns 

and  Devotional  Pieces.    1  vol.    32mo.    Blue  and  gold.     $  1.00. 


Tichnor  and  Fidds.  8 

BROOK^S    (Rbv.  C.  T.)    Germam  Lyrics.    1  vol.    lömo. 

$1.00. 

BOTTA'S    (Anne    C.  Lynch)   Hand-Book   of  Universal 

Literatare.     From  the  Best  and  Latest  Aathorities.     1  toL     12ino. 
$1.60. 

BROWNES  (John,  M.  D.)   Spare  Hours.      1  vol.     16mo. 

$1.50. 

Rab  and  bis  Friendfl.     16mo.    Paper.     15  cts. 

Marjorie   Fleming    ("Pet    Marjorie").      16mo. 

Paper,  25  cts. 

BROWNE'S  (Sir  Thomas,  Kt,  M.  D.)   Religio  Medici, 

A  Letter  to  a  Friend,  Cliristian  Morals,  Ura-Burial,  and  Other  Papen. 
With  Steel  Portrait    1  voL    16mo.    $1.50. 

BROWNINGS  (Robert)  Poetical  Works.    2  vols.    16mo. 

$2.50. 

Men  and  Women.    1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.25. 

. Sordello,     Strafibrd,    Christmas-Eve    and 

Easter-Day.    Ivol.    16ino.    $1.25. 

BUCKINGHAMS  (Joseph  T.)  Personal  Memoirs  and 
BeooUecÜQDSofEditorialLife.    With  Portrait    2to10.    16mo.    $1.50. 

CALVERT  (George  H.)    The  Gentleman.    1  vol.   16mo. 

75  cts. 
"  CARLETONS**  (Correspondent  of  the  Boston  Journal) 
My  Day«  and  Nights  oo  the  Battto-Fteld.    niustrated.    1  voL    $1.00. 

CARLYLE'S  (Rev.  Dr.  Alexander)  Autobic^aphy. 
Gontaining  Memoria^  of  the  Men  and  Erents  of  his  Times.  &ited  hj 
John  Hill  Bubtok.    1  yoL    12mo.    With  Portrait    $  1.60. 

CM  jR  F/S  (Ph(ebe)  Poems  and  Parodies.   1  voL  16mo.   75  cts. 

CARrS  (Alice)  Clovemook  Children.*    Illustrated.    1  vol. 

ISmo.    75  cts. 

CHANNINCrS  (Prof.  Edward  T.)  Lectures  on  Rhetoric. 

Read  to  the  Seniors  in  Harvard  College.    1  toL    16mo.    76  cts. 

CHANNINCrS  (Walter,  M.  D.)  A  Physician's  Vacation ; 

Or,  A  Sommer  in  Europe.    IvoL    12Dfo.    $1.50. 

CHANTER'S  (Charlotte)  Over  the   Cliffs.    A  Novel. 

ITOL    16ID0.    $1.00. 

CHAPEL  LITURGY,  A  Book  of  Common  Prayer.  Ac- 
oordingto  the  Ilse  ofKing*iChapel, Boston.  Ivol.  Svo.  Sheep.  $2.00. 
12mo  Edition,  $1.60. 

CHILUS  (Mrs.  L.  M.)  Looking  toward  Sunset.    With  Blus- 

trations.    1  voL    l&no.    Nearly  Ready. 

CHOMErS  (A.  F.)  Elements  of  General  Pathology.  From 
theVrench.    By  Db3.  OLms  and  Moblutd.    1  toL    8to.    $8.00. 

CLARKE'S  (Mary  Cowden)  Kit  Bam's  Adventures ;  Or, 

The  Yams  of  an  Old  Mariner.    Ulustrated.    1  toI.    16mo.    75  cts. 

CLOUGIPS  (Arthur  Hugh)  Poems.     With  Memoir  by 

Cbablbs  Eliot  Nobtok.    1  toL    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $  1.00. 

COALE'S  (William  Edward,  M.  D.)  Hints  on  Ha^^Xi, 

Third  Edition,    1  toL    16mo.    03  cta. 


XU  #  IKNii  iWMal  % 


coMXfa  (0mm«)  OiiiiiiiiHiii  «rüH.  Timn  .r»n 

^taMfiMft JBMIitB-   l^PwL   MMMw  ttiiiB 


COinFiirS(KBV;lL]X)ll»fikltetHo«r.   lioL  Iteo. 


DnMtk  SeeMi.    ItoL    IComl    fl.OO. 


%iM. 

um. 

•Ulk 

1^ 

•Ut^ 

Oosmel  aad  Qonftrt    XM 

lifnoralile  Wohmb.    TnOt  JBMtaftioiui. 

lürt.   MMw   $1.«6l 

Lydia :  A  Woman's  Bock,    1  töI.    16mo. 


75  01^ 

CROSWELVS  (Rev.  William,  D.D.)  Poems,  Sacred  and 

Secolmr.    With  Memoir  and  NoCea,  hj  Ret.  A.  Clitkland  Coxk,  D.  D., 
■nd  »  Portrait.    1  toL    ISmo.    $1.00. 

CC/^MJf/iV^S'iS  (Marias.)  El Fureidls.  1  voL   16mo.  $1.00. 

The  Lamplighter.     1vol.    16mo.    $1.25. 

CURIOUS  STORIES  about  Fairies  and  other  Funny 
Fetale.    Illostrated  by  Kluhob.    1  Y€L   Ifimo.    76  cts. 

CURTISS  (Herbert  Pelham)  Arabian  Days'  Entertain- 
ments. From  the  Oerman  <tf  Hauff.  Dliutrated  by  Hofpin.  1  voL 
Iftno.    $1.60. 

DANA'S  (Richard  H.,  Jr.)  To  Cuba  and  Back :  A  Vaca- 

tionToyage.    1  voL    IGoio.    90  cts. 

DA  VIS*S  (Mrb.  S.  M.)  Life  and  Times  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney. 
With  Steel  Portrait  aod  Engrarings.    1  voL    16mo.    $1.25. 

DE  QUINCETS  (Thomas)    Confessions  of  an    English 

Opium-Eater.    With  Portrait    1  yoL    16mo.    90  cts. 

Biographical  Essays.   1vol.   16mo.    90  cts. 

Miscellaneoas  Essays.   1vol.  16mo.  90  cts. 


16mo.    $1.80. 


Narrative  and  Miscellaneous  Papers. 


Writen.    IroL    18mo.    OOcta. 


Essays  on  the  Poets  and  other  English 


Tichnor  and  Fields. 


DE  QUINCEYS  (Thomas)   Literarj  Reminiscences.     2 

Tols.    16mo.    $  1.80. 

The  Caesars.     1  vol.     16mo.     90  cts. 

Historical    and    Critical  Essays.     2  yoIs. 


16mo.    $1.80. 

Autobiographic  Sketches.     1  voL     16mo. 

90  cts. 

Essays  on  Fhilosophical  Writers  and  other 

Men  of  Letten.    2  yoIs.    I61110.    $  1.80. 

Letters    to   a   Young   Man,    and   other 

Papers.    Ivol.    IGmo.    90  cts. 

Theological   Essays,  and    other   Papers. 

2  Yols.    16mo.    $  1.80. 

The  Note-Book  of   an  English    Opium- 

Eater.    1  voL    lOmo.    90  cts. 

Memorials,  and  other  Papers.      2  toIs. 


16ino.    $  1.80. 


The  Avenger,  and  other  Papers.     1  vol. 
16ino.    90  cts. 

The    Logic  of  Political  Economy,    and 

other  Papers.    IvoL    16ino.    90  cts. 

Beaaties  Selected  from  his  Writings.   1  toL 


12mo.    $1.60. 

2>/Cfi:^iVÄ'>S  (Charles)  Pickwick  Papers.    2  vols.    12mo. 
$3.00. 

'  l^cholas  Nickleby.     2  vols.     12mo.    $3.00. 

Martin  Chuzzlewit.     2  vols.     12mo.    $3.00. 

Old   Curiosity  Shop,   and  Reprinted  Pieces. 


2  Tois.   i2mo.   $  3.00. 

Bamaby  Rudge,  and  Hard  l^es.    2  vols. 


i2mo.   $3.00. 

Sketches,  by  Boz.     1  vol.     12mo.    $  1.50. 

Oliver  Twist.     1vol.     12mo.    $1.50. 

Dombey  and  Son.     2  vols.     12mo.    $3.00. 

David  Copperfield.    2  vols.     12mo.    $3.00. 

Pictures   firom   Italy,  and    American    Notes. 


iToL    12mo.    $1.50. 
Bleak  House.     2  vols.     12mo.    $  3.00. 

Little  Dorrit.     2  vols.     12mo.    $  3.00. 

Christmas  Books.     1  voL     12mo.    $1.50. 


DIXON'S  (W.  Hepworth)  The  Personal  History  of  Lord 

Bacon.    From  Unpublished  Documents.    1  voL    12mo.    $  1.50. 

DOBELL*S  (ßYi}iXEY)'Poema.  1vol.  Blueandgold.  $1.00. 
DOLL  AND  HER  FRIENDS.  Hlustrated.   Ivol.   60 cts. 


IM^lMb 


D0U€fBTr9  (ßbm.  &  F.)  litfb  CMM  «HMl 

imlii.   lürt.  9mM4tm,  Halb 


lätkBSO»S  (ll4Uit  Wa»o)  tlH^    KiK  «ttiei. 
mftiMaii»  i¥Bi.  üMw  tiüT 

Sbüyi.  SeeoQiSKiM*  liraL  lim.  %1M. 

ItoL    lino.   «I-Sk 

ItoL   ItM.    «IJBw 

BigBAlMli.    llroL    IStt^   ITIJHL 

FdMi.  WiAPMn^   ItoL  iteo.  %XM. 

FAtORm  AUTämtS.    A  flbri^ittkm-Boflic  <  P^qie 


Mj^Jra2rr:9  (um.  Jmüb  MmrM)  The  Storr  ti  ^bt 


FÜLLERS  (Thomas)  Good  ThowkftB  m  Bad  tkaes.   1  toL 

16mo.    With  Portnit.    $1.60. 

GARRA  TVS  (Alfred  C,  M.  D.)  Electro-Physiology  and 

Electro-Tber»peatic8  ;  shcminR  the  Best  Methods  for  the  Medical  Uses 
of  Eljotridtj.    1  toL    8vo.    IllastntML    $3.00. 

GILESrS  (Bev.  Hknrt)  ülustratioDs  ol   Genius.     1   toL 

IGmo.    $1.00. 

GOE  TUE'S  Fanat     Translated  by  A.   Haywakd,  Esq. 

IroL    lOmo.    90  cts. 

Tttmslated  by  Rev.  C.  T.  Brooks. 


iTol.    16mo.    $1.00. 

-  —       Correspondence  with  a  Child.     1  vol.     12nio. 
With  Portrait  oT  Brtiha  Brbstaho.    $  1.60. 

GOOiyS  Book  of  Nature.     1  voL     16mo.    45  cts. 

GREENWELVS   (Dora)  The  Patience  of  Hope.     With 

«n  Introdoctioo  hj  Jos»  G.  Whittixr.    1  roL    10mo.    $  1.00. 

A  Present  Heaven.   1vol.    16mo.   $1.00. 

Two  Friends.     1  vol.     16mo.     $  1.00. 

Poems.     1  v<^.    16mo.    Nearly  ready. 

GREENWOOiyS    (Grace)    Greenwood    Leaves.      First 

Seriet.    IroL    12ino.    $1.26. 

Pbems.  With  Portrait  1vol.  16mo.  75<*t8. 

F<Ä«8t  Tragedy,  and  Oth^r  Tales.     1  voL 


Tichnor  and  Mdds. 


GREENWOOnS  (Grace)  Haps  and  Mishaps  of  a  Tour  m 

Europe.    1  toI.    12mo.    $1.25. 

_  History  of  my  Pets.    Blustrated.     1  vol. 


60  cts. 

■  BecoUections  of  my  Childhood.  Hlustrated. 


1  vol.    60  cts. 

Merrie  England,  ülustrated.  1vol.  16mo. 

90  cts. 

Stories  and  Le^ends  of  Travel  and  His- 


tocy.    niastrated.    Ivol.    16iqo.    90  cts. 

Stories  from  Famous  Ballads.    With  Steel 


FroQtispieoe  aod  Engravings.    1  toL    60  cts. 

Bonnie  Scotland.  Blustrated.  1  vol.  16mo. 


90  cts. 

HARE*S  (AUGU8TU8    William  and  Julius    Charles) 

OaessesatIViith.    With  Portrait.    Ivol.    ISmo.    $1.50. 
HALLAMS  (Arthur  Henry)  Literary  Bemains.     1  vol. 

16ID0.    $1.50. 

HAMILTON*S  (Gail)  Country  Living  and  Country  Think- 

ing.    iToL    16ino.    $1.50. 

Gala-Days.    A  New  Volume.    1vol.    16mo. 

$150. 

HA  WTHORNE'S  (Nathaniel)  Our  Old  Home :  A  Series 

ofEnglishSketcdies.    1  voL    16mo.    $1.25. 

The  Marble  Faun ;    Or,  The  Bomance  of 

Monte  Ben!.    2  vols.    16ino.    $2.00. 

The  Scarlet  Letter.    IvoL    16mo.    $1.00. 

The  House  of  the  Seven  Gables.    1  vol. 


16mo.    $1.25. 

Twice-Told  Tales.  "VTith  Portrait.    2  vols. 


16mo.    $2.00. 

The  Snow  Image,  and  other  Twice-Told 


Tales.    lYoL    16ino.    $1.00. 

-  The  Blithedale  Bomance.     1vol.    16mo. 


$1.00. 

Mosses  from  an  Old  Mause.    2  vols.    16mo. 


$2.00. 

True  Stories  from  History  and  Biography. 


niastrated.    1  vol.    16mo.    90ceiit8. 

The  Wonder-Book,  for  Girls  and   Boys. 


XUustrated.    Ivol.    16mo.    90 cts. 

Tanglewood    Tales.     Blustrated.     1  vol. 


16mo.    90  cts. 

HAYNE'S  (Paul  H.)  Poems.     1  vol.     16mo.    68  cts. 

Avolio :  A  Legend  of  the  Island  of  Cos,  and  other 

Poems.    lYol.    16mo.    75 cts. 
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SUZARirS  (Gmbos  &)  Siz  MoBfti  ia  ]t%.     l  toL 


Seleedom  from  tfie  ITiiüiifli  ti  .WMrmm 


amMLAiMMU  lürt.  MMwTialb         JUrf»  PI^mt,  $SJO. 

BODSOIPS  (Hajo«  W.  a  B.)  A  Soiffi«^  lue  in  Ib&. 

ImL  Mmw  $ua. 
HOLMESS  (Ounnat  Wshdkli:^  IL  D.)  FbtÜeal  Wodbb 

XmL   MM.  inftBüML   $Uk 


8Q«9imlfaiijK0j&    ImL    Itea    tLS^ 
lifoL    Mbm.    BlMaad 

n»  Antoen«  of  ^  l^Mlftit-UUe.    IBuh 

IntodliyHorrai.    ItoL    16kiio,$lA)  8n»,$8.00. 

The  Professor  at  tbe  Breakfast-Table.    With 

the  Story  of  Iris.    1  voL    16mo,  $  1.25  }  8vo,  $  3.00. 

Elsie  Yenner :  A  Bomance  of  Destinj.    2  yoIs. 


lemo.    $2.00. 

Corrents    and    Counter-Currents    in  Medical 


Sdenoe,  with  other  Essays.    1  voL    I6&10.    $1.25. 

Border  Lines  in  some  Provinces  of  Medical 


Sdenoe.    1  toL    16mo.    60  cts. 

Soondings  from  the  Atlantic.    1  voL     16ma 

$1.25. 

EOOUS  (Thomas)  Memorials.    Edited  by  his  Daughter, 

with  a  Prefaoe  aod  Notes  l>y  his  Soiu  Blastnted  with  his  own  Sketches. 
2  vols.    16ino.    $  2.00. 

HORACE'S  Ödes.  An  English  Metrical  Translation.  By 
Theodors  MAsrnr.  With  Notes  and  a  Life  of  Horaoe.  1  toL  32mo. 
Blue  aod  gold.    $  1.00. 

HOSPITAL  TRANSPORTS  :  A  Memoirof  the  Embarka- 

tion  of  the  Sick  and  Woonded  from  the  Peninsnla  of  Yiiginia,  in  the 
Summer  of  1862.  Ck>mpiled  and  Published  at  the  Sequest  of  the  Sani- 
tafy  Commission.    1  toL    lOmo.    75  cts. 

HOUSEHOLD    FRIENDS :    A  Book   for    all    Seasons. 

with  18  Portraits  on  SteeL  Unifonn  with  "  Favorite  Authors."  1  yoL 
SmaU4to.    $3.00. 
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HOWRS  (Mrs.  Julia  Ward)  A  Trip  to  Cuba.    1  vd. 

16ino.    75  cts. 

Passion  Flowers.     1  vol.     16mo.     75  cts. 

Words  for  the  Hour.     1  voL    16mo.     75  cts. 

The  World's  Own.     1  vol.     16mo.    50  cts. 


HO  WITT' S  (William)  Land,  Labor,  and  Gold;  Or,  Two 

Yeara  in  Victoria :  With  Visits  to  Sydney  and  Van  Diemen's  Land. 
2  Tols.    16mo.    $  2.00. 

_  A  Bo/s  Adventures  in  the  Wilds  of  Australia. 

lUustrated.    1  vol.    16mo.    90  cts. 

HO  WITTS  (Anna  Mary)   The  School  of  Life.    1  vol. 

16mo.    76  cts. 

An  Art  Student  in  Munich.     1  voL     16mo. 

$1.26. 

HUFELANiyS  (Christopher)   The  Art  of  Prolonging 

Life.    Edited  by  Ebasmüs  Wilson,  E.  B.  S.    1  toL    16mo.    90  cts. 
HUGHES* S  (Thomas)  Tom  Brown's  School-Days  at  Rugby. 

IvoL   16mo.   $1.13.  8 vo  Edition,  lUustrated  by  Lareih  G.  S&ad, 

JR.    $L60. 

Tom  Brown  at  Oxford.    With  Portrait  on  Steel 

oftheAathor.    2yol8.    16mo.    $2.26. 

The  Scouringof  the  White  Horse ;  Or,  The  Long 


Vacation  Bamble  of  a  London  Clerk.    lUustrated  by  Richard  Dotlb. 
lYol.    16mo.    $1.00. 

HUNTS  (Leigh)   Poetical  Works.     With  Portrait  after 

Hattbr.    2  Tols.    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $  2.00. 

HYMNS  OF  THE  AGES.  First  and  Second  Series. 
lUustrated  with  Steel  Vignettes,  after  Turnsr.  Each  in  1  voL  12mo. 
$1.60.    8YoEdiÜon,$3.00. 

IR  VING^S  (Washington)  Sketch-Book.    Published  by  ar- 

rangement  with  Mr.  Geo.  P.  Putmax.    1  voL    32mo.    Blue  and  gold. 
$1.00.    NearlyReady, 

JACK  HALLIARUS  Voyages  in  the  Arctic  Ocean.    With 

many  Wood-cuts.    1  voL    38  cts. 

JACKSON* S  (Dr.  James)  Letters  to  a  Young  Physician. 

iToL    12mo.    $1.00. 

Another  Letter  to  a  Young  Physician.     1  vol. 

12mo.    80cts. 

JAMES* S  (Henry)  Substance  and  Shadow;  Or,  Morality 

and  ReUgion  in  their  Relation  to  Life :  An  Essay  upon  the  Physics  of 
Greation.    1  toL    12mo.    $1.60. 

JAMESON'S  (Mrs.)  Sisters  of  Charity,  Catholic  and  Prot- 

estant,  and  me  Gommunion  of  Labor.    1  vol.    lOmo.    76  cts. 

Characteristics  of  Women.  With  Steel  Por- 
trait   IvoL    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $1.00. 

Diary  of  an  Ennuyde.    With  Steel  Portrait. 


Ivol.    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $1.00. 
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JSEROLEtS  (DowLäB)WL    ly/dL    ItM.    T^cte* 

Lüb  aad  Rmmum.    ITüit  BsHi^t    1  iroL 


I0HNS0IP8  (BotA  YxftmE)  Fomm.    Widt  Fortntit 
if«i.  üM^  %im, 

JüIkSON'SQUm.lBimSLTC.)  JMmkntk.   IRäi  FMrat 
CiiBiimlMiiiM    lürt.  üMw  $iJi. 


KÄVANAOSrS  (J0I4A)  8eir«i  Teaai  «nd  ottor  T^m. 
KEMBLJ^S  (Frakcss  Aimx)  Poems.    Entatged  Sikkm. 

iToL    lOmo.    $1.00. 

KINGSLETS  (Charles)  Poems.    1  voL     16mo.     75  cts. 

Andromeda.     1  vol.     16ma    50  cts. 

Amyas  Leigh.    1  vol.     12mo.    $  1.50. 

Two  Years  Ago.     1  voL     12iiio.     $  1.50. 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh  and  his  Time,  with  other 

Paper«.    1  toL    12ino.    $  1.25. 

New  Miscellanies.     1vol.     12mo.     Sl.OO. 

Glaucus;    Or,  The  Wondcrs  of  tbe   Sbore. 


1  ToL    16mo.    60  cts. 

The  Heroes ;   Or,  Greek  Fairy-Tales  for  my 

ChUdren.    lUostnUed  by  the  Author.    1  voL    16mo.    90  cts. 

KINGSLErS  (Henry)  The  EecoUections  of  Geoffiy  Ham- 

lyn.    iTol.    12mo.    $1.60. 

Ravenshoe.     1vol.     12mo.    $1.50. 

.  Austin  Elliot.     1vol.     12mo.     $1.25. 

KINGSTON'S  (W.  H.  G.)  Emest  Bracebridge  :  A  Story  of 

School-DajL    WIth  16  lUiutratiaDS.    1  voL    16mo.    90  cts. 

KRAPF'S  (Rev.  Dr.  J.  Lewis)  Travels,  Itesearches,  and 

Missionaiy  Labors,  doring  an  Eigbteen- Years'  Besidence  in  Eastem 
Africa ;  together  with  Joameys  to  Jagga,  Usambara,  Ukambani,  Shoa, 
Abessinia,  and  Khartom  j  and  a  Ooasting  Voyage  firom  Mombax  to 
Cape  Delgado.  With  an  Appendix  concerning  the  Souroes  of  the  Nile, 
etc.,by£.3.lLA.v«««KUS^V.fiL8..iandliaps.    ItoL    12ino.    $1.26. 
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LABOR  AND  LOVE,    A  Tale  of  English  Life.    1  voL 

16mo.    50  cts. 

LAWRENCE* S  (Mrs.  Margarette  Woods)  Light  on 

the  Dark  River  •,  Cr,  Memorials  of  Mrs.  Henrletta  A.  L.  Hamlin,  Mis- 
sionary  in  Turkey.  With  an  IntxodacÜon  by  Ret.  A.  S.  Stobrs,  and  a 
Portrait    1vol.    12mo.    $1.25. 

LEE*S  (Eliza  Bückminster)  Memoir  of  Joseph  Buckmin- 
ster,  D.  D.,  and  of  bis  Son,  Rev.  Joseph  Stevens  Bückminster.  With  a 
fine  Portrait  of  the  eider  Ba<duninster.    1  toL    12mo.    $  1.25. 

Florence :  The  Parish  Orphan.    1  vol.     16mo.    50  cts. 

Parthenia ;  Or,  The  Last  Days  of  Päganism.     1  vol. 

16mo.    $1.00. 

Life  of  Jean  Paul.     New  Edition,     (In  press») 


LEW  ALU  S  (Fanny)  Lake  House.    A  Romance.    Trans- 

lated  from  the  Qerman  by  Nathakibl  Grbbnb.    1  voL    Idmo.    76  cts. 

LESLIE*S  (Charles    Robert,  R.  A.)   Autobiographical 

RecoUections.  Edited,  with  a  Prefatory  Essay  on  Leslie  as  an  Artist, 
and  Selections  from  his  Oorrespondence,  by  Tom  Tatlob,  Esq.  With 
fine  Portrait.    1vol.    12mo.    $1.25. 

LEWIS* S  (Dr.  Dio)  The  New  Gymnastics  for  Men,  Women, 
andChUdren.    With  300  lUustrations.    1  voL    12mo.    $1.25. 

Weak  Lungs,  and  How  to  Make  them  Strong ;  Or, 

Diseases  of  the  Organs  of  the  Ohest,  with  their  Home-Treatment  by  the 
Movement>Cure.    Profusely  Illustrated.    1  vol.    12mo.    $  1.25. 

LEWIS" S  (LADf    Theresa)  The  Semi-Detached  House. 

1  vol.    16mo.    75  cts. 

LI  LI  AN    A  Romance.     1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.00. 

LITTLE  ANNA:  A  Story  for  Pleasant  Little  Children. 
By  A.  Stkik.   Translated  from  the  German.   1  vol.    Illustrated.    75  cts. 

LOCKHART S  (J.  G.)  Ancient  Spanish  Ballads,  Historical 
and  Romantic.  With  Biographical  Notice  and  Portrait.  1  voL  lOmo. 
75  cts. 

LONGFELLOW*S(ß.,Vf,)Voems,    With  Portrait    2  vols. 

lOmo.    $2.50. 

Poetical  Works.  Complete.  With  Por- 
trait.   Cabinet  Edition,    2  vols.    16mo.    $  2.50. 

Poetical  Works.    Complete.    With  Por- 


trait.   Blut  and  gold  Edition.    2  vols.    32mo.    $2.00. 

The  Wayside  Inn,  and   other  Poems. 


1  voL    16mo.    Cloth,  beveUed  boards  and  gilt  top,  $  1.25. 

.  The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish.     1  vol. 


16mo.    00  cta. 

The  Song  of  Hiawatha.     1  vol.     16mo. 


$  1.25.  Large  Paper ,  $  2.50. 

—  The    Golden    Legend.     1   vol.     16mo. 


$1.25. 


Evangeline.     1  vol.     16mo.     90  cts. 
Hyperion.   1  vol.   16mo.  $  1.25. 
Outre-Mer.     1  vol.    16mo.    t!»VÄ5k- 
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lOWELUS  (Bsr.  Dft.  GSABttt)  SttnllM»»  OUeflf  Snio- 

«mL  IfiL  IkMw  tUl 


IteB.  $1«. 
LOWBLU8  (Mu.  AmA  G.)  Ummu^ onü^liamiliiif 

OMi.   1^   MM^   M«lfc 


$l.Tlb 

LOWELUS  (Jamr  BimsLL)  Bmm.  ITltfiBMl»^    » 

Poetical  Works.     Complete.    Blae  and  gold. 

2Tol8.    82mo.    $2.00. 

A  Fable  for  Critics.     1  vol.     16mo.    50  cts. 

The  Biglow  Papers.     1  voL     16mo.     75  cts. 

The  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal.    1  vol.    16mo.   25  cts. 


LOWELUS  (Rev.  R.  T.  S.)  Fresh  Hearts  that  FaUed  Three 
ThousaDd  Yean  Ago.    IVith  oCher  PDems.    1  ysA.    IGina    60  cts. 

LUNT*S  (George)  Lyric  Poems,  Sonnets,  and  Miscellanies. 

1  Tol.    I61110.    63  cts. 

Julia:  A  Poem.     1vol.     16mo.    50  cts. 

Three  Eras  of  New  England  Histoiy,  and  other 


Papere.    IroL    lOmo.    $1.00. 

MACKENZIE'S  (Kenneth  R  H.,  F.  S.  A.)  The  Marvel- 

loos  Adyentares  and  Rare  Oonoeits  of  Haster  TyU  Owlglass.  Adomed 
with  many  most  Diverting  and  Cunning  Devices,  by  Alfbkd  Cbowquiil. 
1  vol.    16mo.    $  2.60. 

MACKAY^S  (Charles)  Poems.    Voices  from  the  Moun- 
tains and  ttom  the  Crowd.    1  roL    lOmo.    $  1.00. 

MADEMOISELLE  MORI :  A  Tale  of  Modem   Rome. 

lYol.    12mo.    $1.60. 

MAGICIAlSrS  SHOW'BOX,    Dlustrated.     1  vol.     16mo. 

00  cts. 

MARCUS  ANTONINUS  (The  Emperor),   Thoughts  of. 
ITOL    IQmo.    t-y». 
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MANN'S  (Horace)  A  Few  Thoughts  for  a  Young  Man 

when  Entering  upon  Life.    1  vol.    16mo.    26  cts. 


Twelve  Sermons,  delivered  at  Antioch   College. 

IvoL    12mo.    $1.00. 

MANJSTS  (Mr8.  Horace)  Christianity  in  the  Eitchen.    A 

Physiological  Cook-Book.    1  toI.    lOmo.    76  cts. 

Thß  Flower  People.     With  HlustrationB.    1  vol. 

Square  Idmo.    76  cts. 

MASSEY*S  (Gerald)  Poetical  Works.    Complete.    With 

a  Steel  Portrait.    ItoL    32mo.    Blueandgold.    $1.00. 

MARGRET    HOWTH :     A  Story    of   To-Day.     1    vol. 

Idmo.    00  cts. 

M'CLINTOCICS  (Captain  Francis  L.)  The  Voyage  of 

the  ^*Fox'*  in  the  Arctic  Seas.  A  Narratire  of  the  Discovery  of  the 
Fate  of  Sir  John  Frsuiklin  and  his  Companions.  Preface  by  &r  Bod- 
BRiCK  MuBCmsoN,  F.  R.  S.  With  llaps  and  SlustratiQns.  1  toL  12mo. 
$1.00. 

MELVILLE'S  (G.  J.  Whytr)  Hohnby  House :  A  Tale  of 

cid  Northamptonshire.    1  rol.    8to.    Paper.    60  cts. 

ME'REDITH*S  (Owen)  [Robert  Bülwer  Lytton]  Po- 
etical Worlcs, — containing  The  Wanderer,  Clytemnestra,  etc.  2  toIb. 
32mo.    Blaeandgold.    $2.00. 

Lucile.    1vol.   32mo.  Blueandgold.   Sl.OO. 

MZXZ'5  (John  Stuart)  On  Liberty.   1vol.    16mo.   $1.00. 

MITFORUS  (Mary  Russell)  Out  Village.    niustrated. 

2  Tols.    16mo.    $  2.60. 

Atherton,  and  other  Tales.    With  a  fine  Por- 
trait after  Lucas.    Ivol.    Idmo.    $L26. 
MORLETS  (Henry)   The  Life  of  Bernard  Palissy,    of 

Saintes.  His  Laban  and  Discoveries  in  Art  and  Science.  2  toIs.  Idmo. 
$1.60. 

MOTHER  WELUS  (William)  Poetical  Works.    Complete. 

With  a  Memoir  by  James  MoGonbcht,  Esq.,  and  Portrait.     1  toI. 

32mo.    Blueandgold.    $1.00. 
Minstrelsy,  Ancient  and  Modem.    With 

aHistoricallntrodiiction  and  Notes.    2to18.    16mo.    $1.75. 

MOUNTFORiyS  (William)  Thorpe:  A  Quiet  English 
Town,  and  Human  Life  therein.    1  Tol.    16mo.    $  1.00. 

MOWATT'S  (Anna  Cora)  Autobiography  of  an  Actress; 

Or,  Eight  Years  on  the  Stage.    WiQiPortndt.    1  toU    lOmo.    $L26. 
Mimic  Life ;  Or,  Before  and  Behind  the  Curtain. 

A  Series  of  NarraÜTCS.    ItoL    16mo.    $1.26. 

Twin  Roses.  A  Narrati ve.   1vol.  16mo.    75  cts. 

Plays :  —  Armand ;  Or,  The  Peer  and  the  Peas- 


ant :    Fashion }  Or,  Life  in  New  York.    1  toL    l«mo.    60  cts. 

MURDOCH  (James  E.)  and  Russell's  (William)  Or- 

thophony  ;  Or,  The  GultiTation  of  the  Human  Voioe  in  Elocution.  With 
a  Supplement  on  Purity  of  Tone  by  Pbof.  O.  J.  Wkbb.  1  voL  12mo. 
Mets. 


14  Idm^lMblSMiiultf 


MiUl4)aF8(lhMäMUäMiAyTiMm§.  IipqL  1€mow  Mtiib 
J^S^i£'5(JoHH)ThMW(onuyBbood.  AKofffL  Iviat  Iteow 
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I. 

PAMSONSrS  CLaoMAB  WnAUJf)  Bo«tt«u    1  i<ot    ISbki. 

PAMSONSrS  (fiiOF.  TmcoFHiLü»)   A  Ifapoir  of  darf 

UlkftBirtnlltBrtaMM^iAiramiHr.  InL  m»;  "tilSL"' 
PATMOKE^S  (CovBVTKiO  Tlie  Aiml  itt  tiie  Boom.    A 

i«Mw  aMii,ii«ik 

FaitirfU  IViveTv.  Aa%iio(feof«<TiM  Aiml 
—  Iviri.  Mm.   $1M. 


PBRCIVAVS  (Jamss  Gatbs)  P^Mtel  Wbrib,    H««fy 

eoOeetod.    WiA  a  Btopmphie  Sketeh  and  anliieiitfo  Poctnlt    S  roll. 
Stoo.    Blne  and  gokL    $  2.00. 

PlOZZrS  (Mrs.   Thrale)   Autobiography,  Letters,  and 

Literary  Remains.    Kdited,  with  Notes  ana  an  Introdactcxy  Acooant  of 
her  Life  aod  Wriünga,  by  A.  HATirABD,  EsQ.,  Q.  C.  IroL  12mo.  $1.50. 

PIPERS  (R.  N.,  M.  D.)  Operative  Sui^ry.    Hlustrated  hj 

orer  1900  Sngravings.    1  toL    Svo.    $6.60. 

PRIORS  (James)  Memoir  of  the  Life  and  Character  of 
Kdmnnd  Borke,  with  Spedmeos  of  his  Poetry  aod  Liters,  and  an  Esti- 
mate  cX  his  Genius  and  Talents  compared  with  those  of  his  great  Con- 
temporaries.    With  Portrait    2vol8.    16aio.    $2.00. 

PRESCOTT  (George  B.)  The  History,  Theoiy,  and  Prac- 

tioe  of  the  Electric  Telegraph.    With  100  Engravings.    1  voL    12mo. 

PRESCOTT S  (William  H.)  Life.  By  George  Ticknor 

iToL    4to.    lUostrated.    $7.60. 

PRESCOTT  (Harriet  E.)  The  Amber  GJods,  and  other 

Tales.    iToL    16mo.    $1.60. 

PROCTER S  (Adelaide  A.)    Complete  Poetical  Works. 

IvoL    82mo.    Blue  and  gold.    $1.00. 

PUTNAWS  (Mary  Lowell)  The  Record  of  an  Obscure 

Man.    1  YoL    16mo.    75  cts. 

The  Tragedy  of  Errors.    1  vol.    16mo.    75  cts. 

The  Tragedy  of  Success.   1  vol.    16mo.    75  cts. 

QU  IN  CT  S  (Edmund)  Wensley.  A  Story  without  a 
Moral.    l^o\.   lOnno.  ^v«t^cte*i  Cloth,75cts. 
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QUINCTS  (Josiah  Phillips)  Lyteria:  ADramatic  Poem. 

1  YoL    IGmo.    50  cts. 

'- Charicles  :  A  Dramatic  Poem.     1  vol.     16mo. 


50  cts. 

RAINBOWS  FOR  CHILDREN.    1vol.   16mo.    With  28 
lUustratioiis.    $1.00. 

RÄMSAY'S  (E.  B.,  M.  A.,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.E.,  Dean  of 

Edinburgh)  Beminiscences  of  Scottish  Life  and  Gharacter.    With  an 
American  Prefoce.    1  toI.    Idmo.    $L00. 

RATS  (IsAAC,  M.D.)  Mental  Hygiene.   1  vol.   16mo.  $  1.25. 
REAiyS  (Thomas  Buch  an  an)  Poetical  Works.    Including 

"Sylvia,»»  " The  House  by  the  Sea,"  "The  New  Pastoral,»»  etc.    2  rols. 
12mo.    $2.25. 

i2j&^2)E*5  (Charles)  PegWoffington.    1vol.  16mo.   90  cts. 

Christie  Johnstone.     1  vol.     16mo.     90  cts. 

Clouds  and  Sunshine.     1  vol.     16mo.     90  cts. 

Never  too  Late  to  Mend.    2  vols.    16mo.    $1.75. 

White  Lies.     1vol.     16mo.    $1.50. 

.  Propria  Quse  Maribus,  and  the  Box-Tunnel.     1 


vol.    16mo.    Paper.    25  cts. 

REIUS  (Mayne)  The  Desert  Home ;  Or,  The  Adventures 
ofaPamUylostintheWUdemess.    lUastrated.    lyoL    16mo.    $L00. 

The  Forest  Exiles :  Or,  The  Penis  of  a  Peruvian 

Family  in  the  Wilds  of  the  Amazon.    Illastrated.  1  toL  Itoio.    00  cts. 

The  Boy  Hunters ;  Or,  Adventures  in  Search  of  a 


White  BufTalo.    Illustrated.    1  toI.    16mo.    00  cts. 

—  The  Young  Voyaceurs ;  Or,  The  B07  Hunters  in  the 

North.    Blusfarated.    1  toC    16mo.    00  cts. 

The  Bush-Boys ;  Or,  The  Histöry  and  Adven- 
tares of  a  Cape  Farmer  and  his  Family  in  the  Wild  Karoos  of  South- 
ern AMca.    Illustrated.    1  toL    16mo.    00  cts. 

The  Young  Yägers :  A  Sequel  to  the  Bush-Boys. 

Illastrated.    1  toL    Idmo.    00  cts. 

—  ThePlant-Hunters.  Illustrated.  1vol.  16mo.  90  cts. 

—  Ban  Away  to  Sea.    Illustrated.   1vol.    16ma   90  cts. 


The  Boy  Tar;  Or,  A  Voyage  in  the  Dark.  Illus- 
trated.   ItoL    Ißmo.    00  cts. 

Odd  People  :  A  Description  of  Various   Singular 

BacesofMen.  Illastrated.  ItoL  Idmo.  00 cts.  Cheap Bdüion^wi q^a. 

Bruin ;  Or,  The  Grand  Bear-Hunt    Illustrated.     1 


ToL    I6mo.    00  cts. 

REVELATIONS  OF   MOTHER   JULIANA,    an  An- 

chorete  of  Norwich  in  the  Days  of  Edward  the  Thiid.    1  toL    IQmo. 
Cloth,  bevelled  boards  and  led  edges.    $  1.00. 
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SAUL*8  (QMomn  ÄjammruB)  AJaaamtfjym'BsMtt^ 

IviL    MMOb   lt«M. 

SÄRGSNTS  (WnrrasoF)  Tlie  L^  «mI  OMpaor  cf  11^ 
51XE*5  (Jon  G.)  mmonw  and  8«tiffed  Bmm    IVidi 

Fortratt.    ItoL    Iteo:    TSols. 

_     -         The  Mofney-Sang,  and  other  Poems.    With  New 
Foftrmit.    iTol.    160».    76elB. 

Poems.    The  two  preceding  yolomes  bonnd  ia  one. 

16mo.    $1.26. 

Poetical  WoAs.    Complete.    With  New   Portrait 

1  Tol.    32mo.    Blue  aod  gold.    $  1.00. 

ST.  JOHN'S  (Bayle)  Vmage-Life  in  Egypt,  with  Sketches 

ortheSaid.    StoIs.    lOmo.    $1.25. 

SCOTTS  (Sir  Walter)  The  Waverley  Novels.    lüustrated 

Hotueholä  üdition,    60  rols.    16mo.    per  yoL,  00  cts. 
(ET  The  Mloiring  ia  the  order  of  pablication,  and  the  NorelB  will  be  sold 
■eparately  or  in  oets,  at  tbe  opüon  of  porchasen. 

Wayerley.    2  voto.  St.  Ronan*B  Well.    2  vols. 

Guy  Mannering.    2  Tola.  Redgaontlet.    2  roto. 

The  Antiqoary.    2  toIb.  The  Betrothed.  I «      , 

—   -    —  -       -  —      —   - _      >  ^  TOU. 


Bob  Boy.    2  toIs.  The  Highland  Widow. 

OldMortali^^.    2  vols.  The  Talisman. 

Black  DwarfL  >  «     ,  Two  Drorers. 

Legend  of  Montrose.   5  ^  ^^^  Uj  Aont  Hargaret's  Minor. 

Heart  of  MId-Lothian.    2  rols.  The  Tapestried  Oluunber. 

Bride  of  Lammennoor.    2  rols.  The  Laiid's  Jock. 

Ivanhoe.    2  rols.  Woodstock.    2  toIs. 

The  Monastery.    2  rols.  The  Fair  Maid  of  Pertfa.    2  vols. 

TheAbbot.    2  vols.  Anne  of  Geierstein.    2  rols. 

Kenilworth.    2  rols.  Goont  Robert  of  Paris.    2Toi8. 

The  Pirate.    2  vols.  The  Surgeon's  Daujg^ter.  ^ 

The  Fortones  cf  NigeL    2  rds.  Castle  Dangerous.  S  2  Tols. 

Peveril  of  the  Peak.    2  vols.  Index  and  Glossary.        > 

Qnentin  Ihurwaxd.   1  'vcAi. 
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SCOTTS  (Sir  Walter)  Tales  of  a  Grandfatlier.    Uniform 

wiih  tiie  Noyels.    ÜluBtrated.    6  vols.    16mo.    $  6.40.    The  Same.    6 
Yolumes  boond  in  3.    16mo.    $  4.50. 

Life.    By  J.  G.  Lockhart.    Uniform  with  the 

Noyels.    niostrated.    Qyols.    Idmo.    $8.10. 

.  Ivanhoe.     A  Bomance.     Holiday  Edition.    Dlus- 


trated  and  elegantly  bound.    ]  toI.    16mo.    9 1.75. 

SEVEN  LITTLE  SISTERS  (The)  that  live  in  the  Round 

Ball  that  Floats  in  the  Air.    With  Illustrationa.    1  voL    Square  12mo. 
75  cts. 

SHAKESPEARE    SONNETS.     A   new   and   beautiful 

edition,  printed  on  Ünted  paper,  and  handsomely  bonnd.  1  Tol.  imall  4to. 
Ifearly  Ready. 

SHAKSPEARS  (Capt.  HEimY)  The  Wild  Sports  of  India. 

With  Bemarks  on  the  Breeding  and  Bearing  of  Horses,  and  the  Forma- 
tion of  Light  Irregulär  Cavahy.    1  yoL    16mo.    75  cts. 

SHELLEY   MEMORIALS,     Frwn    Authentic    Sources. 

Edited  by  Ladt  Shsllbt.    IyoL    16mo.    76  cts. 

SILSBEE'S  (Mrs.)  Memory  and  Hope.    A  Collection  of 

Consolatory  Pieces.    1  toL    8to.    $2.00. 

Willie  Winkie's  Nurseiy  Rheines  of  Scotland. 

With  Frontispiece  by  BiLLiNOS.    ItoL    16mo.    75  cts. 

SMITWS  (Alexander)  A  Life  Drama,  and  other  Poems. 

1  ToL    lOmo.    60  cts. 

City  Poems.  With  Portrait    1vol.    16mo.  63  cts. 

Edwin  of  Deira.     1  vol.     16mo.     75  cts. 

SMITH' S  (HoRACE  and  James)  Rejected  Addresses ;  Or, 

The  New  Theatnun  Poetamm.    With  Prefaoe  and  Notes  »^  the  Authors. 
A  New  Edition.    1  toI.    16mo.    63  cts. 

SMITITS  (William)  Thorndale ;  Or,  The  Conflict  of  Opin- 

ions.    IvoL    12mo.    $1.50. 

SMILES'S  (Samuel)  The  Life  of  George  Stephenson,  Rail- 

way  Engineer.    With  a  copy  of  Ldoas's  Portrait,  on  steel,  by  Schofv. 
ItoL    16mo.    $L18. 

Self-Help.    With  Blostrations  of  Character  and 

Condnct.  Containing  a  Gomplete  Analytical  Lidex,  and  fine  Portrait  of 
JoHM  Flaxuan.    ItoI.  Idmo.  75  cts. 

Brief  Biographies.     With  6    Steel  Portraits.     1 

ToL    16mo.  $1.25. 

Industrial  Biography :   Iron-Workers  and  Tool- 


Make».    1  Tol.    16mo.    Nearly  Ready. 
SPRAGUE*S  (Charles)   Complete    Poetical    and   Prose 

Writings.    With  Portrait.    ItoL    lOmo.    88  cts. 

STODDARUS  (R.  H.)  Poems.    1  voL    16mo.    68  cts. 

Songs  of  Smnmer.    1  vol.     16mo.     75  cts. 

. Adventures  in  Fairy  Land.     A  Book  for 

Yonng  People.    Blustrated.    ItoL    lOmo.    00  cts. 

STRANGE,    SURPRISING    ADVENTURES  of  the 

Tenerable  Gooroo  Shnple  and  bis  FiTe  Disciples,  Noodle,  Boodle,  Wise- 
acre,  Zany,  and  Foosle.  Adomed  with  60  UluitratiODS  by  Alkua 
Cbowqcill.    ItoL    lOmo.   $2.60. 
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TALES  PROM  CATLAND.   ItoL  fl^HMililnk  60*. 
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TM  FZ0ä*5(Hknbt)  Notes  from  Life.    1vol.    16mo.   63cte. 

Philip  Van  Artevelde.    Ä  New  EdUUm.     1  voL 

SSmo.    Btue  and  gobL    $L00. 

TENNYSONS  (Alfred)  Poems.    With  Portrait    2  vob. 

l«iiio.     $  X25. 

Poetical  Works.     Complete.    With  Portrait 

Cabinet  Edition.    2to18.    lOmo.    $2.50. 

Poetical  Works.    Ck)mplete.    With  Portrait 


Blue  and  gold  Edition,    2  Tola.   82aio.    $  2.00. 

Poetical  Works.     Complete.    With  Portndt 


Pocket  Edition.    1  voL    ISmo.    91.13. 

ThePrincess.  A  Medley.  IvoL  16mo.  60ctB. 

.  In  Memoriam.    1  voL    16mo.    90  cts.     HoU- 


day  Edition.    1  voL    4to.    $8.00. 
Idyls  of  the  King.     1  voL    16mo.     90  cts. 


TERRTS  (Rose)  Poems.     1  vol.     16mo.     75  cts. 
THOREA  WS  (Henry  D.)  Waiden ;  Or,  Life  in  the  Woods. 

1  ToL    16mo.    $  1.26. 

A  Week  on  the  Concord  and  Merrimac  Rivers. 

IyoU    12mo.    $1.50. 

Excursions  in  Field  and  Forest.    With  Por- 


trait,   l^no.    $1.25. 
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TH ACKER AY'S  (W.U.)  "RdiXÜA^    1vol.     16mo.     76  cts. 
TICKNOR*S   (George)    History   of  Spanish   Literature. 

New  and  Revised  Edition,    StoIs.    12mo.    $5.00. 

Life  of  William  Hicklino  Prescott.  1  vol. 

4to.  Illustrated  witii  Steel  Portraits  ood  Wood  Engravings,  and  ele- 
gantly  printed  and  boond.    $  7.60. 

TRELAWNTS  (E.  J.)  Recollections  of  the  LastDays  of 

SheUey  and  Byron.   1  voL    16iik>.    7öots. 

TUCKERMAlSrS    (Henry  Theodore)  Poems.     1  vol. 

16mo.    75  cts. 

TOCQUEVILLE'S  (Alexis  de)  Memoire,   Lettera,  and 

Bemains.  Translated  firom  the  French  of  Gi»tayx  db  Bkaümoht. 
2  Tols.    16ino.    $  2.60. 

TYNDALVS  (Prof.  John,  F.  R.  S.)  The  Glaciere^^f  the 

Alp.  BeinfT  a  Narrative  of  Excnraioni  and  Ascenta,  an  Account  of  the 
Origin  and  Phenomena  of  Olaciera,  and  an  Exposition  of  the  Physical 
Principles  to  which  th^  are  related.  With  nomerous  Illastrationa. 
IvoL    12ino.    $1.60. 

UPHAÜTS  (Hon.  Charles  W.)  Life,  Explorations,  and 

Public  Services  of  John  0.  Frimont.  With  Portrait  and  Illustrations. 
1  Yol.    16mo.    76  cts. 

WALKERS  (James,  D.  D.)  Sermons  Preached  in  Harvard 

OhapeL    1  rol.     12mo.    $1.60. 

WALLIS* S  (S.  T.)  Spain:  Her  Institutions,  Politics,  and 

Public  Men.    1  toL    16mo.    $1.00. 

WARREirS  (John  C,  M.D.)  Etherization  and  Chlorofönn; 

with  Surgical  Remarks.    ItoI.    l2mo.    60  cts. 

Constipation :  Its  Prevention  and  Cure.    1  vol. 

16mo.    10  cts. 

The  Preservation  of  Health,  with  Remarks  on 


Constipation,  Old  Age,  etc.    ItoI.    16mo.    88  cts. 

>  Life.    Compiled  chiefly  from  his  Autobiography 


and  Journals,  by  Edward  Wabren,  M.  D.    With  Illustrations  on  Steel 
bySoHorr.    2yoIs.    Svo.    $3.60. 

WHEATOlSrS  (Robert)  Memoir.    With  Selections  from 

hisWritings.    ItoI.    l6mo.    $1.00. 

Essays  and  Reviews.     2  vols.     16mo.    $  2.50. 

Washington  and  the  Revolution.   1  voL  16mo. 

20  cts. 

WINTHROPS  (Theodore)   Cecil  Dreeme.     With  Bio- 

graphical  Sketch  by  Oboroi  William  OüBTis.    ItoL    16mo.    81.00. 

JohnBrent.     1vol.     16mo.    $1.00. 

Edwin  Brothertoft.     1  vol.     16mo.    $  1.00. 

The  Canoe  and  the  Saddle.    1  vol.    16mo. 

$  1.00. 

.  Life  in  the  Open  Air,  and  other  Papers. 


With  Portrait  on  Steel,  and  an  EngraTing  of  Mt.  Katahdin  fjrom  a 
Sketch  by  E.  E.  Church.    1  toL    ISmo.    $  1.26. 
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WnUAM^S  (HaarrWnM.IU  A  BraotiedL  Ottit  «0 

ifcttMyrfihiiWiiiiii<rflhii»*>  IW  liww  $iii& 
WINTHROP^ S  (BoBKRT  C.)  Life  and  Letters  of  Jolm  "Wla- 

tbrop.    iTol.    8to.    With  Portraits  and  WoodcatB.    $3.00. 

WORDSWORTWS  (Chbistopher)  Memoirs  of  William 

Wordswortlt,  Poet  Laoreate,  D.  C.  L.    Edlted  by  Hkkbt  Rbkd.    2  rota. 
ltaM>.    $2.50. 

ZSCHOKKE'S  Meditations  on  Death  and  Eternity.    Trans- 
lated  firam  the  German  by  Fbkdsbica  BowAH.    1  toL    12mo.    $1.25. 

Meditations  on  Life  and  its  Religions  Duties. 

Traoslated firom  the Geraian by  FssomcA  Bowas.  ItoL  12mo.  $1.25. 
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TICKNOR    AND     FIELDS. 


LongfeUov^s  Poems,     2  vols.     $  2.00. 

LongfeUow's  Prose.     2  vols.     $  2.00. 

Whütier*8  Poems.    2  vols.    S  2.00. 

Leigh  HunVs  Poems,     2  vols.    $  2.00. 

Tennyson*8  Poems,    2  vols.    $2.00. 

Gerald  Massey's  Poems,    $  1.00. 

LotoeWs  Poems,     2  vols.    $2.00. 

PercivaTs  Poems,    2  vols.    $  2.00. 

MotherweWs  Poems,    $  1.00. 

Owen  Meredüh's  Poems,    2  vols.    $  2.00. 

Otoen  MerediOCs  Lucüe.    $  1.00. 

Sydney  DoheWs  Poems,    $  1.00. 

Botoring's  Matins  and  Vespers,    $  1.00. 

Ällingham's  Poems,    $1.00. 

Horace.    Translated  by  Theodore  Mabtik.    $1.00. 

Mrs,  Jameson's  Characteristics  of  Women,    $  1.00. 

Mrs,Jameson*s  Loves  ofthe  Poets,    $1.00. 

Mrs,  JamesorCs  Diary,    $  1.00. 

Mrs,  Jameson*s  Sketches  of  Art,    $  1.00. 

Mrs,  JamesorCs  Legends  ofthe  Madonna,    $  1.00. 

Mrs,  Jameson*s  Italian  Painters,    $  1.00. 

Mrs,  Jameson*s  Studies  and  Stories,    $  1.00. 

Saxe*s  Poems,    $  1 .00 . 

ClougKs  Poems,    $  1.00. 

Holmes* s  Poems,    $1.00. 

Adelaide  Procter^s  Poems,    $  1.00. 

TayWs  Phüip  Van  Artevelde,    $  1.00. 

Lving*8  Sketch-Book,    $  1.00. 
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Adelaide  Procter^s  Poems.     1  vol.     S  1.25. 


THE  ATLANTIC  MONTHLT, 
MAGAZINE  OF  LITERATURE,  ART,  ANO  P0LITIC8, 

18  UNIVKRSALLT  RECOGNIZED  AS  THB 

BEST     AMERICAN     MAGAZINE. 


THE    THIRTEENTH    VOLUME 
Of  the  Atlantic  commences  with  tbe  number  for  January,  1864.    Its  com- 
raencement  afiurdä  the  Publisbera  an  occasion  to  say  tbat  tbe  Atlantic 
has  attained  a  circalation  and  prosperity  never  eqiialled  by  any  American 
magazine  of  ita  class. 

Tbe  prosperity  of  tbe  Atlantic  enables  its  conductors  to  employ  tbe  moet 
eminent  talent  of  the  country  in  ita  columns.  All  tbe  best  known  writers  in 
American  literature,  contributing  con^tantly  to  its  pages,  give  it  the  sole  right 
to  be  known  as  our  naiXonal  magazine.  Ita  staff  comprises  the  following 
names  among  its  leading  contributors :  — 


James  Russell  Lowell, 
Henry  W.  Lonofellow, 
Louis  Agassiz, 
Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne, 
Charles  Sumner, 
Robert  Dale  Owen, 
George  W.  Curtis, 
C.  C.  Hazewell, 

T.  W.  HlGOINSON, 

Author  of  ♦«  Margret  Howtb," 
Mrs.  Julia  W.  IIowe, 
Mrs.  A.  D.  T.  Whitney, 
T.  BucHANAN  Read, 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
John  G.  Whittier, 
Gail  Hamilton, 
E.  P.  Whipple, 
Bayard  Taylor, 
Charles  E.  Norton, 
Francis  Parkman, 


John  G.  Palfrey, 
Georoe  S.  Hillard, 
Henry  Giles, 
Walter  Mitchell, 
Henry  T.  Tuckerman, 
John  Weiss, 
Francis  Wayland,  Jr., 
William  Cullen  Bryant, 
Mrs.  H.  B.  Stowe, 
Harriet  Martineaü, 

"IK    MARVEL," 

David  A.  Wasson, 
«»The  Country  Parsow,»» 
Rose  Terry, 
Harriet  E.  Prescott, 
Robert  T.  S.  Lowell, 
J.  T.  Trowbridge, 
Josiah  P.  auiNCY, 
Prof.  A.  D.  White, 
Edward  E.  Hale, 
f.  sueldon. 


TERMS. 

The  Atlantic  is  for  sale  by  all  Book  and  Periodical  Dealers.  Price,  25 
Cents  a  number.    Subscriptions  for  tbe  year,  %  3.00,  postage  paid. 

CLUB  PRICES.  — TwoCopies  for  one  year  85.00,  and  each  additional 
subaoription  at  tbe  aame  rate ;  and  an  Extra  Copy  gratis  for  every  Club  of 
Ten  Subscribers  ;  or  Eleven  Copies  for  «25.00. 

]^  In  aSX  GubSf  tubteriber»  pay  their  awn  posUige^  5M  cenia  per  ytar, 

TICKNOR  AND  FIELDS,  Publishers, 

185  Waihin^ton  Street,  Boiton. 
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